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PREFACE  10  THE  FmST  EDITION. 


The  fdlowing  trifles  are  not  the  production  of  the  poet,  who,  with  all 
the"ad vantages  of  learned  art,  and,  perhaps,  amid  the  elegancies  and  idle- 
ness of  upper  life,  looks  down  for  a  rural  theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocritus 
or  Virgil.  To  the  author  of  this,  these  and  other  celebrated  name^s  their 
countrymen  are»  at  least  in  their  original  language,  a  fountain  shut  ttp,  aiui 
a  book  sealed.  Unacquainted  with  the  necessary  requisites  for  commencing 
poet  by  rule,  he  sings  the  sentiments  and  manners  he  felt  and  saw  in  him- 
self and  rustic  compeers  around  him,  in  his  and  their  native  language. — 
Though  a  rhymer  ftova  his  earliest  years,  at  least  from  the  earliest  impulse 
of  the  softer  passions,  it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the  applause,  perhaps 
the  partiality,  of  friendship,  wakened  his  vanity  so  far  as  to  make  him  think 
any  thing  o^  his  worth  showing ;  and  none  o^  the  following  works  were  com- 
posed with  a  view  to  the  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  creations 
of  his  own  fancy,  amid  the  toil  and  fatigues  ot  a  laborious  life  ;  to  transcribe 
the  various  feelings,  the  loves,  the  griefs,  the  hopes,  the  fears,  in  his  own 
breast ;  to  find  some  kind  of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles  o^  a  world,  al- 
ways an  alien  scene,  a  task  uncouth  to  the  poetical  mind — these  were 
his  motives  for  courting  the  Muses,  and  in  these  he  found  poetry  to  be 
its  own  reward. 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  author,  he  does  it 
with  fear  and  trembling.  So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even 
he,  an  obscure,  nameless  bard,  shrinks  aghast  at  the  thought  of  being 
branded  as — An  impertinent  blockhead,  obtruding  his  nonsense  on  the 
world  ;  and,  becausie  he  can  make  a  shifl  to  jingle  a  few  doggerel  Scotch 
rhymes  together,  looking  upon  himself  as  a  poet  of  no  small  consequence, 
forsooth ! 

It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  poet,  Shenstone,  whose  divine  ele- 
gies do  honour  to  our  language,  our  nation,  and  our  species,  that  "  Humility 
has  depressed  many  a  genius  to  a  hermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  fame  !" 
If  any  critic  catches  at  the  word  genius^  the  author  tells  him  once  for  all, 
that  he  certainly  looks  upon  himself  as  possessed  of  some  poetic  abilities, 
otherwise  his  publishing  in  the  manner  he  has  done,  would  be  a  manoeuvre 
below  the  worst  character,  which,  he  hopes,  his  worst  enemy  will  ever 
give  him.  But  to  the  genius  of  a  Kamsay,  or  the  glorious  dawnings  of  the 
poor,  unfortunate  Fergusson,  he,  with  equal  unaffected  sincerity,  declares, 
that,  even  in  his  highest  pulse  of  vanity,  he  has  not  the  most  distant  pre- 
tensions. These  two  justly  admired  Scotch  poets  he  has  oflen  had  in  his 
sve  in  the  following  pieces ;  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their  flame, 
toan  foT  MervUe  umtatioD, 


IT  PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 

To  his  subscribers,  the  author  returns  hb  most  sincere  thanks :  Not  the 
mercenary  bow  over  a  counter,  but  the  heart- throbbing  gratitude  of  the 
bard,  conscious  how  much  he  owes  to  benevolence  and  friendship  for  gra- 
tifying him,  if  he  deserves  it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  bosom- 
to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particularly  the  learned  and  the 
polite,  who  may  honour  him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  make  every  al« 
lowance  for  education  and  circumstances  of  life  ;  but  if,  afler  a  fair,  can- 
did, and  impartial  criticism,  he  shall  stand  convicted  of  dullness  and  non- 
sensCf  let  him  he  done  by  as  he  would  in  that  case  do  by  others — let  him 
be  condemned,  without  mercy,  to  contempt  and  oblivion. 


lO 


THE  PRESENT  EDITION. 


Iv  the  Dedication  of  the  Life  of  Burns  by  Dr.  Currie  to  his  friend  Cap> 
tarn  Graham  Moore,  the  learned  Doctor  thus  expresses  himself  as  to  hit 
Editorial  office : — "  The  task  was  beset  with  considerable  difficulties,  and 
"  men  of  established  reputation  naturaRy  declined  an  undertaking,  to  the 
**  performance  of  which  it  was  scarcely  to  be  hoped  that  general  approba- 
*<  tion  could  be  obtained  by  any  exertion  of  judgment  or  temper.  To  such 
^  an  office  my  place  of  residence,  my  accustomed  studies,  and  my  occu* 
**  pations,  were  certainly  little  suited.  But  the  partiality  of  Mr.  Syme 
**  thought  me,  in  other  respects,  not  unqualified ;  and  his  solicitations, 
**  joined  to  those  of  our  excellent  friend  and  relation,  Mrs.  Dunlop,  and  of 
^  other  friends  of  the  family  of  the  poet,  I  have  not  been  able  to  resist" 

These  sentences  contain  singular  avowals.  They  are  somehow  apt  to 
suggest,  what  we  have  all  heard  before,  that  some  are  bom  to  honour, 
vhile  others  have  honours  thrust  upon  them.  The  Doctor's  squeamishness 
in  favour  of  persons  of  established  repuiation,  who  might  be  chary  of  a  tick- 
lish and  impracticable,  if  not  an  odious  task,  is  in  ludicrous  contrast  with  the 
&cts  af  they  have  since  fallen  out.  Have  we  not  seen  the  master-spirits 
of  the  age,  Scott,  Byron,  Campbell,  honouring  in  Bums  a  kindred,  if  not  a 
superior  genius,  and,  like  passionate  devotees,  doing  him  homage  ?  They 
have  all  vduniarify  written  of  him ;  and  their  recorded  opinions  evince  no 
feelings  of  shyness,  but  the  reverse  :  they  not  only  honour,  but  wi-ite  as  if 
honoured  by  their  theme.  But  let  us  leave  the  subject,  by  merely  pointing 
attention  to  the  Doctor's  mode  of  treating  it,  as  a  decisive  test  of  the  evu 
days  and  evil  tongues  amidst  which  the  poet  had  fallen,  and  of  the  exis- 
tence of  that  deplorable  party-^irit,  during  which  the  facts  involving  hit 
character  as  a  man,  and  his  reputation  as  a  poet,  could  neither  be  cor- 
rectly stated,  nor  fiurly  estimated. 

It  is  true.  Dr.  Currie's  Life  contained  invaluable  materials.  The  poet's 
tuto-biographical  letter  to  Dr.  Moore, — indeed  the  whole  of  his  letters, — 
the  letters  of  his  brother  Gilbert, — of  Professor  Dugald  Stewart, — of  Mr. 
Murdoch  and  of  Mr.  S3rme,  and  the  other  contributors,  arc  invaluable  mo^ 
lerials.  They  form  truly  the  verv  bacM)one  of  the  poet's  life*  as  edited  by 
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Dr.  Currie.  They  must  ever  be  regarded  as  precious  relics ;  and  however 
largely  they  may  be  used  as  a  part  of  a  biographical  work,  they  ought  also 
to  be  presented  in  the  separate  form,  entire ;  for,  taken  in  connection  with 
the  general  correspondence,  they  will  be  found  to  be  curiously  illostrative 
of  the  then  state  of  society  in  Scotland,  and  moreover  to  contaiil  manifold 
and  undoubted  proofs  of  the  diffusion  and  actual  existence,  amongst  Scots- 
men of  all  degrees,  of  that  literary  talent,  which  had  only  been  inferred, 
hypothetically,  from  the  nature  of  her  elementary  institutions. 

We  have  no  wish  to  detract  from  the  high  reputation  of  Dr.  Currie. 
It  will  however  be  remarked,  that  the  biographical  part  of  his  labours, 
as  stated  by  himself,  involve  little  beyond  the  office  of  redacteur, — He 
was  not  upon  the  spot,  but  living  in  Kngland,  and  he  was  engaged  with 
professional  avocations.  If  truth  lies  at  the  bottom  oi  the  well,  he  had  nei- 
ther the  time  nor  the  means  to  fish  it  up.  Accordingly,  it  is  not  pretended 
that  he  proceeded  upon  his  own  views,  formed,  on  any  single  occasion,  after 
a  painful  or  pains-taking  scrutiny ;  or  that,  in  giving  a  picture  of  the  man 
and  the  poet,  he  did  more  than  present  to  the  public  what  had  come  to 
him  entirely  at  second-hand,  and  upon  the  authority  of  others :  however 
tainted  or  perverted  the  matter  might  have  been,  from  the  then  general- 
ly diseased  state  of  the  public  mind.  The  Life  of  the  poet,  compiled  under 
such  circumstancas,  was  necessarily  defective, — nay  it  did  him  positive  in- 
justice in  various  respects,  particularly  as  to  his  personal  habits  and  moral 
character.  These  were  represented  with  exaggerated  and  hideous  features, 
unwarranted  by  truth,  and  having  their  chief  origin  in  tlie  malignant  viru- 
lence of  party  strife. 

The  want  of  a  Life  of  Burns,  more  correctly  drawn,  was  long  felt.  This 
is  evident  from  the  nature  of  the  notices  bestowed,  in  the  periodicals  of 
the  time,  upon  the  successive  works  of  Walker  and  Irving,  who  each  of 
them  attempted  the  task  of  his  biographer ;  and  upon  tl^e  publications  of 
Cromek,  who  in  his  ''  Keliques,*'  and  ''  Select  Scottish  Songs,*'  brought  to 
light  much  interesting  and  original  matter.  But  these  attempts  only  whet- 
ted and  kept  alive  the  general  feeling,  which  was  not  gratified  in  its  full 
extent  until  nearly  thirty  years  after  the  publication  of  Dr.  Curried  work. 
It  was  nut  until  18*^7  that  a  historian,  worthy  of  the  poet,  appeared  in  the 
person  of  Mr.  John  Lockhart,  the  son-in-law  of  bir  Walter  Scott,  and  (ra- 
ther a  discordant  title).  Editor  of  the  London  Quarterly  Review.  He  in 
that  year  published  a  Life  of  Burns,  both  in  the  separate  form,  and  as  a  part 
of  that  excellent  repertory  known  by  the  title  of  CoHslabies  Misceilany. 

It  is  only  necessary  to  read  Mr.  Lockhart*s  Life  of  Burns,  to  be  satisfied 
of  his  qualifications  for  the  task,  and  tliat  he  has  succeeded  in  putting 
them,  ailer  an  upright  and  conscientious  manner,  to  tlie  proper  use.  Jt 
certainly  appears  odd,  that  a  high  Tory  functionary  should  stand  out  the 
champion  of  tlie  Bard  wlio  sung, 

*^  A  iiian*t  a  man  for  a'  that  :** 

and  who,  because  of  his  democratic  tendencies,  not  only  missed  of  public 
patronage,  but  moreover  had  long  to  sustain  every  humifiatipn  and  indirect 
persecution  the  local  satellites  of  intolerance  could  fling  upon  him.  But  the 
lapse  of  time,  and  the  spread  of  intelligence,  have  done  much  to  renioTe 
prejudices  and  soAen  as|>erities ;  to  say  nothing  of  that  independence  of 
mind  which  always  adheres  to  true  genius,  ana  which  the  circumstances 
in  the  poet's  history  naturally  roused  and  excited  in  a  kindred  suirit   Mr 
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I..ockhart,  it  will  farther  be  observed,  besides  having  compiled  Iki^  work  y  ^ 
der  circumstances  of  a  general  nature  much  more  favourable  to  accurate 
delineation,  likewise  set  about  the  task  in  a  more  philosophical  manner 
than  the  preceding  biographers.  He  judged  for  himself;  he  took  neither 
&ct8  nor  opinions  at  second-hand ;  but  inquired,  studied,  compared,  and 
where  doubtful,  extricated  the  facts  in  the  most  judicious  and  careful  man 
ner.  It  may  be  said,  that  that  portion  of  the  poet's  mantle  which  invested 
his  sturdiness.of  temper,  has  fallen  upon  the  biographer,  who,  as  the  poet 
did,  always  thinks  and  speaks  for  himself. 

These  being  our  sentiments  of  Mr.  Lockhart's  Life  of  'Burns^  we  have 
preferred  it,  as  by  far  the  most  suitable  biographical  accompaniment  of  the 
present  edition  of  his  works.  It  has  been  our  study  to  insert,  in  this  edi- 
tion, every  thing  hitherto  published,  and  fit  to  be  published,  of  which 
Bums  was  the  author.  The  reader  will  find  here  all  that  is  contained 
in  Dr.  Currie*s  edition  of  1800,  with  the  pieces  brought  to  light  by  all  thp 
respectable  authors  who  have  since  written  or  published  o£  Burns. — Thf 
following  general  heads  wHl  show  the  nature  and  extent  of  the  present 
work. 

1.  The  Life  by  Lockhart. 

S.  The  Poems,  as  published  in  the  Kilmarnock  and  first  Edmburgh  edition, 
with  the  poet*s  own  prefaces  to  these  editions,  and  also  as  published 
in  Dr.  Currie's  edition  of  1800 ;  having  superadded  the  pieces  since 
brought  forward  by  Walker,  Irvmg,  Morison,  Paul,  and  Cromek* 

S.  Enay  (by  Dr.  Currie),  on  Scottish  Poetry,  including  the  Poetry  of 
Bums. 

4.  Select  Scottish  Songs  noi  Bums's,  upwards  of  200  in  number,  and  many 

of  them  having  his  Annotations,  Historical  and  Critical,  prefixed. 

5.  Bums's  Songs,  collected  from  Johnson's  Musical  Museum,  the  larger 

work  of  Thomson,  and  from  the  publications  of  Cromek,  Cunninghimii 
and  Chalmers,  nearly  200  in  number. 

6.  The  Correspondence,  including  all  the  Letters  published  by  Dr.  Curriey 

besides  a  number  subsequently  recovered,  published  by  Cromek  and 
others. 

The  whole  forming  the  best  picture  of  the  man  and  the  poet,  and  the  only 
complete  edition  of  his  writings,  in  one  work,  hitherto  offered  to  the  public^ 
Besides  a  portrait  o£  the  poet,  executed  by  an  able  artist,  long  familiar  with 
the  original  picture  by  Nasmyth,  there  is  also  here  presented,  (an  entire 
novelty),  a  fac-simile  ^  the  poet's  handwriting.  It  was  at  one  time  mat- 
ter of  surprise  that  the  Ploughman  should  have  been  a  man  of  genius  and 
a  poet.  If  any  such  curious  persons  still  exist,  they  will  of  course  be  like- 
wise surprised  to  find  that  he  was  so  good  a  penman. 


New  Yoek,  Sept  11,  18S8. 
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From  the  same— adinowledgment  of  a  present,—  4S1 
From  Mr.  Thomson— Clarke^  Air  to  Mallefs  Bal> 

lad  of  "  William  and  Margaret," ,.  4f  I 

From  the  Poet— with  four  Soi^is  and  Verses. 
"  O  Whistle  and  ril  come  to  ye,  my  Lad"-^«  O 
this  is  no  my  ain  Lassie"—"  Now  Spring  has 
dad  the  Omve  in  Green"—"  O  boonie  wm  yoo 
rosT  Brier,*— Imcriptkm  on  his  Poems  present 

ed  CO  a  young  Lady,  ■w>w.w. «■ ■  «.■.<■  >.  .^i, m »* *»  4f5 

From  Mr.  Thomsoo— nn  acknowledgment, .,—,«.  4ilt 
Prom  the  Poet^-with  English  Sung,  "  Fortom, 

From  the  same— with  .Song.  "  Last  May  a  bra* 
Woner  cam*  down  the  ling  Glen,"— a  Frag. 

From  ^*r.  Thomson— in  answer,  .■....■.,>^  ,..».■<.  4S5 
From  the  uimi<— «fter  an  awftil  pause, .,»««.-..»..  425 
From  the  Poet— acknowledges  a  Present  to  Mrs 
B.— send*  Song,  ••  Hey  for  a  Lass  wi'  s  Toch- 

From  Mr.  Thomtoi^— in  answer,i.i  »■ «»w.w.«w.»iw  4S4 

From  the  Poet— health  has  deserted  him,  not  the 

From  Mr.  Thomsona^^in  answeT^.. «»««■<» « ti»«wm  4S4 

From  the  Poet— with  Song,  **  Here's  a  heal.h  to 
them  thatfs  awa.*  —,*——-«> 4C5 


From  the  ssme— announces  his  purpose  to  revise 

all  nlS  SOngS,«««ptfw«a«M«Mw««>«MMaw«ww«««<a>«i.«p«WMlM>B«aMl>    4X9 


From  the  same— at  Sea-bathing— depcessed  and  in 

eStremlty,     aMMI««M<V«»«M«M««>M»«*<aM>KM.«MiaMHM«<MIR«MW«»     V«9 

From  Mr.  Thomsott— with  a  Rt 
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CHAPTER  I. 

CovTxim. — The  Poeta  Birth,  1759 — Citetmutaneet  and  peeuUar  Ckmraeitr  of  ha  FaAar 
and  Mother-^  HanUhipa  of  hia  Early  Yeara — Soureaaf  ameh  aa  tkaif  waraf  afkia 
LnprovemaU — CommmeaiA  Xiove  and  Poetry  at  16. 


**  Mj  fiither  was  a  fanner  upon  the  Canidt  Border, 
And  soberly  he  brought  me  up  in  decency  and  oxder.** 

Robert  Burns  was  bom  on  the  25th  of  January  1759,  in  a  clay-built 
cottage,  about  two  miles  to  the  south  of  the  town  of  Ayr,  and  in  the  im- 
mediate vicinity  of  the  Kirk  of  Alloway,  and  the  "  Auld  Brig  o*  Doon." 
About  a  week  aflerwards,  part  of  the  frail  dwelling,  which  his  father  had 
constructed  with  his  own  hands,  gave  way  at  midnight ;  and  the  infant 
poet  and  his  mother  were  carried  through  the  storm,  to  the  shelter  of  a 
neighbouring  hovel.  The  father,  William  Bumes  or  Bumeas,  (for  so  he 
spelt  his  name),  was  the  son  of  a  farmer  in  Kincardineshire,  whence  he  re- 
moved at  19  years  of  age,  in  consequence  of  domestic  embarrassments. 
The  farm  on  which  the  family  lived,  formed  part  of  the  estate  forfeited, 
in  consequence  of  the  rebellion  of  1715,  by  the  noble  house  of  Keith 
Marischall ;  and  the  poet  took  pleasive  in  saying,  that  his  humble  ances- 
tors shared  the  principles  and  the  fall  of  their  chiefs.  Indeed,  afler  Wil- 
liam Bumes  settled  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  there  prevailed  a  vague  no- 
tion that  he  himself  had  been  out  in  the  insurrection  of  1745-6 ;  but  though 
Robert  would  fain  have  interpreted  his  father's  silence  in  favour  of  a  tale 
which  flattered  his  imagination,  his  brother  Gilbert  always  treated  it  as  a 
mere  fiction,  and  such  it  was.  Gilbert  found  among  his  father's  papers  a 
certificate  of  the  minister  of  his  native  parish,  testifying  that  **  the  bea^, 
William  Bumes,  had  no  hand  in  the  late  wicked  rebellion.*'  It  is  easy  to 
suppose  that  when  any  obscure  northern  stranger  fixed  himself  in  those 
days  in  the  Low  Country,  such  rumours  were  likely  enough  to  be  circu- 
tod  concerning  him 
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Wniiara  Burnes  laboured  for  some  years  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edin<^ 
burgh  as  a  gardener,  and  then  found  his  way  into  A3nrshire.  At  the  time 
when  Robert  was  born,  he  was  gardener  and  overseer  to  a  gentleman  of 
small  estate,  Mr.  Ferguson  of  Doonholm ;  but  resided  on  a  few  acres  of 
land,  which  he  had  on  lease  from  another  proprietor,  and  where  he  had 
originally  intended  to  establish  himself  as  a  nurser3rman.  He  married 
Agnes  Brown  in  December  1757,  and  the  poet  was  their  first-born.  Wil- 
liam Burnes  seems  to  have  been,  in  his  humble  station,  a  man  eminently 
entitled  to  respect  He  had  received  the  ordinary  learning  of  a  Scottish 
parish  school,  and  profited  largely  both  by  that  and  by  his  own  experience 
in  the  world.  "  I  have  met  with  few,"  (said  the  poet,  afler  he  had  him- 
self seen  a  good  deal  of  mankind),  **  who  understood  men,  their  manners, 
and  their  ways,  equal  to  my  father.'*  He  was  a  strictly  religious  man. 
There  exists  in  his  handwriting  a  little  manual  of  theology,  in  the  form 
of  a  dialogue,  which  he  drew  up  for  the  use  of  his  children,  and  from 
which  it  appears  that  he  had  adopted  more  of  the  Arminian  than  of  the 
Calvinistic  doctrine ;  a  circumstance  not  to  be  wondered  at,  when  we  con- 
sider tliat  he  had  been  educated  in  a  district  which  was  never  numbered 
among  the  strongholds  of  the  Presbyterian  church.  The  affectionate  re- 
verence with  which  his  children  ever  regarded  him,  is  attested  by  all  who 
have  described  him  as  he  appeared  in  his  domestic  circle ;  but  there  needs 
no  evidence  beside  that  of  tlic  poet  himself,  who  has  painted,  in  colours 
that  will  never  fade,  "  the  saint,  the  fatlier,  and  the  Imsband,"  of  The 
Cottars  Saturday  Night. 

Agnes  Brown,  the  wife  of  this  good  man,  is  described  as  "  a  very  sagaci- 
ous woman,  without  any  appearance  of  forwardness,  or  awkwardness  of  man- 
ner;" and  it  seems  thai,  in  features,  and,  as  he  grew  up,  in  general  address, 
the  poet  resemblc%l  her  more  than  his  father.  She  had  an  inexhaustible  store 
of  ballads  and  t:  petitionary  tales,  and  appears  to  have  nourished  his  infant 
imagination  by  tnis  means,  while  her  husband  paid  more  attention  to  "  the 
weightier  matters  of  the  law.*'  l*hese  worthy  people  laboured  hard  for 
the  support  of  an  increasing  family.  William  was  occupied  with  Mr.  Fer- 
guson's service,  and  Agnes  contrived  to  manage  a  small  dairy  as  well  as 
her  children.  But  though  their  honesty  and  diligence  merited  better  things, 
their  condition  continued  to  be  very  uncomfortable  ;  and  our  poet,  (in  his 
letter  to  Dr.  Moore),  accounts  distinctly  for  his  being  bom  and  bred  "  a 
very  poor  man*s  son,*'  by  the  remark,  that  **  stubborn  ungainly  integrity, 
and  headlong  ungovernable  irascibility,  are  disqualifying  circumstances." 

Tliese  defects  of  temper  did  not,  however,  obscure  tlie  sterling  worth 
of  William  Burnes  in  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Ferguson  ;  who,  when  his  garde- 
ner expressed  a  wish  to  try  his  for  tuneon  a  farm  of  his,  then  vacant,  and 
confessed  at  the  same  time  his  inability  to  meet  the  charges  of  stocking  it, 
at  once  advanced  k  1 00  towards  the  removal  of  the  difficulty.  Burnes  ac- 
cordingly removed  to  this  farm  (tliat  of  Mount  Oliphant,  in  the  parish  of 
Ayr)  at  Whitsuntide  1766,  when  his  eldest  son  was  between  six  and  seven 
years  of  age.  But  the  soil  proved  to  be  of  the  most  ungrateful  descrip- 
tion ;  and  Mr.  Ferguson  dying,  and  his  affairs  falling  into  the  hands  of  a 
.harsh ySictfor,  (who  aflerwards  sat  for  his  picture  in  tlie  Ttca  Dogs)^  Burnes 
was  glad  to  give  up  his  bargain  at  the  end  of  six  years.  He  tlien  removed 
about  ten  miles  to  a  larger  and  better  farm,  that  of  Lochlea,  in  the  |)arish 
of  Tarbolton.  But  here,  afler  a  short  interval  of  prosjierity,  some  unfbr- 
tunate  misunderstanding  took  place  as  to  the  conditions  of  the  lease :  the 
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dispute  was  referred  to  arbitration ;  and,  after  three  years  of  suspense,  the 
result  involved  Bumes  in  ruin.  The  worthy  man  lived  to  know  of  this  de« 
dsion  ;  hut  death  saved  him  from  witnessing  its  necessary  consequences. 
He  died  of  consumption  on  the  13th  February  1784.  Severe  labour,  and 
hopes  only  renewed  to  be  bafiSed,  had  at  last  exhausted  a  robust  but  irri- 
table structure  and  temperament  of  body  and  of  mind. 

In  the  midst  of  the  harassing  struggles  which  found  this  termination, 
William  Bumes  appears  to  have  used  his  utmost  exertions  for  promoting 
the  mental  improvement  of  his  children — a  duty  rarely  neglected  by  Scot- 
tish  parents,  however  humble  their  station,  and  scanty  their  means  may 
be.  Robert  was  sent,  in  his  sixth  year,  to  a  small  school  at  AUoway 
Miln,  about  a  mile  from  the  house  in  which  he  was  born  ;  but  Campbell^ 
the  teacher,  being  in  the  course  of  a  few  months  removed  to  another 
situation,  Bumes  and  four  or  five  of  his  neighbours  engaged  Mr.  John 
Murdoch  to  supply  his  place,  lodging  him  by  turns  in  their  own  houses, 
and  ensuring  to  him  a  small  payment  of  money  quarterly.  Robert  Burns, 
and  Gilbert  his  next  brother,  were  the  aptest  and  the  favourite  pupils  of 
this  worthy  man,  who  survived  till  very  lately,  and  who  has,  in  st  letter 
published  at  length  by  Currie,  detailed,  with  honest  pride,  the  part  which 
he  had  in  the  early  education  of  our  poet  He  became  the  frequent  in- 
mate  and  confidential  friend  of  the  family,  and  speaks  with  enthusiasm  of 
the  virtues  of  William  Burnes,  and  of  the  peaceful  and  happy  life  of  his 
humble  abode. 

**  He  was  (says  Murdoch)  a  tender  and  affectionate  father ;  he  took  plea^ 
sure  in  leading  his  children  in  the  path  of  virtue ;  not  in  driving  tliem,  as 
some  parents  do,  to  the  performance  of  duties  to  which  they  themselves  are 
averse.  He  took  care  to  find  fault  but  very  seldom  ;  and  therefore,  when 
he  did  rebuke,  he  was  listened  to  with  a  kind  of  reverential  awe.  A  look 
of  disapprobation  was  felt ;  a  reproof  was  severely  so :  and  a  stripe  with 
the  iawzt  even  on  the  skirt  of  the  coat,  gave  heart-felt  pain,  produced  a 
loud  lamentation,  and  brought  forth  a  flood  of  tears. 

'*  He  had  the  art  of  gaining  the  esteem  and  good-will  of  those  that  were 
labourers  under  him.  1  think  I  never  saw  him  angry  but  twice :  the  one 
time  it  was  with  the  foreman  of  the  band,  for  not  reaping  the  field  as  he 
was  desired ;  and  the  other  time,  it  was  with  an  old  man,  for  using  smutty 
inuendos  and  double  ejttendres,'* ''  In  this  mean  cottage,  of  which  I  my- 
self was  at  times  an  inhabitant,  I  really  believe  there  dwelt  a  larger  por- 
tion of  content  than  in  any  palace  in  Europe.  The  Cottars  Saturday  Night 
will  give  some  idea  oi  the  temper  and  manners  that  prevailed  there." 

The  boys,  under  the  joint  tuition  of  Murdoch  and  their  father,  made  ra- 
pid progress  in  reading,  spelling,  and  writing ;  they  committed  psalihs  and 
hymns  to  memory  with  extraordinary  ease — the  teacher  taking  care  (as  he 
tells  us)  that  they  should  understand  the  exact  meaning  of  each  word  in 
the  sentence  ere  they  tried  to  get  it  by  heart.  "  As  soon,"  says  he,  '*  as 
they  were  capable  of  it,  1  taught  them  to  turn  verse  into  its  natural  prose 
order ;  sometimes  to  substitute  synonymous  expressions  for  poetical  words ; 
and  to  supply  all  the  ellipses.  Robert  and  Gilbert  were  generally  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  class,  even  when  ranged  with  boys  by  far  their  seniors, 
llie  books  most  commonly  used  in  the  sciiool  were  the  Spelling  Book. 
the  New  Testament,  the  Bible,  Masons  Col*  ection  of  Prose  and  Verse,  and 
Fisher's  English  Grammar.** — *<  Gilbert  alwj  ys  appeard  to  me  to  possess  a 
more  lively  imaginatioDy  and  to  be  more  o    the  wit»  than  Robert.    I  «!• 
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tempted  to  teach  them  a  little  church-music*  Here  they  were  left  far  be* 
hind  by  all  the  rest  of  the  school.  Robert's  ear,  in  particular,  was  remark- 
ably  dull,  and  his  voice  untunable.  It  was  long  before  I  could  get  them 
to  distinguish  one  tune  from  another.  Robert's  countenance  was  general- 
ly grave  and  expressive  of  a  serious,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind. 
Gilbert's  face  said.  Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live;  and  certainly,  if  any 
person  who  knew  the  two  boys,  had  been  asked  which  of  them  was  the 
most  likely  to  court  the  Muses,  he  would  never  have  guessed  that  Robert 
had  a  propensity  of  that  kind." 

"  At  those  years,"  says  the  poet  himself,  in  1787,  "  I  was  by  no  means 
a  favourite  with  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  d  retentive  memory, 
a  stubborn  sturdy  something  in  my  disposition,  and  an  enthusiastic  idiot 
piety.  I  say  idiot  piety,  because  I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost 
the  schoolmaster  some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent  English  scholar ; 
and  by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  substan- 
tives, verbs,  and  particles.  In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  too,  I  owed 
much  to  an  old  woman  who  resided  in  the  family,  remarkable  for  her 
ignorsdice,  credulity,  and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest 
collection  in  the  country  of  tales  and  songs  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies, 
brownies,  witches,  warlocks,  spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights, 
wraiths,  apparitions,  cantraips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and  other 
trumpery.  This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poetry  ;  but  had  so  strong 
an  effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  nocturnal  rambles,  I 
sometimes  keep  a  sharp  look-out  in  suspicious  places  ;  and  though  nobody 
can  be  more  sceptical  than  I  am  in  such  matters,  yet  it  oflen  takes  an  ef- 
fort of  philosophy  to  shake  off  these  idle  terrors.  The  earliest  composition 
that  I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in,  was  The  Vision  of  Mirza,  and  a  hymn 
of  Addison's,  beginning,  How  are  thy  servants  blest^  O  Lord  !  I  particular- 
ly remember  one  half-stanza,  which  was  music  to  my  boyish  ear— 

*^  For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wave — ** 

I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Masons  English  Collection,  one  of  my  school- 
books.  The  two  first  books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which  gave  me 
more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read  since,  were.  The  Life  of  Han' 
tubal,  and  The  History  of  Sir  William  Wallace,  Hannibal  gave  my  young 
idets  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and  down  afler  the 
lecniiting  drum  and  bagpipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough  to  be  a  soldier ; 
while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide  of  Scottish  prejudice  into  my 
~''~'  which  will  boil  along  there  till  the  flood-gates  of  life  shut  in  eternal 


Murdoch  continued  his  instructions  until  the  family  had  been  about  two 
yeiirt  at  Mount  Oliphant — when  he  left  for  a  time  that  part  of  the  country. 
^  There  being  no  school  near  us,"  says  Gilbert  Bums,  **  and  our  little  ser- 
being  already  useful  on  the  farm,  my  father  undertook  to  teach  us  arith- 
»tac  in  the  winter  evenings  by  candle  light — and  in  this  way  my  two  elder 
ters  received  all  the  education  they  ever  received."  Gilbert  tells  an  anec- 
dote which  must  not  be  omitted  here,  since  it  furnishes  an  early  instance 
of  the  liveliness  of  his  broher's  imagination.  Murdoch,  being  on  a  visit 
to  the  family,  read  aloud  on  *  evening  part  of  the  tragedy  of  Titus  Andro- 
■Mcui  the  circle  listened  n  h  the  deepest  interest  until  he  came  to  Act 
iL  ic  6»  where  Lavinia  is     troduced  '*  with  her  hands  cut  off.  and  her 
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tongue  cut  out"  At  this  the  children  entreated,  with  one  voice,  in  an 
agony  of  distress,  that  their  friend  would  read  no  more.  <*  If  ye  will  not 
hear  the  play  out,**  said  William  Bumes,  '*  it  need  not  be  lefl  with  you.*' 
— "  If  it  be  left,"  cries  Robert,  "  I  will  bum  it."  His  fatlier  was  about 
to  chide  him  for  this  return  to  Murdoch's  kindness — ^but  the  good  young 
man  interfered,  saying  he  liked  to  see  so  much  sensibility,  and  left  The 
SthoaL  for  Love  in  place  of  his  truculent  tragedy.  At  this  time  Robert 
was  nine  years  of  age.  **  Nothing/*  continues  Gilbert  Bums,  *<  could  be 
more  retired  than  our  general  manner  of  living  at  Mount  Oliphant ;  we 
rarely  saw  any  body  but  the  members  of  our  own  family.  There  were  no 
bo^s  of  our  own  age,  or  near  it,  in  the  neighbourhood.  Indeed  the  greatest 
purt  of  the  land  in  the  vicinity  was  at  that  time  possessed  by  shopkeepers, 
and  people  of  that  stamp,  who  had  retired  from  business,  or  who  kept  their 
farm  in  the  country,  at  the  same  time  that  they  followed  business  in  town. 
My  father  was  for  some  time  almost  the  only  companion  we  had.  He  con- 
▼ersed  familiarly  on  all  subjects  with  us,  as  if  we  had  been  men ;  and  was 
at  great  pains,  while  we  accompanied  him  in  the  labours  of  the  farm,  to 
lead  the  conversation  to  such  subjects  as  might  tend  to  increase  our  know- 
ledge, or  confirm  us  in  virtuous  habits.  He  borrowed  Salmon* s  Geogro" 
pMcal  Grammar  for  us,  and  endeavoured  to  make  us  acquainted  with  the 
situation  and  history  of  the  different  countrieb  in  the  world ;  while,  from  a 
book-society  in  Ayr,  he  procured  for  us  the  reading  of  Dtrhanin  Phynoo 
and  Asiro-  Theology,  and  Bays  Wisdom  of  God  in  tlie  Creation,  to  give  us 
some  idea  of  astronomy  and  natural  history.  Robert  read  all  these  books 
with  an  avidity  and  industry  scarcely  to  be  equalled.  My  father  had  been 
a  subscriber  to  Stachhouses  History  of  tite  Bible.  From  this  Robert  col- 
lected a  competent  knowledge  of  ancient  history ;  for  no  booh  was  so  vr- 
luminous  as  to  slacken  his  industry,  or  so  antiquated  as  to  damp  his  researches" 
A  collection  of  letters  by  eminent  English  authors,  is  mentioned  as  having 
fidlen  into  Burns's  hands  much  about  the  same  time,  and  greatly  delighted 
him. 

When  Bums  was  about  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  old,  his  father  sent 
him  and  Gilbert  *'  week  about,  during  a  summer  quarter,"  to  the  parish 
school  of  Dalr3anple,  two  or  three  miles  distant  from  Mount  Oliphant,  for 
the  improvement  of  their  penmanship.  ITie  good  man  could  not  pay  two 
feet ;  or  his  two  boys  could  not  be  spared  at  the  same  time  from  the  la- 
bour of  the  farm !  "  We  lived  very  poorly,"  says  the  poet  "  I  was  a  dex- 
terous ploughman  for  my  age  ;  and  the  next  eldest  to  me  was  a  brother, 
(Gilbert),  who  could  drive  the  plough  very  well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the 
com.  A  novel  writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed  these  scenes  with  some 
ntisfaction,  but  so  did  not  I.  My  indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recollection 
of  the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent  letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears." 
Gflbert  Bums  gives  his  brother's  situation  at  this  period  in  greater  detail 
— "  To  the  buffetings  of  misfortune,"  says  he,  **  we  could  only  oppose 
hard  labour-  and  the  most  rigid  economy.  We  lived  very  sparingly.  For 
several  years  butcher  s  meat  was  a  stranger  in  the  house,  while  all  the 
members  of  the  family  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost  of  their  streng:th 
and  rather  beyond  it,  in  the  labours  of  the  farm.  My  brother,  at  the  age 
of  thirteen,  assisted  in  thrashing  the  crop  of  corn,  and  at  fifteen  was  the 
mincipal  labourer  on  the  farm,  for  we  had  no  hired  servant  male  or  female. 
The  anguish  of  mind  we  felt  at  our  tender  years,  under  these  straits  and 
difficttlties,  was  very  great     To  think  of  our  father  growing  old  (for  he  was 
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now  above  fifly),  broken  down  with  the  long-continued  fatigues  of  his  life, 
with  a  wife  and  five  other  children,  and  in  a  declining  state  of  circumstances, 
these  reflections  produced  in  my  brothers  mind  and  mine  sensations  of  the 
deepest  distress.  I  doubt  not  but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow  of  this  pe- 
riod of  his  life,  was  in  a  great  measure  the  cause  of  that  depression  of  spirits 
with  which  Robert  was  so  oflcn  afflicted  through  his  whole  life  afterwards. 
At  this  time  he  was  almost  constantly  afflicted  in  the  evenings  with  a  dull 
headach,  which,  at  a  future  period  of  his  life,  was  exchanged  for  a  palpita- 
tion of  the  heart,  and  a  threatening  of  fainting  and  suffocation  in  his  bed,  in 
the  night-time." 

Tlie  year  after  this,  Burns  was  able  to  gain  three  weeks  of  respite,  one 
before,  and  two  afler  the  harvest,  from  the  labours  which  were  thus  stnuii- 
ing  his  youthful  strength.  His  tutor  Murdoch  was  now  established  in  t}.e 
town  of  Ayr,  and  the  boy  spent  one  of  these  weeks  in  revising  the  English 
grammar  with  him ;  the  other  two  were  given  to  French.  He  laboured 
enthusiastically  in  the  new  pursuit,  and  came  home  at  the  end  of  a  fort- 
night with  a  dictionary  and  a  Telemaqiie,  of  which  he  made  such  use  at  his 
.eisure  hours,  by  himself,  that  in  a  short  time  (if  we  may  believe  GDbcrt) 
he  was  able  to  understand  any  ordinary  book  of  French  prose.  His  pro- 
gress, whatever  it  really  amounted  to,  was  looked  on  as  something  of  a 
prodigy ;  and  a  writing-master  in  Ayr,  a  friend  of  Murdoch,  insisted  that 
Robert  Burns  must  next  attempt  the  rudiments  of  the  Latin  tongue.  He 
did  so,  but  with  little  perseverance,  we  may  be  sure,  since  the  results  were 
of  no  sort  of  value.  Burns's  Latin  consisted  of  a  few  scraps  of  hackneyed 
quotations,  such  as  many  that  never  looked  into  Kuddiman*s  Rudiments 
can  apply,  on  occasion,  quite  as  skilfully  as  he  ever  appears  to  have  done. 
The  matter  is  one  of  no  importance ;  wc  might  perhaps  safely  dismiss  it 
with  parodying  what  Ben  Jonson  said  of  Shakspeare ;  he  had  little 
French,  and  no  Latin.  He  had  read,  however,  and  read  well,  ere  his  six- 
teenth year  elapsed,  no  contemptible  amount  of  the  literature  of  his  own 
country.  In  addition  to  the  books  wliich  have  already  been  mentioned,  he 
teUs  us  that,  ere  the  family  quitted  Mount  Oliphant,  he  had  read  *'  the 
Spectator,  some  plays  of  Shakspeare,  Pope,  (the  Homer  included),  Tull 
and  Dickson  on  Agriculture,  Locke  on  the  Human  Understanding,  Jus- 
tice's British  Gardener  s  Directory^  Boyle's  lActureSy  Taylor's  Scripture 
Doctrine  of  Original  Sin,  A  Stiect  Collection  of  Evglish  Songs^  Hervey's 
Meditations,**  (a  book  which  has  ever  been  very  popular  among  the  Scottish 
peasantry),  **  and  the  Works  of  Allan  Ramsay  ;'*  and  Gilbert  adds  to  this 
list  Pamela,  (the  first  novel  either  of  the  brothers  read),  two  stray  vo- 
lumes of  Peregrine  Pickle,  two  of  Count  Fathom,  and  a  single  volume  of 
'*  some  English  historian,*'  containing  the  reigns  of  James  L,  and  his  son. 
The  •*  Collection  of  Songs,"  says  Burns,  was  my  vade  mecum.  i  pored 
over  them,  driving  my  cart,  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse  by 
verse ;  carefully  noticing  the  true,  tender,  or  sublime,  from  aft'ectation  or 
fustian  ;  and  I  am  convinced  i  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic-crafl, 
such  as  it  is." 

He  derived,  during  this  period,  considerable  advantages  from  the  vicinity 
of  Mount  Oliphant  to  the  town  of  Ayr — a  place  then,  and  still,  distinguish- 
ed by  the  residence  of  many  respectable  gentlemen's  families,  and  a  con- 
aeauent  elegance  of  society  and  manners,  not  common  in  remote  provin- 
cial situations.  To  his  friend,  Mr.  Murdoch,  he  no  doubt  owed,  in  the  first 
iiittance»  whatever  attentions  he  received  there  from  people  older  as  well 
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as  higher  than  himself:  some  such  persons  appear  to  have  taken  a  pleasure 
in  lending  him  books,  and  surely  jio  kindness  could  have  been  more  useful 
to  him  than  this.  As  for  his  coevals,  he  himself  says,  very  justly,  <*  It  is 
not  commonly  at  that  green  age  that  our  young  gentry  have  a  just  sense 
of  the  distance  between  them  and  their  ragged  playfellows.  My  young 
superiors,"  he  proceeds,  **  never  insulted  the  clouterty  appearance  of  my 
plough-boy  carcass,  the  two  extremes  of  which  were  often  exposed  to  all 
the  inclemencies  of  all  the  seasons.  They  would  give  me  stray  volumes 
of  books :  among  them,  even  then,  I  could  pick  up  some  observation  ;  and 
one,  whose  heart  I  am  sure  not  even  the  Munny  Begum  scenes  have  tainted, 
helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Parting  with  these,  my  young  friends  and 
benefactors,  as  they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  West  Indies,  was  of- 
ten to  me  a  sore  affliction, — ^but  1  was  soon  called  to  more  serious  evils."— 
(Letter  to  Moore).  The  condition  of  the  family  during  the  last  two  years 
of  their  residence  at  Mount  Oliphant,  when  the  struggle  which  ended  in 
their  removal  was  rapidly  approaching  its  crisis,  has  been  already  describ- 
ed ;  nor  need  we  dwell  again  on  the  untimely  burden  of  sorrow,  as  well  as 
toil,  which  fell  to  the  share  of  the  youthful  poet,  and  which  would  have 
broken  altogether  any  mind  wherein  feelings  like  his  had  existed,  without 
strength  like  his  to  control  them.  The  removal  of  the  family  to  Lochlea, 
in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  took  place  when  Bums  was  in  his  sixteenth  year. 
He  had  some  time  before  this  made  his  first  attempt  in  verse,  and  the  occa- 
sion is  thus  described  by  himself  in  his  letter  to  Moore.  ''  This  kind  dP  life — 
Che  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave, 
brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year ;  a  little  before  which  period  I  first  commit- 
ted the  sin  of  Rhyme.  You  know  our  country  custom  of  coupling  a  man  and 
woman  together  as  partners  in  the  labours  of  harvest.  In  my  fifleenth  au- 
tumn my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a  year  younger  than  myself. 
My  scarcity  of  English  denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  justice  in  that 
language ;  but  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom — she  was  a  bonnie^  sweety  sonsie 
loMS,  In  short,  she.  altogether  unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated  me  in  that 
delicious  passion,  which,  in  spite  o£  acid  disappointment,  gin- horse  pru- 
dence, and  book-worm  philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  the  first  of  human  joys,  our 
dearest  blessing  here  below  !  How  she  caught  Uie  contagion,  I  cannot  tell : 
you  medical  people  talk  much  of  infection  from  breathing  the  same  air,  the 
touch,  &C. ;  but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved  her.  Indeed,  I  did  not  know 
myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter  behind  with  her,  when  returning  in 
the  evening  from  our  labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice  made  my  heart- 
strings thrill  like  an  i^olian  harp ;  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  such 
a  furious  ratan,  when  I  looked  and  fingered  over  her  little  hand,  to  pick  cut 
the  cruel  nettle-stings  and  thistles.  Among  her  other  love-inspiring  qua- 
lities, she  sung  sweetly  ;  and  it  was  her  favourite  reel,  to  which  I  attempted 
giving  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was  not  so  presumptuous  as  lo 
imagine  that  I  could  make  verses  like  printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who 
had  Greek  and  Latin  ;  but  my  girl  sung  a  song,  which  was  said  to  be  com- 
posed by  a  small  country  laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids,  with  whom 
he  was  in  love ;  and  I  saw  no  reason  why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ; 
lor,  excepting  that  he  could  smear  sheep,  and  cast  peats,  his  &ther  living 
in  the  moorlsoidS)  he  had  no  more  scholar-craft  than  myself. 

"  Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetry  ;  which  at  times  have  been  my 
^inly,  and  till  within  the  last  twelve  months,  have  been  my  highest  enjoy- 
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The  earliefft  of  the  poet's  productions  is  the  little  ballad, 

^  O  oooe  I  bred  a  bonny  kit. 

Burns  himself  characterises  it  as  <'  a  veir  puerile  and  siUy  performance  ;* 
jet  it  contains  here  and  there  lines  of  whicn  he  need  hardly  have  becm 
ashamed  at  any  period  of  his  life : — 


**  fiBie  drenes  aye  tae  dam  and  OMrt, 
Baith  decent  and  i^toel. 
And  then  there*!  somethinff  in  her  g 
OaiB  ony  dresa  look  we^** 

<<  Silly  and  puerile  as  it  is,"  said  the  poet,  long  afVerwards,  **  I  am  ai- 
wajTS  pleased  with  this  song,  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind  those  happy  days 
when  my  heart  was  yet  honest,  and  my  tongue  sincere...!  composed  it  in  a 
wild  endiusiasm  of  passion,  and  to  this  hour  1  never  recollect  it  but  my 
heart  melts,  my  blood  sallies,  at  the  remembrance."  (MS.  Memorandum 
book,  August  1783.) 

In  his  first  epistle  to  Lapraik  (1785)  he  says — 

^  Amaitt  aa  loon  as  I  could  ipeU, 
1  to  the  crambo-jingle  felL 

Tho*  rude  and  rousn  ; 
Yet  croooing  to  a  body*b  idl 
h  Does  weel  eneugh.** 

And  m  some  nobler  verses,  entitled  **  On  my  Early  Daji,"  we  hatva  ftm 
IcUowing  passage: — 

^'  I  mind  it  wed  in  early  date. 
When  I  was  beardlcM,  young  and  bbli^ 

And  first  could  thraui  the  bam. 
Or  hand  a  yokin*  o'  the  pleuf^. 
An*  tho*  forfoughten  sair  eneu^ 

Vet  unco  proud  to  learn — 
When  first  amang  the  yellow  oora 

A  man  I  reckoned  was, 
An*  wi*  the  lave  ilk  merry  mom 

Could  rank  my  rig  and  last— 
8tiU  shearing  and  clearing 

The  tither  stookit  raw, 
M'i*  claivers  and  haivers 

Wearing  the  day  awa — 
£*en  then  a  wiHh,  I  mind  its  power, 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

dhall  strongly  heave  my  breast  t 
That  I  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake. 
Some  useful  plan  or  book  could  maka. 

Or  sing  a  sang,  at  least  i 
The  rough  bur-tnistle  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  beardnl  bear, 
I  tum*d  the  weeder^Iips  aside. 

And  spared  the  symbol  dear.** 

He  is  hardly  to  be  envied  who  can  contemplate  without  emotion,  tbis 
exquisite  picture  of  young  nature  and  young  genius.  It  was  amidst  such 
scenes  tliat  this  extraordinaiy  being  felt  those  first  indefinite  stirrings  ol 
immortal  ambition,  which  he  has  himself  shadowed  out  under  the  magnifi- 
cent image  of  **  the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops,  around  the  walk 
of  his  cave." 
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Comms. — jnrcm  17  to  2i—ltobert  mtd  Gilbert  Bunu  work  to  their  Father,  <u  Labourtn, 
at  Btaied  Wage9^At  Rural  Work  the  Poet  feared  no  Competitor—  Thie  period  not  marked 
hf  mueh  Mental  hnprovemeni — At  JDaneinff^Sehool — Progree*  in  Zove  and  Poetr^'-^Ai 
School  at  KurhoewaUCe — Bad  Company — At  Lrviwe-^Plaxdreieing—Beeomea  then  Mm 
her  of  a  BatehttorB*  Omb, 


**  O  enviable  earlj  dajrs. 
When  dancing  thougfaUest  jpleasureli  mase. 

To  care  and  guilt  unknown ! 
How  ill  exchanged  Tor  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies  or  the  crimes 

Of  others— or  my  own  !** 

As  has  been  already  mentioned,  William  Burnes  now  qmtted  Mount 
Oliphant  for  Lochlea,  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  where,  for  some  little 
space,  fortune  appeared  to  smile  on  his  industry  and  frugality.  Robert 
and  Gilbert  were  employed  by  their  father  as  regular  labourers — he  allow- 
ing them  Jtl  of  wages  each  per  annum ;  from  which  sum,  however,  the 
value  of  any  home-made  clothes  received  by  the  youths  was  exactly  de- 
ducted. Robert  Bums*s  person,  inured  to  daily  toil,  and  continually  expos- 
ed to  every  variety  of  weather,  presented,  before  the  usual  time,  every  cha- 
racteristic of  robust  and  vigorous  manhood.  He  says  himself,  that  he  never 
feared  a  competitor  in  any  species  of  rural  exertion  ;  and  Gilbert  Bumsy 
a  man  of  uncommon  bodily  strength,  adds,  that  neither  he,  nor  any  labourer 
he  ever  saw  at  work,  was  equal  to  the  youthful  poet,  either  in  the  com 
field,  or  the  severer  tasks  of  the  thrashing-floor.  Gilbert  says,  that  Ro- 
bert's literary  seal  slackened  considerably  afler  their  removal  to  Tarbolton. 
He  was  separated  from  his  acquaintances  of  the  town  of  Ayr,  and  proba- 
bly missed  not  only  the  stimulus  of  their  conversation,  but  the  kindness 
that  had  furnished  him  with  his  supply,  such  as  it  was,  of  books.  But  the 
main  source  of  his  change  of  habits  about  this  period  was,  it  is  confessed 
on  all  hands,  the  precocious  fervour  of  one  of  his  own  turbulent  passions. 

*<  In  my  seventeenth  year,"  says  Bums,  '*  to  give  my  manners  a  brush,  I 
went  to  a  country  dancing-school. — My  father  had  an  unaccountable  anti- 
patliy  against  these  meetings ;  and  my  going  was,  what  to  this  moment  I 
repent,  in  opposition  to  his  wishes.  My  father  was  subject  to  strong  pas- 
sions ;  from  that  instance  of  disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike 
to  me,  which  I  believe  was  one  cause  of  the  dissipation  which  marked  my 
succeeding  years.  I  say  dissipation,  comparatively  with  the  strictness, 
and  sobriety,  and  regularity  of  Presbyterian  country  life ;  for  though  the 
Will-o'-Wisp  meteors  of  thoughtless  whim  were  almost  the  sole  lights  of 
my  path,  yet  early  ingrained  piety  and  virtue  kept  me  for  several  years 
afterwards  within  the  line  of  innocence.  I'he  great  misfortune  of  my  life 
was  to  want  an  aim.  I  saw  my  father's  situation  entailed  on  me  perpetual 
labour.    The  only  two  openings  by      ich  I  could  enter  the  temple  of  For- 
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tunC)  were  the  gate  of  nigardly  economy,  or  the  path  of  little  chicaning 
bargain-making.  The  first  is  so  contracted  an  aperture,  I  could  nevet 
squeeze  myself  into  it ; — the  last  I  always  hated — there  was  contamination 
in  the  very  entrance  !  Thus  abandoned  of  aim  or  view  in  life,  with  a 
strong  appetite  for  sociability,  as  well  from  native  hilarity,  as  from  a  pride 
of  observation  and  remark  ;  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondria 
cism  that  made  me  Hy  solitude  ;  add  to  these  incentives  to  social  life,  my 
reputation  for  bookish  knowledge,  a  certain  wild  logical  talent,  and  a 
strength  of  thought,  something  like  the  rudiments  of  good  sense ;  and  it 
will  not  seem  surprising  that  1  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I  vi- 
sited, or  any  great  wonder  that,  always  where  two  or  three  met  together, 
there  was  1  among  them.  But  far  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart, 
was  un  penchant  pour  f  adorable  moitie  du  genre  humain.  My  heart  was  com- 
pletely tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or  other ; 
and  as  in  every  other  warfare  in  this  world  my  fortune  was  various,  some- 
times I  was  received  with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mortified  with  a 
repulse.  At  the  plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hook,  I  feared  no  competitor,  and 
thus  I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance ;  and  as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my 
labours  than  while  I  was  in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the 
way  afler  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad  seldom  carries  on  a  love  adven- 
ture without  an  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a  curiosity,  zeal,  and  in- 
trepid dexterity,  that  recommended  me  as  a  proper  second  on  these  occa- 
sions, and  I  dare  say,  I  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the  secret  of 
half  the  loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  as  ever  did  statesman  in  knowing 
the  intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of  Europe." 

In  regard  to  the  same  critical  period  of  Bums*s  life,  his  excellent  brother 
writes  as  follows : — "  I  wonder  how  Robert  could  attribute  to  our  father  that 
lasting  resentment  of  his  going  to  a  dancing-school  against  his  will,  of  which 
he  was  incapable.  I  believe  the  truth  was,  that  about  this  time  he  began 
to  see  the  dangerous  impetuosity  of  my  brother*8  passions,  as  well  as  his 
not  being  amenable  to  counsel,  which  oflen  irritated  my  father,  and  which 
he  would  naturally  think  a  dancing- school  was  not  likely  to  correct  But 
he  was  proud  of  Robert's  genius,  which  he  bestowed  more  expense  on 
cultivating  than  on  the  rest  of  the  family — and  he  was  equally  delighted 
with  his  warmth  of  heart,  and  conversational  powers.  He  had  indeed  that 
dislike  of  dancing-schools  which  Robert  mentions  ;  but  so  far  overcame  it 
during  Robert's  first  month  of  attendance,  that  he  permitted  the  rest  of 
the  family  that  were  fit  for  it,  to  accompany  him  during  the  second  month. 
Robert  excelled  in  dancing,  and  was  for  some  time  distractedly  fond  of  it 
And  thus  the  seven  years  we  lived  in  Tarbolton  parish  (extending  from  the 
seventeenth  to  the  twenty-fourth  of  my  brother  s  age)  were  not  marked  by 
much  literary  improvement ;  but,  during  this  time,  the  foundation  was  laid 
of  certain  hadbits  in  my  brother's  character,  which  aflerwards  became  but 
too  prominent,  and  which  malice  and  envy  have  taken  delight  to  enlarge 
OB*  Though,  when  young,  he  was  bashful  and  awkward  in  his  intercourse 
vith  women,  yet  when  he  approached  manhood,  his  attachment  to  their 
itcicqr  became  very  strong,  and  he  was  constantly  the  victim  of  some 
flur  enslaver.  The  symptoms  of  his  passion  were  oflen  such  as  nearly  to 
equal  those  of  the  celebrated  Sappho.  I  never  indeed  knew  that  he 
/ainied,  sunk,  and  died  away ;  but  the  agitations  of  his  mind  and  body 
exceeded  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  ever  knew  in  real  life.  He  had  always  a 
particular  jeilousy  of  people  who  were  richer  than  himself,  or  wlio  had 
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more  consequence  m  life.  His  love,  therefore,  rarely  settled  on  persons 
of  this  description.  When  he  selected  any  one  out  of  the  sovereignty  of 
his  good  pleasure  to  whom  he  should  pay  his  particular  attention,  she  was 
instantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  cliarms,  out  of  the  plentiful 
stores  of  his  own  imagination :  and  there  was  oflen  a  great  dissimilitude 
between  his  fair  captivator,  as  she  appeared  to  others,  and  as  she  seemed 
when  invested  with  the  attributes  he  gave  her.  One  generally  reigned 
paramount  in  his  affections ;  but  as  Yorick's  affections  flowed  out  toward 

Madame  de  I^ at  the  remise  door,  while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were 

upon  him,  so  Robert  was  frequently  encountering  other  attractions,  which 
formed  so  many  under-plots  in  the  drama  of  his  love.*' 

Tlius  occupied  with  labour,  love,  and  dancing,  the  youth  "  without  an 
aim**  found  leisure  occasionally  to  clothe  the  sufficiently  various  moods  of 
his  mind  in  rhymes.  It  was  as  early  as  seventeen,  (he  tells  us),*  that  he 
wrote  some  stanzas  which  begin  beautifully  : 

^  I  dream *d  I  lay  where  flowers  were  tpringiDg 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam  ; 
listeninff  to  the  wild  birds  singing. 

By  a  rallen  crystal  stream. 
Straight  the  sky  ffrew  black  and  daring, 

Thro*  the  wooas  the  whiilwinds  rave. 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 

0*er  the  swelling  drumlle  wave. 
Such  was  lifers  dsc  eitful  morning,**  &c 

On  comparing  these  verses  with  those  on  <<  Handsome  Nell,"  the  ad- 
vance achieved  by  the  young  bard  in  the  course  of  two  short  years,  must 
be  regarded  with  admiration ;  nor  should  a  minor  circumstance  be  entirely 
overlooked,  that  in  the  piece  which  we  have  just  been  quoting,  there  occurs 
but  one  Scotch  word.  It  was  about  this  time,  also,  that  he  wrote  a  ballad  of 
much  less  ambitious  vein,  which,  years  after,  he  says,  he  used  to  con  over 
with  delight,  because  of  the  faithfulness  with  which  it  recalled  to  him  the 
circumstances  and  feelings  of  his  opening  manhood. 

— **  My  father  was  a  farmer  upon  the  Carrick  Border, 
And  carefully  he  brought  me  up  in  decency  and  order. 
And  bade  me  act  a  manly  part,  tho*  I  had  ne*er  a  farthing ; 
For  without  an  honest  manly  heart,  no  man  was  worth  regarding. 

Then  out  into  the  world  my  course  I  did  determine ; 
Tho*  to  he  rich  was  not  my  wUh^  yet  to  be  great  was  charming  f 
My  talentt  they  were  not  the  wortt^  nor  yet  my  education  ; 
Resolved  was  I  at  least  to  try  to  mend  my  situation. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  T,  nor  person  to  befriend  me ; 
So  I  must  toil,  and  sweat,  and  broil,  and  labour  to  sustain  me. 
1V>  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow,  my  father  bred  me  earlv ; 
For  one,  he  said,  to  labour  bred,  was  a  match  for  fortune  fairly. 

Thus  all  obscure,  unknown  and  poor,  thro*  life  Pm  doomed  to  wander  | 
Till  down  my  wearr  bones  1  lay,  in  everlasting  slumber. 
No  view,  nor  care,  but  shun  whate*er  might  breed  me  oain  or  botbowi 
I  live  to-day,  as  well*s  I  roay,  regaidleai  of  to-morrow,  *  &c 

These  are  the  only  two  of  his  very  early  productions  in  which  we  have 
nothing  expressly  about  love.  The  rest  were  composed  to  celebrate  the 
channs  of  those  rural  beauties  who  followed  each  other  in  the  dominion  of 

•  Biliqufli,  p.  S4S. 
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his  fancy — or  shared  the  capricious  throne  between  them ;  and  we  ma? 
easily  believe,  that  one  who  possessed,  with  his  other  qualifications,  such 
powers  of  flattering,  feared  competitors  as  little  in  the  diversions  of  hit 
evenings  as  in  the  toils  of  his  day. 

The  rural  lover,  in  those  districts,  pursues  his  tender  vocation  in  a  style, 
the  especial  fascination  of  which  town-bred  swains  may  find  it  some- 
what difficult  to  comprehend.  Aflcr  the  labours  of  the  day  are  over,  nay, 
very  often  afler  he  is  supposed  by  the  inmates  of  his  own  fireside  to  be  in 
his  bed,  tlie  happy  youth  thinks  little  of  walking  many  long  Scotch  miles 
to  the  residence  of  his  mistress,  who,  upon  the  signal  of  a  tap  at  her  win- 
dow, comes  forth  to  spend  a  sofl  hour  or  two  beneath  the  harvest  moon, 
or,  if  the  weather  be  severe,  (a  circumstance  which  never  prevents  the 
journey  from  being  accomplished),  amidst  the  sheaves  of  her  father's  bam. 
This  **  chappin*  out,"  as  they  call  it,  is  a  custom  of  which  parents  com- 
monly wink  at,  if  tliey  do  not  openly  approve,  the  observance  ;  and  the 
consequences  arc  far,  very  far,  more  frequently  quite  harmless,  than  per- 
sons not  familiar  with  the  peculiar  manners  and  feelings  of  our  peasantry 
may  find  it  easy  to  believe.  Excursions  of  this  class  form  the  theme  of 
almost  all  the  songs  which  Hums  is  known  to  have  produced  about  this  pe- 
riod,— and  such  of  these  juvenile  performances  as  have  been  preserved, 
are,  without  exception,  beautiful.  They  show  how  powerfully  his  boyish 
fancy  had  been  affected  by  the  old  rural  minstrelsy  of  his  own  country, 
and  how  easily  his  native  taste  caught  the  secret  of  its  charm.  The  truth 
and  simplicity  of  nature  breathe  in  every  line — the  images  are  always  just, 
often  originally  happy — and  the  growing  refinement  of  his  ear  and  judg- 
ment, may  be  traced  in  the  terser  language  and  more  mellow  flow  of  each 
successive  ballad. 

The  best  of  tlie  songs  written  at  this  time  is  that  beginning^^ 

*^  It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night. 
When  corn  rigs  are  bonnie. 
Beneath  the  moon*B  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie. 
The  time  flew  bv  wi*  tentless  heed. 

Till,  Hween  tne  late  and  early, 
\Vi*  sma*  perauaaion  she  agreed 
To  see  me  thro*  the  barley.'** 

We  may  let  tlie  poet  carry  on  his  own  story.  **  A  circumstance,*'  says 
he,  *'  which  made  some  alteration  on  my  mind  and  manners,  was,  that  I 
spent  my  nineteenth  summer  on  a  smuggling  coast,  a  good  distance  from 
home,  at  a  noted  school  (Kirkoswald's)  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying, 
dialling,  &c.,  in  which  I  made  a  good  progress.  But  I  made  a  greater  pro- 
gress in  the  knowledge  of  mankind.  The  contraband  trade  was  at  that 
time  very  successful,  and  it  sometimes  happened  to  me  to  fall  in  with  those 
who  carried  it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot  and  roaring  dissipation  were 
till  this  time  new  to  me  ;  but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social  life.  Here,  though 
1  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix  without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet 
I  went  on  with  a  high  hand  witli  my  geometry,  till  the  sun  entered  Virgo, 
a  month  which  is  always  a  carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  JiieUe, 
who  lived  next  door  to  the  school,  overset  my  trigonometry,  and  set  me 
off  at  a  tangent  from  tlie  sphere  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled  on 
with  my  tines  and  co^nes  for  a  few  days  more  ;  but  stepping  into  the  gar- 
den one  charming  noon  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I  met  my  angel, 
lore:  — 
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'*  Proserpinef  gathering  fiowert, 
Herself  a  fairer  flower." 


"  It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more  good  at  school.  The  remain 
ing  week  I  staid,  I  did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul  about 
her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the  two  last  nights  of  ray  stay  in  the 
country,  had  sleep  been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and  inno- 
cent girl  had  kept  me  guiltless.  I  returned  home  very  considerably  improved. 
My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very  important  addition  of  Thomson's 
and  Shenstone's  Works ;  I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new  phasis  ;  and  I 
engaged  several  of  my  school-fellows  to  keep  up  a  literary  correspondence 
with  me.  This  improved  me  in  composition.  I  had  met  with  a  collection 
of  letters  by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  over  them  most 
devoutly  ;  I  kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own  letters  that  pleased  me  ;  and  a 
comparison  between  them  and  the  composition  of  most  of  my  correspon- 
dents flattered  my  vanity.  I  carried  this  whim  so  far,  that  though  I  had 
not  three  farthings  worth  of  business  in  the  world,  yet  almost  every  post 
brought  me  as  many  letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plodding  son  of  day- 
book and  ledger.  My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  same  course  till  my 
twenty-third  year.  Tifc  ramour,  et  viv<i  la  bagatelle,  were  my  sole  princi- 
ples of  action.  The  addition  of  two  more  authors  to  my  library  gave  me 
great  pleasure;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie — Tristram  Shandy  and  The  Man 
qf  Peeling — were  my  bosom  favourites.  Poesy  was  still  a  darling  walk  for 
my  mind ;  but  it  was  only  indulged  in  according  to  the  humour  of  the  hour. 
I  had  usually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces  on  hand ;  I  took  up  one  or  other, 
as  it  suited  the  momentary  tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the  work  aa 
it  bordered  on  fatigue.  My  passions,  once  lighted  up,  raged  like  so  many 
devils,  till  they  found  vent  in  rhyme ;  and  then  the  conning  over  my  verses, 
like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  quiet." 

Of  the  rhymes  of  those  days,  f&w,  when  he  wrote  his  letter  to  Moore,  had 
appeared  in  print.  Winter,  a  dirge,  an  admirably  versified  piece,  is  of  their 
number  ;  The  Death  of  Poor  MaiHe,  Mailie*8  Elegy,  and  John  Barleycorn  ; 
and  one  charming  song,  inspired  by  the  N3nariph  of  Kirkoswald's,  whose  at- 
tractions put  an  end  to  his  trigonometry. 

Now  westlin  winds,  and  tlaughterin      *^> 

Bring  Aatumn*s  pleasant  weather ; 
The  moorcock  spring  on  whirring  winga, 

Amang  the  blooming  heather.  .  .  . 
— Pe^gjr  dear,  the  evening's  dear. 

Thick  flies  the  skimminj^  swallow ; 
The  slnr  is  blae,  the  fields  in  view, 

All  fading  green  and  yellow ; 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way,**  &c. 

John  Barleycorn  is  a  clever  old  ballad,  very  cleverly  new-modelled  and 
extended ;  but  the  Death  and  Elegy  of  Poor  MaiUe  deserve  more  atten- 
tion. The  expiring  animal's  admonitions  touching  the  education  of  the 
"  poor  toop  lamb,  her  son  and  heir,"  and  the  "  yowie,  silly  thing,"  her 
daughter,  are  from  the  same  peculiar  vein  of  sly  homely  wit,  embedded 
upon  fimcy,  which  he  aflerwarda  dug  with  a  bolder  hand  in  the  Twa  Dogs^ 
and  perhaps  to  its  utmost  depth,  in  his  DetUh  and  Doctor  Hornbook.  It 
need  scarcely  be  added,  that  Poor  Mailie  was  a  real  personage,  though  she 
did  not  actually  die  untU  some  time  afler  her  last  words  were  written.  She 
had  been  purchased  by  Bums  in  a  frolic,  and  became  exceedingly  attached 
to  hit  oemm 
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**  Thro*  an  the  town  she  trotted  by  him  ; 
A  Un^  h&lf-mile  she  could  descry  him  ; 
Wi*  kindly  blest,  when  she  did  spv  him. 

She  ran  wi*  speea: 
A  friend  mair  faithfu*  ne*er  came  nigh  him, 

Tlmn  Mailie  dcad.*^ 

These  little  pieces  are  in  a  much  broader  dialect  than  any  of  their  pre- 
decessors. His  merriment  and  satire  were,  from  the  beginning,  Scotch. 
Notwithstanding  the  luxurious  tone  of  some  of  Burns*s  pieces  produced  in 
those  times,  we  are  assured  by  himself  (and  his  brother  unhesitatingly  con- 
firms the  statement)  that  no  positive  vice  mingled  in  any  of  his  loves,  until 
after  he  had  reached  his  twenty-third  year.  He  has  already  told  us,  that 
his  short  residence  "  away  from  home"  at  Kirkoswald's,  where  he  mixed 
in  the  society  of  seafaring  men  and  smugglers,  produced  an  unfavourable 
alteration  on  some  of  his  liabits  ;  but  in  1781-2  he  spent  six  months  at 
Irvine  ;  and  it  is  from  this  period  that  his  brother  dates  a  serious  change. 

**  As  his  numerous  connexions,"  says  Gilbert,  "  were  governed  by  the 
strictest  rules  of  virtue  and  modesty,  (from  which  he  never  deviated  till 
his  twenty-third  year),  he  became  anxious  to  be  in  a  situation  to  marry. 
This  was  not  likely  to  be  the  case  while  he  remained  a  farrter,  as  the  stock- 
ing of  a  farm  required  a  sum  of  money  he  saw  no  probability  of  being  mas- 
ter offer  a  great  while.  He  and  I  had  for  several  years  taken  land  of  our 
father,  for  the  purpose  of  raising  flax  on  our  own  account ;  and  in  the 
course  of  selling  it,  Robert  began  to  think  of  turning  flax- dresser,  both  as 
being  suitable  to  his  grand  view  of  settling  in  life,  and  as  subservient  to 
the  flax-raising."  Burns,  accordingly,  went  to  a  half-brotlier  of  his  mo- 
ther's, by  name  Peacock,  a  flax-dresser  in  Irvine,  with  the  view  of  learn- 
ing this  new  trade,  and  for  some  time  he  applied  himself  diligently  ;  but 
misfortune  afler  misfortune  attended  him.  The  shop  accidentally  caught 
fire  during  the  carousal  of  a  new-year's-day's  morning,  and  Robert  "  was 
left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence." — **  I  was  obliged,"  says  he, 
**  to  give  up  this  scheme  ;  the  clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick 
round  my  father's  head  ;  and  what  was  worst  of  all,  he  was  visibly  far  gone 
in  a  consumption ;  and,  to  crown  my  distresses,  a  belle  Jille  whom  I  adored, 
and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet  me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted 
me,  with  peculiar  circumstances  of  mortification.  The  finishing  evil  that 
brought  up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was,  my  constitutional  melancholy 
being  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that  for  three  months  1  was  in  a  state 
of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the  hopeless  wretches  who  have  got 
tlieir  mittimus — Depart  from  mcy  ye  cursed.'*  The  following  letter,  addressed 
by  Burns  to  his  fatlier,  three  days  before  the  unfortunate  fire  took  place, 
will  show  abundantly  that  the  gloom  of  his  spirits  had  little  need  of  that 
aggravation.  When  we  consider  by  whom,  to  whom,  and  under  what  cir- 
cumstances, it  was  written,  the  letter  is  every  way  a  remarkable  one  : — 

'*  Honoured  Sir, 
*'  I  HAVE  purposely  delayed  writing,  in  the  hope  that  1  should  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  on  New-year's  day ;  but  work  comes  so  hard 
upon  us,  that  I  do  not  choose  to  be  absent  on  that  account,  as  well  as  for 
•ome  other  little  reasons,  which  1  shall  tell  you  at  meeting.  My  health  is 
nearly  the  same  as  when  you  were  here,  only  my  sleep  is  a  little  sounder ; 
and,  on  the  whole,  I  am  rather  better  than  otherwise,  though  I  mend  by 
very  alow  degrees.    The  weakness  of  my  nerves  has  so  debilitated  n^ 
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mmJ,  that  I  dare  neither  review  past  wants,  nor  look  forward  into  futurity ; 
for  the  least  anxiety  or  perturbation  in  my  breast  produces  most  unhappy 
effects  on  my  whole  frame.  Sometimes,  indeed,  when  for  an  hour  or  two 
my  spirits  are  alightened,  I  glimmer  a  little  into  futurity ;  but  my  principal, 
and  indeed  my  only  pleasurable  employment,  is  looking  backwards  and  for- 
wards in  a  moral  and  religious  way.  I  am  quite  transported  at  the  thought, 
that  ere  long,  perhaps  very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the 
pains  and  uneasiness,  and  disquietudes  of  this  weary  life  ;  for  I  assure  you 
I  am  heartily  tired  of  it ;  and,  if  1  do  not  very  much  deceive  myself,  I 
could  contentedly  and  gladly  resign  it. 

*  The  soul,  uneasy,  and  confined  at  home. 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come.* 

**  It  is  for  this  reason  I  am  more  pleased  with  the  15th,  IGth,  and  17th 
verses  of  the  7  th  chapter  of  Revelations,  than  with  any  ten  times  as  many 
verses  in  the  whole  Bible,  and  would  not  exchange  the  noble  enthusiasm 
with  which  they  inspire  me  for  all  that  this  world  has  to  offer.  As  for  this 
world,  I  despair  of  ever  making  a  figure  in  it.  I  am  not  formed  for  the 
bustle  of  the  busy,  nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay.  1  shall  never  again  be  cap- 
able of  entering  into  such  scenes.  Indeed,  I  am  altogether  unconcerned 
at  the  thoughts  of  this  life.  I  foresee  that  poverty  and  obscurity  probably 
await  me,  and  I  am  in  some  measure  prepared,  and  daily  preparing,  to  meet 
tliem.  I  have  but  just  time  and  paper  to  return  you  my  grateful  thanks 
fo"  the  lessons  of  virtue  and  piety  you  have  given  me,  which  were  too  much . 
neglected  at  the  time  of  giving  them,  but  which  I  hope  have  been  remem- 
bered ere  it  is  yet  too  late.  Present  my  dutiful  respects  to  my  mother, 
and  my  compliments  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Muir;  and,  with  wishing  you  a 
merry  New-year's-day,  I  shall  conclude. 

**  I  am,  honoured  Sir,  your  dutiful  son, 

"  KoBERT  Burns." 

«  P.  S. — My  meal  is  nearly  out ;  but  I  am  going  to  borrow,  till  I  get 


more. 


The  verses  of  Scripture  here  alluded  to,  are  as  follows  : — 

'^  15.  Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne  of  6od>  and  serve  him  day  and  night  in  his  tem- 
ple ;  and  he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  stiall  dwell  among  them. 

*'*'  16.  They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more  ;  neitlier  shall  the  sun  light  on 
them,  nor  any  heat 

*^  17.  For  the  Lamb  that  is  in  the  niidst  of  the  throne  shall  feed  diem,  and  shaU  lead  them 
unto  living  founuins  of  waters ;  and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes.** 

"  This  letter,"  says  Dr.  Currie,  "  written  several  years  before  the  publi- 
cation of  his  Poems,  when  his  name  was  as  obscure  as  Ins  condition  was 
humble,  displays  the  philosophic  melancholy  which  so  generally  forms  the 
poetical  temperament,  and  that  buoyant  and  ambitious  spirit  which  indi- 
cates a  mind  conscious  of  its  strength.  At  Irvine,  Bums  at  this  time  pos- 
sessed a  single  room  for  his  lodgings,  rented,  perhaps,  at  the  rate  of  a  shil- 
ling a-week.  He  passed  his  days  in  constant  labour  as  a  flax-dresser,  and 
.  his  food  consisted  chiefly  of  oat-meal,  sent  to  him  from  his  father's  family. 
The  store  of  this  humble,  though  wholesome  nutriment,  it  appears,  was 
nearly  exhatisted,  and  he  was  about  to  borrow  till  he  should  obtain  a  sup- 
ply. Yet  even  in  this  situation,  his  active  imagination  had  formed  to  itself 
pictures  of  eminence  and  distinction.     His  despair  of  making  a  figure  in 
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tlie  world,  shows  how  ardently  he  wished  for  honourable  fame;  and  his 
contempt  a£  life,  founded  on  this  despair,  is  the  genuine  expression  of  a 
youthfid  and  generous  mind.  In  such  a  state  of  reflection,  and  of  suffering, 
the  imagination  of  Bums  naturally  passed  the  dark  boundaries  of  our  earthly 
horizon,  and  rested  on  those  beautiful  representations  of  a  better  world, 
where  there  is  neither  thirst,  nor  hunger,  nor  sorrow,  and  where  happiness 
shall  be  in  proportion  to  the  capacity  of  happiness." — Life^  p.  102. 

Unhappily  for  himself  and  for  the  world,  it  was  not  always  in  the  recol- 
lections of  his  virtuous  home  and  the  study  of  his  Bible,  that  Bums  sought 
for  consolation  amidst  the  heavy  distresses  which  **  his  youth  was  heir  to." 
Irvine  is  a  small  sea-port ;  and  here,  as  at  Kirkoswald*s,  the  adventurous 
spirits  of  a  smuggling  coast,  with  all  their  jovial  habits,  were  to  be  met 
with  in  abundance.  **  He  contracted  some  acquaintance,"  says  Gilbert, 
**  of  a  freer  manner  of  thinking  and  living  than  he  had  been  used  to,  whose 
society  prepared  urn  for  overleaping  the  bounds  of  rigid  virtue,  which  had 
hitherto  restrained  him." 

One  of  the  most  intimate  companions  of  Burns,  while  he  remained  at' 
Irvine,  seems  to  have  been  David  Sillar,  to  whom  the  Epistlt  to  Da-- 
'  vkt  a  BrotJier  Poety  was  subsequently  addressed.  Sillar  was  at  this  time  a 
poor  schoolmaster  in  Irvine,  enjoying  considerable  reputation  as  a  writer 
of  local  verses  :  and,  according  to  all  accounts,  extremely  jovial  in  his  life 
and  conversation. 

Bums  himself  thus  sums  up  the  results  of  his  residence  at  Irvine : — 
"  From  this  adventure  I  learned  something  of  a  town  life  ;  but  theprmci- 
pal  thing  which  gave  my  mind  a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  formed  with  a 
young  fellow,  a  very  noble  character,  but  a  hapless  son  of  misfortune  He 
was  the  son  of  a  simple  mechanic ;  but  a  great  man  in  the  neighboui  hood, 
taking  him  under  his  patronage,  gave  him  a  genteel  education,  with  it  view 
of  bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The  patron  dying  just  as  he  was  really  to 
launch  out  into  the  world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went  to  sea ;  where, 
after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill  fortune,  a  little  before  I  was  acquainted  with 
him,  he  had  been  set  ashore  by  an  American  privateer,  on  the  wild  coast  o^ 

Connaught,  stripped  of  every  thing His  mind  was  fraught  with 

independence,  magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved  and  admir- 
ed him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In 
some  measure  I  succeeded  ;  I  had  pride  before,  but  he  taught  it  to  flow  in 
proper  channels.  His  knowledge  of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine ; 
and  I  was  all  attention  to  leam.  He  was  the  only  man  I  ever  saw  who  was 
a  greater  fool  than  myself,  where  women  was  the  presiding  star ;  but  he 
spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a  sailor — which  hitherto  I  had  regard- 
ed with  horror.  Here  his  friendship  did  me  a  mischief,**  Professor  Walker, 
when  preparing  to  write  his  Sketch  of  the  Poet's  life,  was  infomied  by  an 
aged  inhabitant  of  Irvine,  that  Burns's  chief  delight  while  there  was  in  dis- 
cussing religious  topics,  particularly  in  those  circles  which  usually  gather 
in  a  Scotch  churchyard  ailer  service.  The  senior  added,  that  Bums  com- 
monly took  die  high  Calvinistic  side  in  such  debates ;  and  concluded  with 
a  boast,  that  **  the  lad**  was  indebted  to  himself  in  &  great  measure  for 
the  gradual  adoption  of  <'  more  liberal  opinions."  It  was  during  the  same 
period,  that  the  poet  was  first  initiated  m  the  mysteries  of  free  masonry, 
*<  which  was,**  says  his  brother,  «  his  first  introduction  to  the  life  of  a  boon 
companion."    He  was  introduced  to  St  Mary's  Lodge  of  Tarbolton  by 
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John  Ranken,  a  very  dissipated  man  of  considerable  talents,  to  whom  he 
afterwards  indited  a  poetical  epistle,  which  will  be  noticed  in  its  place. 

"  Rhjrme,**  Bums  says,  •*  1  had  given  up  ;"  (on  going  to  Irvine)  «<  but 
meeting  with  Ferguson's  Scottish  PoetnSy  I  strung  anew  my  wildly  sound- 
ing lyre  with  emulating  vigour."  Neither  flax-dressing  nor  the  tavern 
could  keep  him  long  from  his  proper  vocation.  But  it  was  probably  this 
accidental  meeting  with  Ferguson,  that  in  a  great  measure  finally  deter- 
mined the  Scottish  character  of  Buni&'s  poetry;  and  indeed,  but  for  the 
lasting  sense  of  this  obligation,  and  some  natural  sympathy  with  the  personal 
misfortunes  of  Ferguson's  life,  it  would  be  difficult  to  account  for  the  very 
high  terms  in  which  Hums  always  mentions  his  productions. 

Shortly  before  Burns  went  to  Irvine,  he,  his  brotlier  Gilbert,  and  some 
seven  or  eight  young  men  besides,  all  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  had  form- 
ed themselves  into  a  society,  which  they  called  the  Bachelor's  Club ;  and 
which  met  one  evening  in  every  month  for  the  purposes  of  mutual  enter- 
tainment and  improvement  That  their  cups  were  but  modestly  filled  is 
evident ;  for  the  rules  of  the  club  did  not  permit  any  member  to  spend 
more  than  threepence  at  a  sitting.  A  question  was  announced  for  dis- 
cussion at  the  close  of  each  meeting ;  and  at  the  next  *hey  came  prepared 
to  deliver  their  sent  mcnts  upon  the  subject-matter  th.^s  proposed.  Bums 
drew  up  the  reguhitions,  and  evidently  was  the  principal  person.  He  in- 
troduced his  friend  Sillar  during  his  stay  at  Irvine,  and  the  meetings  ap- 
pear to  have  continued  as  long  as  the  family  remained  in  Tarbolton.  Of 
the  sort  of  questions  discussed,  we  may  form  some  notion  from  the  minute 
of  one  evening,  still  extant  in  Bums's  hand-writing. — Question  for  Hal- 
loween, (Nov.  11),  1780.-"  Suppose  a  young  rnon,  bred  a  farmer,  but 
without  any  fortune,  has  it  in  his  power  to  marry  either  of  two  women,  the  one 
a  girl  of  large  fortune,  hut  neither  handsome  in  per  ton,  nor  agreeable  in  con- 
versation,  but  who  can  manage  the  household  affairs  of  a  farm  well  enough  ; 
the  other  of  them  a  girl  every  way  agreeable  in  person,  conversation,  and  behavi- 
our,  but  without  any  fortune :  which  of  them  shall  he  choose  f"  Burns,  as 
may  be  guessed,  took  the  imprudent  side  in  this  discussion. 

"  On  one  solitary  occasion,"  says  he,  "  we  resolved  to  meet  at  Tarbol- 
ton in  July,  on  the  race-night,  and  have  a  dance  in  honour  of  our  society. 
Accordingly,  we  did  meet,  each  one  with  a  partner,  and  spent  the  evening 
in  such  innocence  and  merriment,  such  cheerfulness  and  good  humour,  that 
every  brother  will  long  remember  it  with  delight."  Tliere  can  be  no  doubt 
that  Bums  would  not  have  patronized  this  sober  association  so  long,  unless 
he  had  experienced  at  its  assemblies  the  pleasure  of  a  stimulated  mind ; 
and  as  little,  that  to  the  habit  of  arranging  his  thoughts,  and  expressing 
them  in  somewhat  of  a  formal  shape,  thus  early  cultivated,  we  ought  to  at- 
tribute much  of  that  conversational  skill  which,  when  he  first  mingled  with 
the  upper  world,  was  generally  considered  as  the  most  remarkable  of  all  his 
personal  accomplishments — Bums's  associates  of  the  Bachelor's  Club, 
must  have  been  young  men  possessed  of  talents  and  acquirements,  other- 
wise such  minds  as  his  and  Ciilbert's  could  not  have  persisted  in  measuring 
themselves  against  theirs  ;  and  we  may  believe  that  the  periodical  display 
of  the  poet's  own  vigour  and  resources,  at  these  club-meetings,  and  (more 
.frequently  than  his  brother  approved]  at  the  Free  Mason  Lodges  of  Irvine 
and  Tarbolton,  extended  his  rural  reputation  ;  and,  by  degrees,  prepared 
persons  not  immediately  included  in  his  own  circle,  for  the  extraordinary 
impression  which  his  poetical  efforts  were  ere  long  to  C76atc  all  over  <<  the 
Carrick  border. " 
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David  Sillar  gives  an  account  of  the  beginning  of  his  own  acquaintance 
with  Bums,  and  introduction  into  this  Bachelor's  Club,  which  will  always  be 
read  with  much  interest. — **  Mr.  Robert  Burns  was  some  time  in  the  parish 
of  Tarbolton  prior  to  my  acquaintance  with  him.  His  social  disposition 
easily  procured  him  acquaintance ;  but  a  certain  satirical  seasoning  with 
which  he  and  all  poetical  geniuses  are  in  some  degree  influenced,  while  it 
set  the  rustic  circle  in  a  roar,  was  not  unaccompanied  with  its  kindred  at- 
tendant, suspicious  fear.  I  recollect  hearing  his  neighbours  observe,  he  had 
a  great  deal  to  say  for  himself,  and  that  they  suspected  his  principles.  He 
wore  the  only  tied  hair  in  the  parish  ;  and  in  the  church,  his  plaid,  which 
was  of  a  particular  colour,  I  think  fillemot,  he  wrapped  in  a  particular 
manner  round  his  shoulders.  These  surmises,  and  his  exterior,  had  such 
a  magnetical  influence  on  my  curiosity,  as  made  me  particularly  solicitous 
of  his  acquaintance.  Whether  my  acquaintance  with  Gilbert  was  casual 
or  premeditated,  I  am  not  now  certain.  By  him  I  was  introduced,  not 
only  to  his  brother,  but  to  the  whole  of  that  fiunily,  where,  in  a  short  time, 
I  became  a  frequent,  and  I  believe,  not  unwelcome  visitant.  After  the 
commencement  of  my  acquainUmcc  with  the  bard,  we  frequently  met 
upon  Sundays  at  church,  when,  between  sermons,  instead  of  going  with 
our  friends  or  lasses  to  the  inn,  we  often  took  a  walk  in  the  fields.  In  tliese 
walks,  I  have  frequently  been  struck  with  his  facility  in  addressing  the  fair 
sex ;  and  many  times,  when  I  have  been  bashfully  iuixious  how  to  express 
myself,  he  would  have  entered  into  conversation  with  them  with  the  great- 
est ease  and  freedom  ;  and  it  was  generally  a  deatli-blow  to  our  conversa- 
tion, however  agreeable,  to  meet  a  female  acquaintance.  Some  of  the  few 
opportunities  of  a  noontide  walk  that  a  country  life  allows  her  laborious 
sons,  he  spent  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  or  in  the  woods,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Stair,  a  situation  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  genius  of  a  rural 
bard.  Some  book  (generally  one  of  those  mentioned  in  his  letter  to  Mr. 
Murdoch)  he  always  carried  and  read,  when  not  otherwise  employed.  It 
was  likewise  his  custom  to  read  at  table.  In  one  of  my  visits  to  Lochlea, 
in  time  of  a  sowen  supper,  he  was  so  intent  on  reading,  1  tliink  Tristram 
Shandy,  tliat  his  spoon  falling  out  of  his  hand,  made  him  exclaim,  in  a 
tone  scarcely  imitable,  *  Alas,  poor  Yorick  !*  Such  was  Burns,  and  such 
were  his  associates,  when,  in  May  1781,  I  was  admitted  a  member  of 
the  Bachelors  Club." 

The  misfortunes  of  William  Burnes  thickened  apace,  as  has  already  been 
•een,  and  were  approaching  their  crisis  at  the  time  when  Robert  came 
home  from  his  flax-dressing  experiment  at  Irvine.  I'he  good  old  man 
died  soon  afler  ;  and  among  other  evils  which  he  thus  escaped,  was  an  af- 
fliction that  would,  in  his  eyes,  have  been  severe.  The  poet  had  not,  as 
he  confesses,  come  unscathed  out  of  the  society  of  tliose  persons  of  <<  li- 
beral opinions*'  with  whom  he  consorted  in  Irvine  ;  and  he  expressly 
attributes  to  their  lessons,  the  scrape  into  which  he  fell  soon  after  '*  he 
put  his  hand  to  plough  again.*'  He  was  compelled,  according  to  the  then 
all  but  universal  custom  of  rural  parishes  in  Scotland,  to  do  penance  in 
church,  before  the  congregation,  in  consequence  of  the  birth  of  an  illegi- 
timate child  ;  and  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  propriety  of  such  ex- 
hibitions, there  can  be  no  difference  of  opinion  as  to  the  culpable  levity 
with  which  he  describes  the  nature  of  his  offence,  and  the  still  more  re^ 
prehensible  bitterness  with  which,  in  his  Epistle  to  Rankcn,  he  inveighs 
i^iainst  the  clergyman,  who,  in  rebuking  hiro,  only  performed  what  was 
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thed  a  regular  part  of  the  clerical  duty,  and  a  part  of  it  that  could  neret 
have  been  at  all  agreeable  to  the  worthy  man  whom  he  satirizes  under 
the  appellation  of  «  Daddie  Auld.*'  77ie  Poet's  Welcame  to  an  IlleffUinuOe 
Child  was  composed  on  the  same  occasion — a  piece  in  which  some  very 
manly  feelings  are  expressed,  along  with  others  which  can  give  no  one 
pleasure  to  contemplate.  There  is  a  song  in  honour  of  the  same  occasion, 
or  a  similar  one  about  the  same  period,  The  rantin*  Dog  the  Daddie  oX — 
which  exhibits  the  poet  as  glorying,  and  only  glorying  in  his  shame. 

When  I  consider  his  tender  affection  for  the  surviving  members  of  his 
own  family,  and  the  reverence  with  which  he  ever  regarded  the  memory  of 
the  father  whom  he  had  so  recently  buried,  I  cannot  believe  that  Bums  has 
thought  fit  to  record  in  verse  all  the  feelings  which  this  exposure  excited 
in  his  bosom.  **  To  wave  (in  his  own  language)  the  quantum  of  the  sin,** 
he  who,  two  years  afterwards,  wrote  The  Cottar's  Saturday  Nighty  had  not, 
we  may  be  sure,  hardened  his  heart  to  the  thought  of  bringing  additional 
sorrow  and  unexpected  shame  to  the  fireside  of  a  widowed  mother.  But 
his  false  pride  recoiled  from  letting  his  jovial  associates  guess  how  little  he 
was  able  to  drown  the  whispers  of  the  still  small  voice  ;  and  the  fermenting 
bitterness  of  a  mind  ill  at  ease  within  itself,  escaped  (as  may  be  too  often 
traced  in  the  history  of  satirists)  in  the  shape  of  angry,  sarcasms  against 
others,  who,  whatever  their  private  errors  might  be,  had  at  least  done  him 
no  wrong. 

It  is  impossible  not  to  smile  at  one  item  of  consolation  which  Bums  pro* 
poses  to  himself  on  this  occasion  : — 

*' The  ixutir  thej  talk,  Fm  kend  the  letter^ 

E'en  let  them  clash  P* 

This  is  ind^d  a  singular  manifestation  of  <<  the  last  infirmity  c^  noUe 
minda." 


CHAPTER  in. 

GoiTTXifTt.— 7^  Brcihers,  Robert  and  Gilbert,  become  tenanU  of  Monghl^Tkdr  fawiwml 
hhowr  and  moderate  habite — The  firm  cold  and  unfertile— 'Not  protperouM^'7%e  Mum 
anO-'eahnnigtieal —  T%e  poet  thence  involved  deqfly  in  local  pokmiet,  and  barged  wiA  A«- 
roy — Curious  aecottnt  of  theae  dvcpute§ — Early  poenu  prompted  by  them  Origin  of  and 
remarke  upon  the  poett  principal  pieces — Love  Itade  him  far  aatray'—A  eritit  Thejail  cr 
ike  Wed  Jndte»—The  aliemaiipe. 


^  The  star  that  nilet  my  lackleas  lot 
Has  fated  me  the  ruaset  coat, 
And  damn*d  mj  fortune  to  the  ^frotti 

But  in  reouit, 
Hai  bleM*d  me  wi*  a  random  snot 

O'  country  wit.' 


»t 


Three  months  before  the  death  of  William  Burnes,  Robert  and  Gilbert 
took  the  farm  of  Mossgiel,  in  the  neighbouring  parish  of  Mauchline,  with 
the  view  of  providing  a  shelter  for  their  parents,  in  the  storm  which  thej 
had  seen  gradually  thickening,  and  knew  must  soon  burst ;  and  to  this 
place  tlie  whole  family  removed  on  William's  death.  The  farm  consisted 
of  119  acres,  and  the  rent  was  £90.  **  It  was  stocked  by  tlie  property 
and  individual  savings  of  the  whole  family,  (says  Gilbert),  and  was  a  joint 
concern  among  us.  Every  member  of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary 
wages  for  the  labour  he  performed  on  the  farm.  My  brother*s  allowance 
and  mine  was  £7  per  annum  each  ;  and  during  the  whole  time  this  family 
concern  lasted,  which  was  four  years,  as  well  as  during  the  preceding  pe- 
riod at  Lochlea,  Robert's  expenses  never,  in  any  one  year,  exceeded  his 
slender  income." 

"  J  entered  on  this  farm,"  says  the  poet,  <<  with  a  full  resolution,  eome^ 
gOf  I  will  be  wise,  I  read  farming  books,  I  calculated  crops,  1  attended 
markets  ;  and,  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devils  and  the  worlds  and  the  fletk^ 
I  believe  I  should  have  been  a  wise  man ;  but  the  first  year,  from  unfor- 
tunately buying  bad  seed,  the  second,  from  a  late  harvest,  we  lost  half 
our  crops.  This  overset  all  my  wisdom,  and  I  returned,  like  the  dog  to  his 
vomitf  and  the  sow  thai  was  washed  to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire" 

**  At  the  time  that  our  poet  took  the  resolution  o£  becoming  true,  he 

procured,"  says  Gilbert,  "  a  little  book  of  blank  pajx^r,  with  the  purpose, 

expressed  on  the  first  page,  of  making  farming  memorandums.     These 

farming  memorandums  are  curious  enough,"  Gilbert  slyly  adds,  '<  and  a 

specimen  may  gratify  the  reader."— Specimens  accordingly  he  gives  ;  as. 

^  O  whir  the  deuce  should  I  repine, 
Ana  be  an  ill  foreboder  ? 
I*m  twenty-three,  and  five  foot  nintv-* 
1*U  go  and  be  a  lodger,**  &c. 
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^  O  leave  novdls,  je  Mauchline  beUes, 

Ye*re  safer  at  jour  spinning  wheel ; 
Such  witching  books  are  baited  hooks 

For  rakish  rooks — like  Rob  MossgieL 
Your  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Orandisons, 

Thev  make  jour  jouthful  fancies  reelj 
Thej  neat  jour  veins,  and  fire  jour  brains. 

And  then  je*re  prej  for  Rob  Mossgiel,**  Ac  &c 

The  four  years  during  which  Bums  resided  on  this  cold  and  ungratefiil 
&nn  of  Mossgiel,  were  the  most  important  of  his  life.  It  was  then  that 
his  genius  developed  its  highest  energies  ;  on  the  works  produced  in  these 
years  his  fame  was  first  established,  and  must  ever  continue  mainly  to  rest: 
it  was  then  also  that  his  personal  character  came  out  in  all  its  brightest  lights, 
and  in  all  but  its  darkest  shadows ;  and  indeed  from  the  commencement 
of  this  period,  tlie  history  of  the  man  may  be  traced,  step  by  step,  in  his 
own  immortal  writings.  Burns  now  began  to  know  that  nature  had  meant 
him  for  a  poet ;  and  diligently,  though  as  yet  in  secret,  he  laboured  in 
what  he  felt  to  be  his  destined  vocation.  Gilbert  continued  for  some  time 
to  be  his  chief,  oflen  indeed  his  only  confidant ;  and  any  thing  more  inte- 
resting and  delightful  than  this  excellent  man's  account  of  the  manner  in 
which  the  poems  included  in  the  first  of  his  brother's  publications  were 
composed,  is  certainly  not  to  be  found  in  the  annals  of  literary  history. 

The  reader  has  already  seen,  that  long  before  the  earliest  of  them  was 
known  beyond  the  domestic  circle,  the  strength  of  Burns*s  understanding, 
and  the  keenness  of  his  wit,  as  displayed  in  his  ordinary  conversation,  and 
more  particularly  at  masonic  meetings  and  debating  clubs,  {of  which  he 
formed  one  in  Mauchline,  on  the  Tarbolton  model,  immediately  on  his  re- 
moval to  Mossgiel),  had  made  his  name  known  to  some  considerable  extent 
in  the  country  about  Tarbolton,  Mauchline,  and  Irvine  ;  and  this  prepared 
i!t\e  way  for  his  poetry.  Professor  Walker  gives  an  anecdote  on  this  head, 
which  must  not  be  omitted.  Burns  already  numbered  several  clergymen 
among  his  acquaintances.  One  of  these  gentlemen  told  the  Professor,  that 
afler  entering  on  the  clerical  profession,  he  had  repeatedly  met  Bums  in 
company,  **  where,"  said  he,  **  the  acuteness  and  originality  displayed  by 
him,  the  depth  of  his  discernment,  the  force  of  his  expressions,  and  the 
authoritative  energy  of  his  understanding,  had  created  a  sense  of  his 
power  of  the  extent  of  which  I  was  unconscious,  till  it  was  revealed  to 
me  by  accident  On  the  occasion  of  my  second  appearance  in  the  pulpit, 
I  came  with  an  assured  and  tranquil  mind,  and  though  a  few  persons  of 
education  were  present,  advanced  some  length  in  the  service  with  my  con- 
fidence and  self-possession  unimpaired ;  but  when  I  saw  Burns,  who  was 
of  a  different  parish,  unexpectedly  enter  the  church,  I  was  affected  with 
a  tremor  and  embarrassment,  which  suddenly  apprised  me  of  the  impression 
which  my  mind,  unknown  to  itself,  had  previously  received."  The  Pro- 
fessor adds,  that  the  person  who  had  thus  unconsciously  been  measuring 
che  stature  of  the  intellectual  giant,  was  not  only  a  man  of  good  talents 
and  education,  but  **  remarkable  for  a  more  than  ordinary  portion  of  con 
stitutional  firmness.^' 

Every  Scotch  peasant  who  makes  any  pretension  to  understanding,  is  a 
theological  critic — and  Burns,  no  doubt,  had  long  ere  this  time  distinguish- 
ed himself  considerably  among  those  hard-headed  groups  that  may  usually 
be  seen  gathered  together  in  the  church-yard  after  the  sermon  is  over.  It 
may  be  guessed  tliat  from  the  time  of  his  residence  at  Irvine,  his  stric- 
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tures  were  too  often  delivered  in  no  reverend  vein.  "  Polemical  divinity, 
says  he  to  Dr.  Moore,  in  1 787,  "  about  this  time,  was  putting  the  coun- 
try half  mad,  and  I,  ambitious  of  shining  in  conversation -parties  on  Sun- 
days, at  funerals,  c^c.,  used  to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so  much  heat  and  in- 
discretioH;  that  I  raised  a  hue-and-cry  of  heresy  against  me,  which  has  not 
ceased  to  this  hour.'* 

To  understand  Hurns's  situation  at  this  time,  at  once  patronized  by  a 
number  of  clergymen,  and  attended  with  "  a  hue-and-cry  of  heresy,"  we 
must  remember  his  own  words,  ♦*  that  polemical  divinity  was  putting  the 
country  hall'  mad."  Of  both  the  two  parties  which,  ever  since  the  revolu- 
tion of  1688,  have  pretty  equally  tfividcd  the  Church  of  Scotland,  it  so 
happened  that  some  of  the  most  zealous  and  conspicuous  leaders  and  par- 
tizans  were  thus  opj>osed  to  each  other,  in  constant  warfare,  in  this  parti- 
cular district ;  and  their  feuds  being  of  course  taken  up  among  their  con- 
gregations, and  s|)leen  and  prejudice  at  work,  even  more  furiously  in  the 
cottage  than  in  Uie  jfianse,  he  who,  to  the  annoyance  of  the  one  set  of  belli- 
gerents, could  talk  like  Hums,  might  count  pretty  surely,  with  whatever 
alloy  his  wit  ha))pened  to  be  mingled,  on  the  applause  and  countenance  of 
the  enemy.  And  it  is  needless  to  add,  they  were  the  less  scrupulous  sect 
of  the  two  that  enjoyed  the  co-operation,  such  as  it  was  then,  and  far  more 
important,  as  in  the  sequel  it  came  to  be.  of  our  poet. 

William  Burnes,  as  we  have  already  seen,  though  a  most  exemplary  and 
devout  man,  entertained  opinions  very  dilferent  from  those  which  common- 
ly obtained  among  the  rigid  Calvanists  of  his  district.  The  worthy  and 
pious  old  man  himself,  therefore,  had  not  improbably  infused  into  his  son's 
mind  its  first  prejudice  against  these  persons.  The  jovial  spirits  with  whom 
Burns  associated  at  Irvine,  and  afterwards,  were  of  course  habitual  deriders 
of  the  manners,  as  well  as  the  tenets  of  the 


"  Orthotlox,  onluxlox,  wha  believe  in  John  Knox.*' 

We  have  already  observed  the  effect  of  the  young  poet's  own  first  collision 
with  the  ruling  powers  of  presbyterian  discipline ;  but  it  was  in  the  very 
act  of  settling  at  Mossgiel  that  Burns  formed  the  connexion,  which,  more 
than  any  circumstance  besides,  influenced  him  as  to  tJie  matter  now  in 
question.  The  farm  belonged  to  the  estate  of  the  Earl  of  Loudoun,  but 
the  brothers  held  it  on  a  sub-lease  from  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer  (f.  e, 
attorney)  in  Mauchline,  a  man,  by  every  account,  of  engaging  manners, 
open,  kind,  generous,  and  high-s])irited,  between  whom  and  Robert  Burns, 
a  close  and  intimate  friendship  was  ere  long  formed.  Just  about  this  time 
it  happened  that  Hamilton  was  nt  o)>en  feud  with  Mr.  Auld,  the  minister 
of  Mauchline,  (the  same  who  had  already  rebuhed  the  poet),  and  the  ruling 
elders  of  the  parish,  in  consequence  of  certain  irregularities  in  his  fiersonal 
conduct  and  (le|>ortment,  which,  according  to  the  usual  strict  notions  ot 
kirk  discipline,  were  considered  as  fairly  demanding  the  vigorous  interfer- 
ence of  these  authorities.  The  notice  of  this  person,  his  own  landlord,  and, 
as  it  would  seem,  one  of  the  principal  inhabitants  of  the  village  of  Maucln 
line  at  the  time,  must,  of  course,  have  been  very  flattering  to  our  ])o]emical 
young  farmer.  He  espoused  (Javin  Hamilton's  quarrel  warmly.  Hamilton 
was  naturally  enough  disposed  to  mix  up  his  personal  affair  with  the  stand- 
ing controversies  whereon  Auld  was  at  variance  with  a  large  and  powerful 
body  of  his  brother  clergymen  ;  and  by  degrees  Mr.  Hamilton's  ardent //ro- 
ily^ came  to  be  OS  vehemently  interested  in  the  church  politics  of  Ayrsliire, 
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as  he  could  have  been  in  politics  of  another  order,  liad  he  happened  to  be 
a  freeman  o£  some  open  borough,  and  his  patron  a  candidate  for  the  honour 
of  representing  it  in  St  Stephen's.  Mr.  Cromek  has  been  severely  criti- 
cised for  some  details  of  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton's  dissensions  with  his  parish 
minister ;  but  perhaps  it  might  have  been  well  to  limit  tlie  censure  to  the 
tone  and  spirit  of  the  narrative,  since  there  is  no  doubt  that  these  petty 
squabbles  had  a  large  share  in  directing  the  early  energies  of  Burns's  po- 
etical talents.  Even  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  such  matters  would  hardly 
excite  much  notice  now-a-days,  but  they  were  quite  enough  to  produce  a 
world  of  vexation  and  controversy  forty  years  ago ;  and  the  English  reader  to 
whom  all  such  details  are  denied,  will  certainly  never  be  able  to  compre- 
hend either  the  merits  or  the  demerits  of  many  of  Burns*s  most  remarkable 
productions.  Since  I  have  touched  on  this  matter  at  all,  1  may  as  well 
add,  that  Hamilton's  family,  though  professedly  adhering  to  the  Presbyte- 
rian Establishment,  had  always  lain  under  a  strong  suspicion  of  Episcopa- 
lianism.  Gavin's  grandfather  had  been  curate  of  Kirkoswald  in  the  troubl- 
ed times  that  preceded  the  Revolution,  and  incurred  great  and  lasting  po- 
pular hatred,  in  consequence  of  being  supposed  to  have  had  a  principal 
hand  in  bringing  a  thousand  of  i/te  Highland  host  into  that  region  in  1677-8. 
The  district  was  commonly  said  not  to  have  entirely  recovered  the  effects 
of  that  savage  visitation  in  less  than  a  hundred  years  ;  and  the  descendants 
and  representatives  of  the  Covenanters,  whom  the  curate  of  Kirkoswald 
had  the  reputation  at  least  of  persecuting,  were  commonly  supposed  to  re- 
gard with  any  thing  rather  than  ready  good-will,  his  grandson,  the  witty 
writer  of  Mauchline.  A  well-nursed  prejudice  of  this  kind  was  likely 
enough  to  be  met  by  counter-spleen,  and  such  seems  to  have  been  the  truth 
of  the  case.  The  lapse  of  another  generation  has  sufficed  to  wipe  out  every 
trace  of  feuds,  that  were  still  abundantly  discernible,  in  the  days  when 
A3rrs}iire  first  began  to  ring  with  the  equally  zealous  applause  and  vituper- 
ation of, — 

"  Poet  Burns. 
And  his  priest-skelping  turns.** 

It  is  impossible  to  look  back  now  to  the  civil  war,  which  then  raged 
among  the  churchmen  of  the  west  of  Scotland,  without  confessing,  that  on 
either  side  there  was  much  to  regret,  and  not  a  little  to  blame.  Proud 
and  haughty  spirits  were  unfortunatefy  opposed  to  each  other ;  and  in  the 
superabundant  display  of  zeal  as  to  doctrinal  points,  neither  party  seems 
to  have  mingled  much  of  the  charity  of  the  Christian  temper.  'ITie  whole 
exhibition  was  unlovely — the  s^^ectacle  of  such  indecent  violence  among 
the  leading  Ecclesiastics  of  the  district,  acted  most  unfavourably  on  many 
men's  minds — and  no  one  can  doubt  that  in  the  unsettled  state  of  Robert 
Bums's  principles,  the  effect  must  have  been  powerful  as  to  him. 

Macgill  and  Dalrymple.  the  two  ministers  of  the  town  of  Ayr,  had  long 
been  suspected  of  entertaining  heterodox  opinions  on  several  points,  par- 
ticularly the  doctrine  of  original  sin,  and  even  of  the  Trinity  ;  and  the  for- 
mer at  length  published  an  Essay,  which  was  considered  as  demanding 
the  notice  of  the  Church-courts.  More  than  a  year  was  spent  m  the  dis- 
cussions which  arose  out  of  this ;  and  at  last  Dr.  Macgill  was  fain  to  ac- 
knowledge his  errors,  and  promise  that  he  would  take  an  early  opportunity 
of  apologizing  for  them  to  his  own  congregation  from  the  pulpit — which 
promise,  however,  he  never  performed.     The  gentry  of  the  country  took* 
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for  the  most  part,  the  side  of  Macgill,  who  was  a  man  of  cold  unpopular 
manners,  but  of  unreproached  moral  character,  and  possessed  of  some  ac- 
complishments, though  certainly  not  of  distinguished  talents.  The  bulk 
of  the  lower  orders  espoused,  with  far  more  fervid  zeal,  the  cause  of  those 
who  conducted  the  prosecution  against  this  erring  doctor.  Gavin  Hamil- 
ton, and  alt  persons  of  his  stamp,  were  of  course  on  the  side  of  Macgill — 
Auld,  and  the  Mauchline  elders,  were  his  enemies.  Mr.  Robert  Aiken,  a 
writer  in  Ayr,  a  man  of  remarkable  talents,  particularly  in  public  speaking, 
had  the  principal  management  of  Macgilfs  cause  before  the  Presbytery, 
and,  I  believe,  also  before  the  Synod.  He  was  an  intimate  friend  &f  Ha- 
milton, and  through  him  had  about  this  time  formed  an  acquaintance,  which 
soon  ripened  into  a  warm  friendshij),  with  Burns.  Burns,  therefore,  waa 
from  the  beginning  a  zealous,  as  in  the  end  he  was  perhaps  the  most  effective 
partizan,  of  the  side  on  which  Aiken  had  staked  so  muoh  of  his  reputation. 
Macgill,  Dalrymple,  and  their  brethren,  suspected,  with  more  or  less  jus- 
tice, of  leaning  to  heterodox  opinions,  are  the  New  Light  pastors  of  his 
earliest  satires.  The  prominent  antiigonists  of  these  men,  and  chosen  cham- 
piQns  of  the  Auld  L^ght,  in  Ayrshire,  it  nmst  now  be  admitted  on  all  hands, 
presented,  in  many  particulars  of  personal  conduct  and  demeanour,  as  broad 
a  mark  as  ever  tempted  the  shafts  of  a  satirist.  These  men  prided  them- 
selves on  being  the  legitimate  and  undegenerate  descendants  and  repre- 
sentatives of  the  haughty  Puritans,  who  chiefly  conducted  the  overthrow 
of  Popery  in  Scotland,  and  who  ruled  for  a  time,  and  would  fain  have  con- 
tinued to  rule,  over  both  king  and  people,  with  a  more  tyrannical  dominion 
tlian  ever  the  Catholic  priesthood  itself  had  been  able  to  exercise  amidst 
that  high-spirited  nation.  With  the  horrors  of  the  Papal  system  for  ever 
in  their  mouths,  these  men  were  in  fact  as  bigoted  monks,  and  almost  as 
relentless  inquisitors  in  their  hearts,  as  ever  wore  cowl  and  cord — austere 
and  ungracious  of  aspect,  coarse  and  repulsive  of  address  and  manners — 
very  Pharisees  as  to  the  lesser  matters  of  the  law,  and  many  of  them,  to  all 
outward  appearance  at  least,  overflowing  with  pharisaical  self-conceit,  as 
well  as  monastic  bile.  That  admirable  qualities  lay  concealed  under  this 
ungainly  exterior,  and  mingled  with  and  checked  the  worst  of  these  gloomy 
passions,  no  candid  man  will  permit  himself  to  doubt  or  suspect  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  and  that  Bums  has  grossly  overcharged  his  portraits  of  them,  deep- 
ening shadows  that  were  of  themselves  sufficiently  dark,  and  excluding  al- 
together those  brighter,  and  perhaps  softer,  traits  of  character,  which  re- 
deemed the  originals  within  tlie  sympathies  of  many  of  the  worthiest  and 
best  of  men,  seems  equally  clear.  Their  bitterest  enemies  dared  not  at 
least  to  bring  against  them,  even  when  the  feud  was  at  its  height  of  fervour, 
charges  of  that  heinous  sort,  which  they  fearlessly,  and  1  fetu  justly,  pre- 
ferred against  their  antagonists.  No  one  ever  accused  them  of  signing  tlie 
Articles,  administering  the  sacraments,  and  eating  the  bread  of  a  Church, 
whose  fundamental  doctrines  they  disbelieved,  and,  by  insinuation  at  least, 
disavowed. 

The  law  of  Church-patronage  was  another  subject  on  which  controversy 
ran  high  and  furious  in  the  district  at  the  siime  period  ;  the  actual  condi- 
tion of  things  on  this  head  l>eing  upheld  by  all  the  men  of  the  New  Light, 
and  condemned  as  equally  at  variance  with  the  precepts  of  the  gospel,  and 
the  rights  of  freemen,  by  not  a  few  of  tlie  other  party,  and,  in  particular, 
by  certain  consnicuous  zealots  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Burns. 
While  tliis  warfare  raged,  there  broke  out  an  intestine  discord  withm  Uie 
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cainp  of  the  faction  which  he  loved  not  Two  of  the  foremost  leaders  of 
the  Auld  Light  party  quarrelled  about  a  question  of  parish -boundaries ; 
the  matter  was  taken  up  in  the  Presbytery  of  Kilmarnock,  and  there,  in 
the  open  court,  to  which  the  announcement  of  the  discussion  had  drawn  a 
multitude  of  the  cotmtry  people,  and  Burns  among  the  rest,  the  reverend 
divines,  hitherto  sworn  friends  and  associates,  lost  all  command  of  temper, 
and  abused  each  other  coram  populo^  with  a  fiery  virulence  of  personal  in- 
vective, such  as  has  long  been  banished  from  all  popular  assemblies,  where- 
in the  laws  of  coiu'tesy  arc  enforced  by  those  of  a  certain  unwritten  code. 
"  The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring  that  saw  the  light,"  says  Bums,  "  was 
a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two  reverend  Calvinists,  both 
of  them  dramatis  personm  in  my  Holy  Fair,  I  had  a  notion  myself,  that 
the  piece  had  some  merit :  but  to  prevent  the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to 
a  friend  who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him  that  I  could  not 
guess  who  was  the  author  of  it,  but  that  I  thought  it  pretty  clever.  With 
a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of 
applause"  This  was  The  Holy  Tailzie^  or  Twa  Herds,  The  two  herds^ 
or  pastors,  were  Mr.  Moodie,  minister  of  Uiccartoun,  and  that  favourite  vic- 
tim of  Bums's,  John  Russell,  then  minister  of  Kilmarnock,  and  afterwards 
of  Stirling. — "  From  this  time,"  Burns  says,  "  1  began  to  be  known  in  the 

country  as  a  maker  of  rhymes Holy  Willies  Prayer  next  made  its 

appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they  held  several 
meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  and  see  if  any  of  it  might 

be  pointed  against  profane  rhymers Burns's  reverend  editor,  Mr.  Paul, 

presents  Holy  WiUie's  Prayer  at  full  length,  although  not  inserted  in  Dr. 
Currie*8  edition,  and  calls  on  the  friends  of  religion  to  bless  the  memory  of 
the  poet  who  took  such  a  judicious  method  of  **  leading  the  liberal  mind  to 
a  rational  view  of  the  nature  of  prayer." — *»  This,"  says  that  bold  com- 
mentator, **  was  not  only  the  prayer  of  Holy  Willie,  but  it  is  merely  the 
metrical  version  of  every  prayer  that  is  offered  up  by  those  who  call  them- 
selves the  pure  reformed  church  of  Scotland.  In  the  course  of  his  read- 
ing and  polemical  warfare,  Bums  embraced  and  defended  the  opinions  of 
Taylor  of  Norwich,  Macgill,  and  that  school  of  Divines.  He  could  not 
reconcile  his  mind  to  that  picture  of  the  Being,  whose  very  essence  is 
love,  which  is  drawn  by  the  high  Calvinists  or  the  representatives  of  the 
Covenanters — namely,  that  he  is  disposed  to  grant  salvation  to  none  but 
a  few  of  their  sect ;  that  the  whole  Pagan  world,  the  disciples  of  Maho- 
met, the  Roman  Catholics,  the  Lutherans,  and  even  the  Calvinists  who 
differ  from  them  in  certain  tenets,  must,  like  Korah,  Dathan  and  Abiram, 
descend  to  the  pit  of  perdition,  man,  woman,  and  child,  without  the  possi- 
bility of  escape  ;  but  such  are  the  identical  doctrines  of  the  Cameronians 
of  the  present  day,  and  such  was  Holy  Willie's  style  of  prayer.  The  hy- 
pocrisy and  dishonesty  of  the  man,  who  was  at  the  time  a  reputed  Saint, 
were  perceived  by  the  discerning  penetration  of  Bums,  and  to  expose 
them  he  considered  his  duty.  The  terrible  view  of  the  Deity  exhibited 
in  that  able  production  is  precisely  the  same  view  which  is  given  of  him, 
in  different  words,  by  many  devout  preachers  at  present.  They  inculcate, 
that  the  greatest  sinner  is  the  greatest  favourite  of  heaven — that  a  reform- 
ed bawd  is  more  acceptable  to  the  Almighty  than  a  pure  virgin,  who  has 
hardly  ever  transgressed  even  in  thought — that  the  lost  sheep  alone  will  be 
saved,  and  that  the  ninety-and-nine  out  of  the  hundred. will  be  lefl  in  the 
wildemessy  to  perish  without  merey — ^that  the  Savkxir  of  the  woild  tess^ 
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tlie  elect,  not  from  any  lovely  qualities  which  they  possess,  for  they  ar% 
hateful  in  his  sight,  but  <*  he  loves  them  because  he  loves  them.**  Such 
are  the  sentiments  which  are  breathed  by  those  who  are  denominated  High 
Calvinists,  and  from  which  the  soul  of  a  poet  who  loves  mankind,  and  who 
has  not  studied  the  system  in  all  its  bearings,  recoils  with  horror.  .  .  .  The 
gloomy  forbidding  representation  which  they  give  of  the  Supreme  Being 
has  a  tendency  to  produce  insanity,  and  lead  to  suicide."  • 

This  Reverend  author  may  be  considered  as  expressing  in  the  above, 
and  in  other  passages  of  a  similar  tendency,  the  sentiments  with  which 
even  the  most  audacious  of  Burns's  anti-calvinistic  satires  were  received 
among  the  Ayrshire  divines  of  the  New  Light ;  that  performances  so  blas- 
phemous should  have  been,  not  only  pardoned,  but  applauded  by  minis- 
ters oC  religion,  is  a  singular  circumstance,  which  may  go  far  to  make  the 
reader  comprehend  the  exaggerated  state  of  party  feeling  in  Burns's  native 
county,  at  the  period  when  he  first  appealed  to  the  public  ear  :  nor  is  it 
fair  to  pronounce  sentence  upon  the  young  and  reckless  satirist,  without  tak- 
ing into  consideration  the  undeniable  fact — that  in  his  worst  offences  of 
this  kind,  he  was  encouraged  and  abetted  by  those,  who,  to  say  nothing 
more  about  their  professional  character  and  authority,  were  almost  the 
only  persons  of  liberal  education  whose  society  he  had  any  opportunity  of 
approaching  at  the  period  in  question.  Had  Burns  received,  at  this  time, 
from  his  clerical  friends  and  patrons,  such  advice  as  was  tendered,  when 
rather  too  late,  by  a  layman  who  was  as  far  from  bigotry  on  religious  sub- 
jects as  any  man  in  the  world,  this  great  genius  might  have  made  his  first 
approaches  to  the  public  notice  in  a  very  different  character. — "  Let  your 
bright  talents," — (thus  wrote  the  excellent  John  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  in 
October  1787), — "  Let  those  bright  talents  which  the  Almighty  has  be- 
stowed on  you,  be  henceforth  employed  to  the  noble  purpose  of  supporting 
the  cause  of  truth  and  virtue.  An  imagination  so  varied  and  forcible  as 
yours,  may  do  this  in  many  different  modes  ;  nor  is  it  necessary  to  be  al- 
ways serious,  which  you  have  been  to  good  purpose  ;  good  morals  may  be 
recommended  in  a  comedy,  or  even  in  a  song.  Great  allowances  are  due 
to  the  heat  and  inexperience  of  youth ; — and  few  poets  can  boast,  like 
Thomson,  of  never  having  written  a  line,  which,  dying,  they  would  wish  to 
blot.  In  particular,  I  wish  you  to  keep  clear  of  the  thorny  walks  of  satire, 
which  makes  a  man  an  hundred  enemies  for  one  friend,  and  is  doubly  dan- 
gerous when  one  is  supposed  to  extend  the  slips  and  weaknesses  of  indi- 
viduals to  their  sect  or  party.  About  modes  of  faith,  serious  and  excellent 
men  have  always  differed ;  and  there  are  certain  curious  questions,  which 
may  afford  scope  to  men  of  metaphysical  heads,  but  seldom  mend  the 
heart  or  temper.  Whilst  these  points  are  beyond  human  ken,  it  is  suffi- 
cient that  all  our  sects  concur  in  their  views  of  morals.  You  will  forgive 
me  for  these  hints." 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  how  soon  even  really  Bucolic  bards  learn  the 
tricks  of  their  trade  :  Burns  knew  already  what  lustre  a  compliment  gains 
from  being  set  in  sarcasm,  when  he  made  Willie  call  for  special  notice  of 

**  Otun  Hamilton*8  deserts,    .... 

He  drinks,  and  swears,  and  plays  at  carts ; 
Yet  has  sae  mon  j  taken*  arts 

Wi*  great  and  snia*, 
Frae  Ood*s  ain  priests  the  people*s  hearts 

He  steals  awa,**  4tc 

*  Tlw  Bcv.  Hamilton  Paul's  life  of  Bums,  ppw  40, 4L 
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Nor  is  hb  other  patron,  Aiken,  introduced  with  inferior  skill,  as  having 
merited  Willie's  most  fervent  execration  by  his  <*  glib-tongued"  defence  of 
the  heterodox  doctor  of  Ayr  i 

**  liord  t  visit  them  wha  did  emploj  him. 
And  for  thy  people^t  sake  destroj  *em.** 

Bums  owed  a  compliment  to  this  gentleman  for  a  well-timed  exercise  of 
his  elocutionary  talents.  *'  I  never  knew  there  was  any  merit  in  my  poems,** 
said  he,  '*  until  Mr.  Aitken  read  them  into  repute." 

Encouraged  by  the  *'  roar  of  applause"  which  greeted  these  pieces,  thus 
orally  promulgated  and  recommended,  he  produced  in  succession  various 
satires  wherein  the  same  set  of  persons  were  lashed  ;  as  The  Ordination  ; 
The  KirKs  Alarm,  &c.  &c. ;  and  last,  and  best  undoubtedly,  The  ffafy 
Fair,  in  which,  unlike  the  others  that  have  been  mentioned,  satire  keeps 
its  own  place,  and  is  subservient  to  the  poetry  of  Biu-ns.  This  was,  in- 
deed, an  extraordinary  performance ;  no  partizan  of  any  sect  could  whisper 
that  malice  had  formed  its  principal  inspiration,  or  that  its  chief  attraction 
lay  in  the  boldness  with  which  individuals,  entitled  and  accustomed  to  re- 
spect, were  held  up  to  ridicule  :  it  was  acknowledged  amidst  the  sternest 
muttcrings  of  wrath,  that  national  manners  were  once  more  in  the  hands 
of  a  national  poet.  TTu  Holy  Fair,  however,  created  admiration,  not  sur- 
prise, among  the  circle  of  domestic  friends  who  had  been  admitted  to  watch 
the  steps  of  his  progress  in  an  art  of  which,  beyond  that  circle,  little  or 
nothing  was  heard  until  the  youthful  poet  produced  at  length  a  satirical 
master-piece.  It  is  not  possible  to  reconcile  the  statements  of  Gilbert  and 
others,  as  to  some  of  the  minutiae  of  the  chronological  history  of  Burns's 
previous  performances ;  but  there  can  be  no  doubt,  that  although  from 
choice  or  accident,  his  first  provincial  fame  was  that  of  a  satirist,  he  had, 
some  time  before  any  of  his  philippics  on  the  Auld  Light  Divines  made 
their  appearance,  exhibited  to  those  who  enjoyed  his  personal  confidence, 
s  range  of  imaginative  power  hardly  inferior  to  what  the  //ofy  Fair  itself  dis- 
plays ;  and,  at  least,  such  a  rapidly  improving  skill  in  poetical  language 
and  versification,  as  must  have  prepared  them  for  witnessing,  without  won- 
der, even  the  most  perfect  specimens  of  his  art.  Gilbert  says,  that  '*  among 
the  earliest  of  his  poems,"  was  the  Epistle  to  Davie,  (t.  e.  Mr.  David  Sillar), 
and  Mr.  Walker  believes  that  this  was  written  very  soon  afler  the  death  of 
William  Bumes.  This  piece  is  in  the  very  intricate  and  difficult  measure 
d*  the  Cherry  and  the  Slae  ;  and,  on  the  whole,  the  poet  moves  with  ease 
and  grace  in  his  very  unnecessary  trammels :  but  young  poets  are  careless 
beforehand  of  difficulties  which  would  startle  the  experienced ;  and  great 
poets  may  overcome  any  difficulties  if  they  once  grapple  with  them  ;  so 
that  I  should  rather  ground  my  distrust  of  Gilbert's  statement,  if  it  must 
be  literally  taken,  on  the  celebration  of  Jean,  with  which  the  epistle  ter- 
minates :  and,  afler  all,  she  is  celebrated  in  the  concluding  stanzas,  which 
may  have  been  added  some  time  after  the  first  draught.  The  gloomy  cir- 
cumstances of  the  poet*s  personal  condition,  as  described  in  this  piece» 
were  common,  it  cannot  be  doubted,  to  all  the  years  of  his  youthful  his- 
tory ;  so  that  no  particular  date  is  to  be  founded  upon  these  ;  and  if  this 
was  the  first,  certainljf  it  was  not  the  last  occasion,  on  which  Burns  ex- 
ercised his  fimcy  in  the  colouring  of  the  very  worst  issue  that  could  attend 
a  life  of  unsuccessful  toil  But  Gilbert's  recollections,  however  on  trivial 
points  iiiacctirate»  willahvaytbe  more  interesting  than  any  thing  that  could 
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be  put  in  their  place.  "  Robert,"  says  he,  **  often  composed  without  any 
regular  plan.  When  any  thing  made  a  strong  impression  on  his  mind,  so 
as  to  rouse  it  to  poetic  exertion,  he  would  give  way  to  the  impulse,  and 
embody  the  thought  in  rhyme.  If  he  hit  on  two  or  three  stanzas  to  please 
him,  he  would  then  think  of  proper  introductory,  connecting,  and  conclud- 
ing stanzas ;  hence  the  middle  of  a  poem  was  often  first  produced.  It  was, 
I  think,  in  summer  1784-,  when  in  the  interval  of  harder  labour,  he  and  I 
were  weeding  in  the  garden  (kail-yard),  that  he  repeated  to  me  tlie  prin- 
cipal part  of  his  epistle  (to  Davie).  I  believe  the  first  idea  of  Robert's 
becoming  an  author  was  started  on  this  occasion.  1  was  much  pleased 
with  the  epistle,  and  said  to  him  I  was  of  opinion  it  would  bear  being 
printed,  and  that  it  would  be  well  received  by  people  of  taste ;  that  I 
thought  it  at  least  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  many  of  Allan  Ramsay's  epis- 
tles, and  that  the  merit  of  these,  and  much  other  Scotch  poetry,  seemed 
to  consist  principally  in  the  knack  of  the  expression — but  here,  there  was 
a  strain  of  interesting  sentiment,  and  the  Scotticism  of  the  language  scarce- 
ly seemed  affected,  but  appeared  to  be  the  natural  language  of  the  poet ; 
that,  besides,  there  was  certainly  some  novelty  in  a  poet  pointing  out  the 
consolations  that  were  in  store  for  him  when  he  should  go  a-begging.  Ro- 
bert seemed  very  well  pleased  with  my  criticism,  and  he  talked  of  sending 
it  to  some  magazine  ;  but  as  this  plan  aflbrded  no  opportunity  of  knowing 
how  it  would  take,  the  idea  was  dropped.  It  was,  I  think,  in  the  winter 
following,  as  we  were  going  together  with  carts  for  coal  to  the  family,  (and 
I  could  yet  point  out  the  particular  spot),  that  the  author  first  repeated  to 
me  the  Address  to  tfie  DeiL  The  curious  idea  of  such  an  address  was  sug- 
gested to  him,  by  running  over  in  his  mind  the  many  ludicrous  accounts 
and  representations  we  have,  from  various  quarters,  of  this  august  person- 
age. Death  and  Doct(/r  Hornbook^  though  not  published  in  the  Kilmar- 
nock edition,  was  produced  early  in  the  year  i7b5.  The  schoolmaster  of 
Tarbolton  parish,  to  eke  up  the  scanty  subssitence  allowed  to  that  useful 
class  of  men,  had  set  up  a  sliop  of  grocery  goods.  Having  accidentally 
fallen  in  with  some  medical  books,  and  become  most  hobby- horsically  at- 
tached to  the  study  of  medicine,  he  had  added  the  sale  of  a  few  medi- 
cines to  his  little  trade.  Me  had  got  a  shop-bill  printed,  at  the  bottom  of 
which,  overlooking  his  own  incapacity,  he  had  advertised,  that  *•  Advice 
would  be  given  in  common  disorders  at  the  shop  gratis."  Robert  was  at  a 
mason-meeting  in  Tarbolton,  when  the  Domiuie  unfortunately  made  too 
ostentatious  a  display  of  his  medical  skill.  As  he  parted  in  the  evening 
from  this  mixture  of  pedantry  and  physic,  at  the  place  where  he  describes 
his  meeting  with  Death,  one  of  those  floating  ideas  of  apparitions,  he  men- 
tions in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Moore,  crossed  his  mind  ;  this  set  him  to  work  for 
the  rest  of  tlie  way  home.  These  circumstances  he  related  when  he  re- 
peated the  verses  to  me  next  afternoon,  as  I  was  holding  the  plough,  and 
he  was  letting  the  water  off  the  field  beside  me.  The  Epistle  to  John  Lap- 
raik  was  produced  exactly  on  the  occasion  described  by  the  author.  He 
says  in  that  poem.  On  Fasten-een  tee  had  a  rockin\  I  believe  he  has  omit- 
ted the  word  rocking  in  the  glossary.  It  is  a  term  derived  from  those 
primitive  times,  when  the  country-women  employed  their  spare  hours  in 
spinning  on  the  rock  or  distaff*,  lliis  simple  implement  is  a  very  portable 
one,  and  well  fitted  to  the  social  inclination  of  meeting  in  a  neighbour's 
house  ;  hence  the  phrase  o^  going  a-rocking,  or  with  the  rock.  As  the  con- 
nexion the  phrase  had  with  the  implement  was  forgotten  when  the  rock 
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gave  place  to  tlie  spinning-wheel,  the  phrase  came  to  be  used  by  both 
sexes  on  social  occasions,  and  men  talk  of  going  with  their  rocks  as  well  as 
women.  It  was  at  one  of  these  rockings  at  our  house,  when  we  had  twelve 
or  fifteen  young  people  with  their  rocks,  that  Lapraik's  song,  beginning — 
"  When  I  upon  thy  bosom  lean,"  was  sung,  and  we  were  informed  who  was 
the  author.  Upon  this  Robert  wrote  his  first  epistle  to  Lapraik  ;  and  his 
second  in  reply  to  his  answer.  The  verses  to  the  Mouse  and  Mountain 
Daisy  were  composed  on  the  occasions  mentioned,  and  while  the  author 
was  holding  the  plough  ;  1  could  point  out  the  particular  spot  where  each 
was  composed.  Holding  the  plough  was  a  favourite  situation  with  Robert 
for  poetic  compositions,  and  some  of  his  best  verses  were  produced  while 
he  was  at  that  exercise.  Several  of  the  poems  were  produced  for  the  pur- 
pose of  bringing  forward  some  favourite  sentiment  of  the  author.  He  used 
to  remark  to  me,  that  he  could  not  well  conceive  a  more  mortifying  picture 
of  human  life  than  a  man  seeking  work.  In  casting  about  in  his  mind  how 
this  sentiment  might  be  brought  forward,  the  elegy,  Man  was  made  to 
Mourn,  was  composed.  Robert  had  frequently  remarked  to  me,  that  he 
thought  there  was  something  peculiarly  venerable  in  the  phrase,  '*  Let  us 
worship  God/*  used  by  a  decent  sober  head  of  a  family  introducing  family 
worship.  To  this  sentiment  of  the  author  the  world  is  indebted  for  The  Cot- 
tars Saturday  Night  The  hint  of  the  plan,  and  title  of  the  poem,  were  taken 
from  Ferguson's  Farmers  Ingle,  When  Robert  had  not  some  pleasure 
in  view,  in  which  I  was  not  thought  fit  to  participate,  we  used  frequently 
to  walk  together,  when  the  weather  was  favourable,  on  the  Sunday  aflar 
noons,  (those  precious  breathing-times  to  the  labouring  part  of  the  com- 
munity), and  enjoyed  such  Sundays  as  would  make  one  regret  to  see  their 
number  abridged.  It  was  in  one  of  these  walks  that  I  first  had  the  pleasure 
of  hearing  the  author  repeat  The  Cottar* s  Saturday  Night.  I  do  not  recollect 
to  have  read  or  heard  any  thing  by  which  I  was  more  highly  electrized. 
The  fiflh  and  six  stanzas,  and  the  eighteenth,  thrilled  with  peculiar  ecstacy 
through  my  soul." 

The  poems  mentioned  by  Gilbert  Bums  in  the  above  extract,  are  among 
the  most  popular  of  his  brothcr^s  performances  ;  and  there  may  be  a  time 
for  recurring  to  some  of  their  peculiar  merits  as  works  of  art.  It  may  be 
mentioned  here,  that  John  Wilson,  alias  Dr.  Hornbook,  was  not  merely 
compelled  to  shut  up  shop  as  an  apothecary,  or  druggist  rather,  by  the  sa- 
tire which  bears  his  name ;  but  so  irresistible  was  the  tide  of  ridicule,  that 
his  pupils,  one  by  one,  deserted  him,  and  he  abandoned  his  Schoolcraft  also. 
Removing  to  Glasgow,  and  turning  himself  successfully  to  commercial 
pursuits.  Dr.  Hornbook  survived  the  local  storm  which  he  could  not  efiec- 
tually  withstand,  and  was  oflen  heard  in  his  latter  days,  when  waxing  cheer- 
ful and  communicative  over  a  bowl  of  punch,  **  in  the  Saltmarket,"  to  bless 
the  lucky  hour  in  which  the  dominie  of  Tarbolton  provoked  the  castigation 
of  Robert  Bums.  In  those  days  the  Scotch  universities  did  not  turn  out 
doctors  of  physic  by  the  hundred ;  Mr.  Wilson's  was  probably  the  only 
medicine-chest  from  which  salts  and  senna  were  distributed  for  the  benefit 
of  a  considerable  circuit  of  parishes ;  and  his  advice,  to  say  the  least  of  the 
matter,  was  perhaps  as  good  as  could  be  had,  for  love  or  money,  among  the 
wise  women  who  were  the  only  rivals  of  his  practice.  The  poem  which 
drove  him  from  Ayrshire  was  not,  we  may  believe,  either  expected  or  de- 
signed to  produce  any  such  serious  effect.  Poor  Hornbook  and  the  poet 
were  old  acquaintances,  and  in  some  sort  rival  wits  at  the  time  in  the  roa 
ton  lodge. 
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In  Man  uxu  made  to  Mottm,  whatever  might  be  the  cafual  idea  that  set 
the  poet  to  work,  it  is  but  too  evident,  that  he  wrote  from  the  habitual 
feelings  of  his  own  bosom.  The  indignation  with  which  he  through  life 
contemplated  the  inequality  of  human  condition,  and  particularly,  the  con- 
trast between  his  own  worldly  circumstances  and  intellectual  rank,  was 
never  more  bitterly,  nor  more  loflily  expressed,  than  in  some  a£  those 
stanzas: — 


"  See  yonder  poor  o'erlaoour'd  wigbt, 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile. 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  htm  leave  to  toiL 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow  worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  tho*  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

If  Pni  designM  yon  lordling*s  sUye^ 

Ry  Naturals  laws  designed — 
Whv  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  and  scorn. 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  Ppwer 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ?** 

'<  I  had  an  old  grand-imcle,*'  says  the  poet,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  "  with  whom  my  mother  lived  in  her  girlish  years  ;  the  good  old 
man,  for  such  he  was,  was  blind  long  ere  he  died  ;  during  which  time  his 
highest  enjoyment  was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mother  would  sing 
the  simple  old  song  of  Tlie  Life  and  Age  of  Man,** 

In  Man  was  made  to  3Ioum,  Burns  appears  to  have  taken  many  hints 
from  this  ancient  ballad,  which  begins  thus : 

^^  Upon  the  sixteen  hundred  year  of  God,  and  fifty-three, 
Frae  Christ  was  born,  that  bought  us  dear,  aa  writings  tettifie; 
On  January,  the  sixteenth  day,  as  I  did  lie  alone, 
With  many  a  sigh  and  sob  did  say  —Ah  !  man  is  made  to  moan  !*** 

The  Cottars  Saturday  Mght  is,  perhaps,  of  all  Bums*s  pieces,  the  one 
whose  exclusion  from  the  collection,  were  such  things  possible  now-a-dajrs, 
would  be  the  most  injurious,  if  not  to  the  genius,  at  least  to  the  character, 
of  the  man.  In  spite  of  many  feeble  lines,  and  some  heavy  stanzas,  it  ap- 
pears to  me,  that  even  his  genius  would  suffer  more  in  estimation,  by  being 
contemplated  in  the  absence  of  this  poem,  than  of  any  other  single  perform- 
ance he  has  lefl  us.  Loflier  flights  he  certainly  has  made,  but  in  these  he 
remained  but  a  short  while  on  the  wing,  and  effort  is  too  often  perceptible ; 
here  the  motion  is  easy,  gentle,  placidly  undulating.  There  is  more  of  the 
conscious  security  of  power,  tlian  in  any  other  of  his  serious  pieces  of  con- 
siderable length  ;  the  whole  has  the  appearance  of  coming  in  a  full  stream 
from  the  fountain  of  the  heart — a  stream  that  soothes  the  ear,  and  has  no 
glare  on  the  surface. 

It  is  delightful  to  turn  from  any  of  the  pieces  which  present  so  great  a 
genius  as  writhing  under  an  inevitable  burden,  to  this,  where  his  buoyant 
energy  seems  not  even  to  feel  the  pressure.  The  miseries  of  toil  and  pe- 
nury, who  shall  affect  to  treat  as  unreal  ?  Yet  they  shrunk  to  small  dimen- 
sions in  the  presence  of  a  spirit  thus  exalted  at  once,  and  softened,  by  the 
pieties  of  viigin  love,  filial  reverence,  and  domestic  devotion. 

*  Cioiiidt*s  8oottiih  Soiuik 
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The  Cottars  Saturday  Night  and  the  Holi/  Fair  have  been  put  in  con- 
trast, and  much  marvel  made  that  they  should  have  sprung  from  the  same 
source.  **  The  annual  celebration  of  the  Sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Supper 
in  the  rural  parishes  of  Scotland,  has  much  in  it,"  says  the  unfort'^Tiate 
Heron,  *•  of  those  old  popish  festivals,  in  which  superstition,  traffic,  and 
amusement,  used  to  be  strangely  intermingled.  Burns  saw  and  seized  in 
it  one  of  the  happiest  of  all  subjects  to  afford  scope  for  the  display  of  that 
strong  and  piercing  sagacity,  by  which  he  could  almost  intuitively  distin- 
guish the  reasonable  from  the  absurd,  and  the  becoming  from  the  ridiculous ; 
of  tliat  picturesque  power  of  fancy  which  enabled  him  to  represent  scenes, 
and  persons,  and  groups,  and  looks,  and  attitudes,  and  gestures,  in  a  manner 
almost  as  lively  and  impressive,  even  in  words,  as  if  all  the  artifices  and  ener- 
gies of  the  pencil  had  been  employed  ;  of  that  knowledge  which  he  had  ne- 
cessarily acquired  of  the  manners,  passions,  and  prejudices  of  the  rustics 
around  him — of  whatever  was  ridiculous,  no  less  than  whatever  was  aifect- 
ingly  beautiful  in  rural  life."  This  is  very  good,  but  who  ever  disputed  the 
exquisite  graphic  truUi  of  the  poem  to  which  the  critic  refers  ?  The  ques- 
tion remains  as  it  stood ;  is  there  then  nothing  besides  a  strange  mixture 
of  superstition,  traffic,  and  amusement,  in  the  scene  which  such  an  annual 
celebration  in  a  rural  parish  of  Scotland  presents?  Does  nothing  of  what 
is  "  affectingly  beautiful  in  rural  life,"  make  a  part  in  the  original  which 
was  before  the  poet's  eyes  ?  Were  "  Superstition,"  "  Hypocrisy,"  and 
"  Fun,"  the  only  influences  which  he  might  justly  have  impersonated  ^  It 
would  be  hard,  I  think,  to  speak  so  even  of  the  old  popish  festivals  to  which 
Mr.  Heron  alludes  ;  it  would  be  hard,  surely,  to  say  it  of  any  festival  in 
which,  mingled  as  they  may  be  with  sanctimonious  pretenders,  and  sur- 
rounded with  giddy  groups  of  onlookers,  a  mighty  multitude  of  devout  men 
are  assembled  for  the  worship  of  God,  beneath  the  open  heaven,  and  above 
the  tombs  of  their  fathers. 

Let  us  beware,  however,  of  pushing  our  censure  of  a  young  poet,  mad 
with  the  inspiration  of  the  moment,  from  whatever  source  derived,  too  far. 
It  can  hardly  be  doubted  that  the  author  of  The  Cottars  Saturday  NiglU 
had  felt,  in  his  time,  all  that  any  man  can  feel  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
roost  sublime  of  the  religious  observances  of  his  country  ;  and  as  little,  that 
had  he  taken  up  the  subject  of  this  rural  sacrament  in  a  solemn  mood,  he 
might  have  produced  a  piece  as  gravely  beautiful,  as  his  Holy  Fair  is 
quaint,  graphic,  and  picturesque.  A  scene  of  family  worship,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  can  easily  imagine  to  have  come  from  his  hand  as  pregnant  with  the 
ludicrous  as  that  Holy  Fair  itself.  'Ilie  family  prayers  of  the  Saturday's 
night,  and  the  rural  celebration  of  the  Eucharist,  are  parts  of  the  same  sys- 
tem— the  system  which  has  made  the  people  of  Scotland  what  they  are — 
and  what,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  they  will  continue  to  be.  And  when  men  ask 
of  themselves  what  this  great  national  poet  really  thought  of  a  system  in 
which  minds  immeasurably  inferior  to  his  can  see  so  much  to  venerate,  it 
is  surely  just  that  they  should  pay  most  attention  to  what  he  has  delivered 
under  the  gravest  sanction. 

The  Reverend  Hamilton  Paul  does  not  desert  his  post  on  occasion  of 
The  Holy  Fair  ;  he  defends  that  piece  as  manfully  as  Holy  Willie ;  and, 
indeed,  expressly  applauds  Burns  for  having  endeavoured  to  explode  <  a« 
buses  discountenanced  by  the  General  Assembly."  Halloween^  a  descrip- 
tive poem,  perhaps  even  more  exquisitely  wrought  than  the  Holy  Fair^ 
and  c<F"t^ning  nothing  that  could  offend  the  feelings  of  anybody,  was  pro* 
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duced  about  the  same  period.  Burns's  art  had  now  reached  its  dimaz , 
but  it  is  time  that  we  should  revert  more  particularly  to  the  personal  his- 
tory of  the  poet. 

He  seems  to  have  very  soon  perceived,  that  the  farm  of  Mossgiel  could 
at  the  best  furnish  no  more  than  the  bare  means  of  existence  to  so  large 
a  family ;  and  wearied  with  "  the  prospects  drear,"  from  which  he  only 
escaped  in  occasional  intervals  of  social  merriment,  or  when  gay  flashes  of 
solitary  fancy,  for  they  were  no  more,  threw  sunshine  on  every  thing,  he 
very  naturally  took  up  the  notion  of  quitting  Scotland  for  a  time,  and  try- 
ing his  fortune  in  the  West  Indies,  where,  as  is  well  known,  the  managers 
of  the  plantations  are,  in  the  great  majority  of  cases,  Scotchmen  of  Bums'i 
own  rank  and  condition.  His  letters  show,  that  on  two  or  three  different 
occasions,  long  before  his  poetry  had  excited  any  attention,  he  had  applied 
for,  and  nearly  obtained  appointments  of  this  sort,  through  the  intervention 
of  his  acquaintances  in  the  sea-port  of  Irvine.  Petty  accidents,  not  worth 
describing,  interfered  to  disappoint  him  from  time  to  time ;  but  at  last  a 
new  burst  of  misfortune  rendered  him  doubly  anxious  to  escape  from  his 
native  land  ;  and  but  for  an  accident,  his  arrangements  would  certainly 
have  been  completed.  But  we  must  not  come  quite  so  rapidly  to  the  last 
of  his  Ayrshire  love-stories.  How  many  lesser  romances  of  this  order  were 
evolved  and  completed  during  his  residence  at  Mossgiel,  it  is  needless  to 
inquire  ;  that  they  were  many,  his  songs  prove,  for  in  those  days  he  wrote 
no  love-songs  on  imaginary  Heroines.  Maiy  Morgan — Behind  t/on  kUh 
where  Stiiichar  flows — On  Cessnock  bank  there  live*  a  Una — belong  to  this 
period  ;  and  there  are  three  or  four  inspired  by  Mary  Campbell — the  ob- 
ject of  by  far  the  deepest  passion  that  ever  Burns  knew,  and  which  he  has 
accordingly  immortalized  in  the  noblest  of  his  elegiacs.  In  introducing 
to  Mr.  Thomson's  notice  the  song, — 

"  \\\\\  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
And  leave  auld  Scotia*8  snore  ? — 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
Across  the  Atlantic's  roar  ?** 

Bums  says,  *<  In  my  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking  of  going  to  the  West 
Indies,  I  took  this  farewell  of  a  dear  girl ;"  afterwards,  in  a  note  on — 

*'  Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around 
The  Castel  o*  Montgomerie ; 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers. 
Your  waters  never  drumlie.** 

he  adds, — "  Afler  a  pretty  long  trial  of  tlie  most  ardent  reciprocal  affec- 
tion, we  met  by  appointment  on  the  second  Sunday  of  May,  in  a  sequester- 
ed spot  by  the  banks  of  Ayr,  where  we  spent  a  day  in  taking  a  farwell  be- 
fore she  should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands,  to  arrange  matters  among 
her  friends  for  our  projected  change  of  life.  At  the  close  of  the  autumn 
following  she  crossed  the  sea  to  meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  had 
scarce  landed  when  she  was  seized  with  a  malignant  fever,  which  hurried 
my  dear  girl  to  her  grave  in  a  few  days,  before  I  could  even  hear  of  her  ill- 
ness ;'*  and  Mr.  Cromek,  speaking  of  the  same  <*  day  of  parting  love/'  givei 
some  further  particulars.  "  This  adieu,"  says  that  zealous  inouirer  into  the 
details  of  Bums's  story,  <'  was  performed  with  all  those  simple  and  striking 
oeremonialsi  which  rustic  sentiment  has  devised  to  prokxig  tender  emotioo^ 
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Hid  to  impose  awe.  The  lovera  stood  on  each  side  of  a  small  purling  brook 
— they  laved  their  hands  in  the  limpid  stream — and,  holding  a  Bible  be- 
tween them,  pronounced  their  vows  to  be  faithflil  to  each  other.  They 
parted — ^never  to  meet  again."  It  is  proper  to  add,  that  Mr.  Cromek*s  story 
has  recently  been  confirmed  very  strongly  by  the  accidental  discovery  of  a 
Bible  presented  by  Burns  to  Mary  Campbell,  in  the  possession  of  her  still 
surviving  sister  at  Ardrossan.  Upon  the  boards  of  the  first  volume  is  in- 
scribed, in  Bums's  hand-writing, — *'  And  ye  shall  not  swear  by  my  name 
fidaely — I  am  the  Lord." — Levit.  chap.  xix.  v.  1 2.  On  the  second  volume, 
— "  Thou  shalt  not  forswear  thyself,  but  shalt  perform  unto  the  Lord  thine 
oath." — St.  Matth.  chap,  v.,  v.  f^.S.  And,  on  a  blank  leaf  of  either, — «<  Ro- 
bert Bums,  Mossgiel. '  How  lasting  was  tlie  poet's  remembrance  of  this 
pure  love,  and  its  tragic  termination,  will  be  seen  hercafler.  Highland 
Mary  seems  to  have  died  ere  her  lover  had  made  any  of  his  more  serious 
attempts  in  poetry.  In  the  Epistle  to  Mr.  Sillar,  (as  wc  have  already  hint- 
ed), the  very  earliest,  according  to  Gilbert,  oii  these  attempts,  the  poet 
celebrates  "  his  Davie  and  his  Jeanr  This  was  Jean  Armour,  a  young 
woman,  a  step,  if  any  thing,  above  Burns's  own  rank  in  life,  the  daughter 
of  a  respectable  man,  a  master-mason,  in  the  village  of  Mauchline,  where 
she  was  at  the  time  the  reigning  toast,  and  who  still  survives,  as  the  re- 
spected widow  of  our  poet.  There  are  numberless  allusions  to  her  maiden 
charms  in  the  best  pieces  which  he  produced  at  Mossgiel :  amongst  others 
is  the  six  Belles  of  Mauchline,  at  the  head  of  whom  she  is  placed. 

*^  Id  Mauchline  there  dwells  six  proper  yonr.ff  belles, 
I'he  priUe  of  the  phice  and  it^  neighbournoDd  a* ; 
Their  carriage  and  dre5<«,  a  stranger  would  guess. 
In  I/on*on  or  Paris  they*d  gotten  it  a* : 

*^  Miss  Millar  is  fine.  Miss  Markland*s  divine, 

Miss  Smith  she  has  wit.  and  Miss  Detty  is  braw ; 
There*s  beauty  and  fortune  to  get  wi*  Miss  Morton, 
But  Armour*s  the  jewel  for  me  o'  tliem  a*.** 

The  time  is  not  yet  come,  in  which  all  the  details  of  this  story  can  be  ex- 
pected.    Jean  Armour  found  herself  pregnant. 

Bums*s  worldly  circumstances  were  in  a  most  miserable  state  when  he 
was  informed  of  Miss  Armour's  condition  ;  and  the  first  announcement  of 
it  staggered  him  like  a  blow.  He  saw  nothing  for  it  but  to  fly  the  country 
at  once :  and,  in  a  note  to  James  Smith  of  Mauchline.  the  confidant  of  his 
amour,  he  thus  wrote  : — *'  Against  two  things  I  am  fixed  as  fate — staying 
at  home,  and  owning  her  conjugally.  The  first,  by  Heaven,  I  will  not  do ! 
— ^the  last,  by  hell,  I  will  never  do  ! — A  good  God  bless  you,  and  make 

you  happy,  up  to  the  warmest  weeping  wish  of  parting  friendship 

If  you  see  Jean,  tell  her  I  will  meet  her,  so  help  me  God,  in  my  hour  of 
need."  The  lovers  met  accordingly  ,  and  the  result  of  the  meeting  was 
what  was  to  be  anticipated  from  the  tenderness  and  the  manliness  of  Bums*8 
feelings.  All  dread  of  personal  inconvenience  yielded  at  once  to  the  tears 
of  the  woman  he  loved,  and,  ere  they  parted,  he  gave  into  her  keeping  a 
written  acknowledgment  of  marriage.  This,  under  the  circumstances,  and 
produced  by  a  person  in  Miss  Armour's  condition,  according  to  the  Scots 
law.  was  to  be  accepted  as  legal  evidence  of  an  irregular  marriage  having 
really  taken  place  ;  it  being  of  course  understood  that  the  marriage  was  to 
be  formally  avowed  as  soon  as  the  consequences  of  their  imprudence  could 
no  kmger  be  concealed  from  her  family.     The  disclosure  was  deferred  to 
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the  last  moment,  and  it  was  received  by  the  father  of  Miss  Annour  with 
equal  surprise  and  anger.  Bums,  confessing  himself  to  be  unequal  to  the 
maintenance  of  a  family,  proposed  to  go  immediately  to  Jamaica,  where  he 
hoped  to  find  better  fortunes.  He  offered,  if  this  were  rejected,  to  aban- 
don his  farm,  which  was  by  this  time  a  hopeless  concern,  and  earn  bread, 
at  least  for  his  wife  and  children,  by  his  labour  at  home ;  but  nothing  could 
appease  the  indignation  of  Armour.  By  what  arguments  he  prevailed  on 
his  daughter  to  take  so  strange  and  so  painful  a  step  we  know  not ;  but  the 
fact  is  certain,  that,  at  his  urgent  entreaty,  she  destroyed  the  document. 

It  was  under  such  extraordinary  circumstances  that  Miss  Armour  be- 
came the  mother  of  twins. — Burns's  love  and  pride,  the  two  most  powerful 
feelings  of  his  mind,  had  been  equally  wounded.  His  anger  and  grief  to- 
gether drove  him,  according  to  every  account,  to  the  verge  of  absolute 
insanity  ;  and  some  of  his  letters  on  this  occasion,  both  published  and  un- 
published, have  certainly  all  the  appearance  of  having  been  written  in  as 
deep  a  concentration  of  despair  as  ever  preceded  the  most  a^-ful  of  human 
calamities.  His  first  thought  had  been,  as  we  have  seen,  to  fly  at  once 
from  the  scene  of  his  disgrace  and  misery ;  and  this  course  seemed  now  to 
be  absolutely  necessary.  He  was  summoned  to  find  security  for  tlie  coain- 
tenance  of  the  children  whom  he  was  prevented  from  legitimating ;  but 
the  man  who  had  in  his  desk  the  immortal  poems  to  which  we  have  been 
referring  above,  either  disdained  to  ask,  or  tried  in  vain  to  find,  pecuniary 
assistance  in  his  hour  of  need ;  and  the  only  alternative  that  presented  it^ 
aelf  to  his  view  was  America  or  a  jail 


CHAPTER  IV. 

G>limm.—  '/He  Poet  gives  up  Mossgitl  to  his  Brother  GUbert — Intends  for  Jamatcommm 
Smbgeription  Edition  of  his  Poems  sngyested  to  supply  means  of  out/it — One  of  600  copies 
prinUd  at  KHmamoeky  1786 — U  brincfshim  extended  reputation,  and  £20^-'Also  many 
very  kind  friends,  hut  no  patron — In  these  circumstances,  Quaging  first  hitUtd  to  him  by 
his  oarly  friendSf  Hamilton  and  Aiken — Sayings  and  doings  in  the  first  year  of  his  fame— 
Jamaica  again  in  view — Plan  desisted  from  because  of  encotwtigement  by  Or.  Bladdoek 
to  wMisk  at  Edinburgh,  tchertin  the  Poet  sojourns. 


*^  He  saw  misfortune^  cauld  nor^-westy 
Laos  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast  i 
A  jmet  brak  tiis  heart  at  la.sL, 

III  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  tlie  ma^t. 

An*  owrc  the  sea." 

Jamaica  was  now  his  mark,  for  at  that  time  the  United  States  were 
not  looked  to  as  the  place  of  refuge  they  have  since  become.  Afler  some 
little  time,  and  not  a  little  trouble,  the  situation  of  assistant-overseer  on 
the  estate  of  Dr.  Douglas  in  diat  colony,  was  procured  for  him  by  one  of 
his  friends  in  the  town  of  Irvine.  Money  to  pay  for  his  passage,  however, 
he  had  not ;  and  it  at  last  occurred  to  him  that  the  few  pounds  requisite 
for  this  purpose,  might  be  raised  by  the  publication  of  some  of  the  finest 
poems  that  ever  delighted  mankind. 

His  landlord,  Gavin  Hamilton,  Mr.  Aiken,  and  other  friends,  encouraged 
him  warmly ;  and  afler  some  hesitation,  he  at  length  resolved  to  hazard  an 
experiment  which  might  perhaps  better  his  circumstances.;  and,  if  any  tole- 
rable number  of  subscribei:s  could  be  procured,  could  not  make  them  worse 
than  they  were  already.  His  rural  patrons  exerted  themselves  with  suc- 
cess in  the  matter ;  and  so  many  copies  were  soon  subscribed  for,  that 
Bums  entered  into  terms  with  a  printer  in  Kilmarnock,  and  began  to  copy 
out  his  performances  for  the  press.  He  carried  his  MS S.  piecemeal  to  die 
printer ;  and  encouraged  by  the  ray  of  light  which  unexpected  patronage 
had  begun  to  throw  on  his  affairs,  composed,  while  the  printing  was  in  pro- 
gress, some  of  the  best  poems  of  the  collection.  The  tale  of  the  Twa  Dogs^ 
for  instance,  with  which  the  volume  commenced,  is  known  to  have  been 
written  in  the  short  interval  between  the  publication  being  determined  on 
and  the  printing  begun.  His  own  account  of  the  business  to  Dr.  Moore  is 
as  follows  : — 

"  I  gave  up  my  part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother :  in  truth,  it  was  only 
nomin^y  mine ;  and  made  what  little  preparation  was  in  my  power  for 
Jamaica.  But  before  leaving  my  native  land,  I  resolved  to  publish  my 
Poems.  I  weighed  my  productions  as  impartially  as  was  in  my  power  :  1 
thought  they  had  merit ;  and  it  was  a  delicious  idea  thAt  I  should  be  called 
a  clever  fellow,  even  though  it  should  never  reach  my  ears — a  poor  negro- 
driver — or,  perhaps,  a  victira  to  that  inhofpitable  cume,  and  g9iii<e  Xa  \!6i& 
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world  of  spirits.  I  can  truly  say  that,  pauvre  inconnu  as  I  then  was,  I  bad 
pretty  nearly  as  high  an  idea  of  myself  and  of  my  works  as  I  have  at  this 
moment  when  the  public  has  decided  in  their  favour.  It  ever  was  my  opi- 
nion, that  the  mistakes  and  blunders,  both  in  a  rational  and  religious  point 
of  view,  of  which  we  see  thousands  daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  igno- 
rance of  themselves.  —To  know  myself,  had  been  all  along  my  constant 
study.  I  weighed  myself  alone  ;  I  balanced  myself  with  others  :  I  watch- 
ed every  means  of  information,  to  see  how  much  ground  I  occupied  as  a 
man  and  as  a  poet :  I  studied  assiduously  Nature's  design  in  my  formation — 
where  the  lights  and  shades  in  character  were  intended.  I  was  pretty  con- 
fident my  poems  would  meet  with  some  applause  :  but,  at  the  worst,  the 
roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen  the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of 
West  Indian  scenes  make  me  forget  neglect.  I  threw  ott'  six  hundred  copies, 
for  which  I  got  subscriptions  for  about  three  hundred  and  fifty.* — My  va- 
nity was  highly  gratified  by  the  reception  I  met  with  from  the  public ;  and 
besides,  I  pocketed  nearly  X  20.  This  sum  came  very  seasonably,  as  I  was 
thinking  of  indenting  myself,  for  want  of  money  to  procure  my  passage.  As 
soon  as  I  was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of  wafting  me  to  the  torrid 
zone,  1  took  a  steerage  passage  in  the  first  ship  that  was  to  sail  from  the 

Clyde;  for 

"  Hungry  ruin  had  me  in  the  wind." 

**  I  had  been  for  some  days  skulking  from  covert  to  covert,  under  all  the 
terrors  of  a  jail ;  as  some  ill-advised  people  had  uncoupled  the  merciless 
pack  of  the  law  at  my  heels.  I  had  taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  friends ; 
my  chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock ;  I  had  composed  the  last  song  I 
should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  The  gloomy  night  is  gatJiering  fasty  when 
a  letter  from  Dr.  Blacklock  to  a  friend  of  mine,  overthrew  all  my  schemes, 
by  opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic  ambition." 

To  the  above  rapid  narrative  of  the  poet,  we  may  annex  a  few  details, 
gathered  from  his  various  biographers  and  from  his  own  letters. — While 
the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  in  the  press,  it  appears  that  his  friends  Hamil- 
ton and  Aiken  revolved  various  schemes  for  procuring  him  the  means  of 
remaining  in  Scotland  ;  and  having  studied  some  of  the  practical  branches 
of  mathematics,  as  we  have  seen,  and  in  particular  guaging,  it  occurred  to 
himself  that  a  situation  in  the  Excise  might  be  better  suited  to  him  than  any 
other  he  was  at  all  likely  to  obtain  by  the  intervention  of  such  patrons  as  he 
possessed.  He  appears  to  have  lingered  longer  after  the  publication  of  the 
poems  than  one  might  suppose  from  his  own  narrative,  in  the  hope  that 
these  gentlemen  might  at  length  succeed  in  their  efforts  in  his  behalf.  The 
poems  were  received  witli  favour,  even  with  rapture,  in  the  county  of  Ayr, 
and  ere  long  over  the  adjoining  counties.  **  Old  and  young,*'  thus  speaks 
Robert  Heron,  **  high  and  low,  grave  and  gay,  learned  or  ignorant,  were 
alike  delighted,  agitated,  transported.  I  was  at  that  time  resident  in  Gal- 
loway, contiguous  to  Ayrshire,  and  I  can  well  remember  how  even  plough 
boys  and  maid- servants  would  have  glady  bestowed  the  wages  they  earneu 
the  most  hardly,  and  which  they  wanted  to  purchase  necessary  clothing, 
if  they  might  but  procure  the  Works  of  l^urns." — The  poet  soon  found 
that  his  person  al.si)  had  become  an  object  of  general  curiosity,  and  that  a 
lively  interest  in  his  ncrsonal  fortunes  was  excited  among  some  of  the  gen- 

^  •  'iilhvn  /Jiirn*  II  c  u.»  -    tiui  a  itngle  individual.  Mr.  H'iDiam  Park*^ 
iUJatMrtiock,  rubMcnbeU  tor  ^ 
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try  of  the  district,  when  the  details  of  his  story  reached  them,  as  it  was 
pretty  sure  to  do,  along  with  his  modest  and  manly  preface.  *  Among 
others,  the  celebarted  Professor  Dugald  Stewart  of  l:!)dinburgh,  and  his  ac- 
complished lady,  then  resident  at  their  beautiful  seat  of  Catrine,  began  to 
notice  him  with  much  polite  and  friendly  attention.  Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  who 
then  held  an  eminent  place  in  the  literary  society  of  Scotland,  happened 
to  be  paying  Mr.  Stewart  a  visit,  and  on  reading  The  Hofy  Fairy  at  once 
pronounced  it  the  **  work  of  a  very  great  genius  ;**  and  Mrs.  Stewart,  her- 
self a  poetess,  flattered  him  perhaps  still  more  highly  by  her  warm  com- 
mendations But  above  all,  his  little  volume  happened  to  attract  the  no- 
tice of  Mrs.  Dunlop  of  Dunlop,  a  lady  of  high  birth  and  ample  fortune, 
enthusiastically  attached  to  her  country,  and  interested  in  whatever  ap- 
peared to  concern  the  honour  of  Scotland.  This  excellent  woman,  while 
slowly  recovering  from  the  languor  of  an  illness,  laid  her  hand  acciden- 
tally on  the  new  production  of  the  provincial  press,  and  opened  the  volume 
at  The  Cottars  Saturday  Night.  "  She  read  it  over,*'  says  Gilbert,  "  with 
the  greatest  pleasure  and  surprise  ;  the  poet*s  description  of  the  simple 
cottagers  operated  on  her  mind  like  the  charm  of  a  powerful  exorcist,  re- 
pelling the  demon  ennui,  and  restoring  her  to  her  wonted  inward  harmony 
and  satisfaction.*'  Mrs.  Dunlop  instantly  sent  an  express  to  Mossgiel,  dis- 
tant sixteen  miles  from  her  residence,  with  a  very  kind  letter  to  Burns,  re- 
questing him  to  supply  her,  if  he  could,  with  half-a-dozen  copies  of  the 
book,  and  to  call  at  Dunlop  as  soon  as  he  could  find  it  convenient.  Burns 
was  from  home,  but  he  acknowledged  the  favour  conferred  on  him  in  this 
very  interesting  letter  : — 


iC 


*<  Madam,  Ayrshire,  1786. 

I  AM  truly  sorry  I  was  not  at  home  yesterday,  when  1  was  so  much 
honoured  with  your  order  for  my  copies,  and  incomparably  more  by  the 
handsome  compliments  you  are  pleased  to  pay  my  poetic  fd)ilitics.  1  am 
fully  persuaded  that  there  is  not  any  class  of  mankind  so  feelingly  alive  to 
the  titillations  of  applause  as  the  sons  of  Parnassus  ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  con- 
ceive liow  the  heart  of  the  poor  bard  dances  with  rapture,  when  those 
whose  character  in  life  gives  them  a  right  to  be  polite  judges,  honour  him 
with  their  approbation.  Had  you  been  thoroughly  acquainted  with  me, 
Madam,  you  could  not  have  touched  my  darling  heart-chord  more  sweetly 
than  by  noticing  my  attempts  to  celebrate  your  illustrious  ancestor,  the 
Sotumr  t^his  Country, 

^*'  Great  patriot  hero  !  ill  requited  chief  !** 

**  The  first  book  I  met  with  in  my  early  years,  which  I  perused  with 
pleasure,  was  The  Life  of  Hannibal ;  the  next  was  The  History  of  Sir 
William  Wallace :  for  several  of  my  earlier  years  I  had  few  other  authors ; 
and  many  a  solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  after  the  laborious  vocations  of 
the  day,  to  shed  a  tear  over  their  glorious  but  unfortunate  stories.  In 
those  boyish  days  I  remember  in  particular  being  struck  with  that  part  o* 
Wallace's  story  where  these  lines  occur — 

*^  S^ne  to  the  Leglan  wood,  when  it  was  late, 
1  o  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat.** 

*  See  PnM  CompodtioiM. 
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"  1  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day  my  nne  of  life  allowed, 
and  walked  half  a  dozen  of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglan  wood, 
with  as  much  devout  enthsiasm  as  ever  pilgrim  did  to  Loretto ;  and  as  I 
explored  every  den  and  dell  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic  countrynian 
to  have  lodged,  I  recollect  ( for  even  then  I  was  a  rhymer),  that  my  heart 
glowed  with  a  wish  to  be  able  to  make  a  song  on  him  in  some  measure 
equal  to  his  merits." 

Shortly  afterwards  commencetl  a  personal  acquaintance  with  this  ami- 
able and  intelligent  lady,  who  seems  to  have  filled  in  some  degree  the  place 
of  Sage  Mentor  to  the  poet,  and  who  never  afterwards  ceast^d  to  befriend 
him  to  the  utmost  of  her  power  I  lis  letters  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  form  a  very 
large  proportion  of  all  his  subsequent  correspondence,  and,  addressed  as 
they  were  to  a  i>erson,  whose  sex,  age,  rank,  and  benevolence,  u)S|>ired  at 
once  profound  respect  and  a  graceful  confidence,  will  ever  remain  the  most 
ple&sing  of  all  the  materials  of  our  poet's  biography. 

At  the  residences  of  these  new  acquaintances.  Hums  was  introiluced  into 
society  of  a  class  which  he  had  not  before  approached  ;  and  of  the  manner 
in  which  he  stood  the  trial,  Mr.  Stewart  thus  writes  to  Dr.  Currie  : — 

"  His  manners  were  then,  as  they  continued  ever  afterwards,  simple, 
manly,  and  independent ;  strongly  expressive  of  conscious  genius  and 
worth  ;  but  without  any  thing  that  indicated  forwardness,  arrogance,  or 
vanity.  He  took  his  share  in  conversation,  but  not  more  than  belonged  to 
him ;  and  listened,  with  apparent  attention  and  deference,  on  subjects 
where  his  want  of  education  deprived  him  of  the  means  of  information.  If 
there  had  been  a  little  more  of  gentleness  and  accommodation  in  his  tem- 
per, he  would,  I  think,  have  been  still  more  interesting  ;  but  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  give  law  in  the  circle  of  his  ordinary  acquaintance  ;  and  his 
dread  of  any  thing  approaching  to  meanness  or  servility,  rendered  his  man 
ner  somewhat  decided  and  hard.  Nothing,  perhaps,  was  more  remarkable 
among  his  various  attainments  than  tlie  fiuency,  and  precision,  and  origi- 
nality of  his  language,  when  he  spoke  in  company,  more  particularly  as  he 
aimed  at  purity  in  his  tuni  of  expression,  and  avoided,  more  successfully 
than  most  Scotsmen,  the  peculiarities  of  Scottish  phraseology.  At  this  time, 
Burns^s  prospects  in  life  were  so  extremely  gloomy,  that  he  Imd  seriously 
formed  a  plan  for  going  out  to  Jamaica  in  a  very  humble  situation,  not, 
however,  without  lamenting  that  his  want  of  patronage  should  force  him 
to  think  of  a  project  so  repugnant  to  his  feelings,  when  his  ambition  aimed 
at  no  higher  an  object  than  the  station  of  an  exciseman  or  ganger  in  his 
own  country." 

The  provincial  applause  of  his  publication,  and  the  consequent  notice  of 
his  superiors,  however  flattering  such  things  must  have  been,  were  far  from 
administering  any  essential  relief  to  the  urgent  necessities  of  Rurns*s  situa- 
tion. Wi^ry  shortly  after  his  first  visit  to  Catrine,  where  he  met  with  the 
young  and  amiable  Basil  Lord  Daer,  whose  condescension  and  kindness  on 
the  occasion  he  celebrates  in  some  well-known  verses,  we  find  the  poet 
writing  to  his  friend,  Mr.  Aiken  of  Ayr,  in  the  following  sad  strain  : — "  I 
have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations  and  movements  within  respect- 
ing the  Excise.  There  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against  it ;  the  un- 
certainty of  getting  soon  into  business,  the  consequences  of  my  follies,  which 
may  perhaps  make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home ;  and  besides, 
/  Juve  for  Bomc  time  been  pining  under  secret  wretchedness,  from  causes 
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which  jou  pretty  well  know — the  pang  of  disappointment,  the  sting  of 
pride,  with  some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse,  which  never  fail  to  settle  on 
my  vitals,  like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not  called  away  by  society,  or 
the  vagaries  of  the  muse.  Even  in  the  hour  of  social  mirth,  my  gaiety  is 
the  madness  of  an  intoxicated  criminal  under  the  hands  of  the  executioner. 
All  these  reasons  urge  me  to  go  abroad ;  and  to  all  these  reasons  I  have 
only  one  answer —  the  feelings  of  a  father.  This,  in  the  present  mood  I  am 
in,  overbalances  every  tiling  that  can  be  laid  in  the  scale  against  it.*' 

He  proceeds  to  say,  that  he  claims  no  right  to  complain.  "  The  world 
has  in  general  been  kind  to  me,  fully  up  to  my  deserts.  I  was  for  some 
time  past  fast  getting  into  the  pining  distrustful  snarl  of  the  misanthrope. 
I  saw  myself  alone,  unfit  for  the  struggle  of  life,  shrinking  at  every  rising 
cloud  in  the  chance- directed  atmosphere  of  fortune,  while,  all  defenceless, 
1  looked  about  in  vain  for  a  cover.  It  never  occurred  to  me,  at  least  never 
with  the  force  it  deserved,  that  this  world  is  a  busy  scene,  and  man  a  crea- 
ture  destined  for  a  progressive  struggle  ;  and  that,  however  1  might  pos- 
sess a  warm  heart,  and  inoffensive  manners,  (which  last,  by  the  by,  was 
rather  more  than  1  could  well  boast),  still,  more  than  these  passive  quali- 
ties, tliere  was  something  to  be  done.  When  all  my  schoolfellows  and 
youthful  compeers  were  striking  off,  with  eager  hope  and  earnest  intent, 
on  some  one  or  other  of  the  many  paths  of  busy  life,  I  was  "  standing  idle 
•n  the  market-place,"  or  only  left  the  chase  of  the  butterfly  from  flower  to 
flower,  to  hunt  fancy  from  whim  to  whim.  You  see.  Sir,  that  if  to  know 
one*8  errors,  were  a  probability  of  mending  them,  I  stand  a  fair  chance ; 
but,  according  to  tlie  reverend  Westminster  divines,  though  conviction 
must  precede  conversion,  it  is  very  far  from  always  implying  it." 

In  the  midst  of  all  the  distresses  of  this  period  of  suspense.  Burns  found 
time,  as  he  tells  Mr.  Aiken,  for  some  '*  vagaries  of  the  muse ;"  and  one  or 
two  of  these  may  deserve  to  be  noticed  here,  as  throwing  light  on  his  per- 
sonal demeanour  during  this  first  summer  of  his  fame,  llie  poems  appear- 
ed in  July,  and  one  of  the  first  persons  of  superior  condition  (Gilbert,  in- 
deed, says  the  first)  who  courted  his  acquaintance  in  consequence  of  having 
read  them,  was  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair.,  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  lady. 
Bums  presented  her  on  this  occasion  with  some  MSS.  songs ;  and  among 
the  rset,  with  one  in  which  her  own  charms  were  celebrated  in  that  warm 
strain  of  compliment  which  our  poet  seems  to  have  all  along  considered 
the  most  proper  to  be  used  whenever  this  fair  lady  was  to  be  addressed  in 
rhyme. 

^*  Flow  gentlj,  sweet  Afton,  Rmong  thjr  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  1*11  sing  thee  a  song  in  tliy  praue : 
^\y  Mary*s  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 
How  pleasant  thv  banks  and  green  valleys  below. 
Where  wild  in  tne  woodlands  the  primroses  blow ; 
There  oft,  as  mUd  evening  sweeps  over  the  lea. 
The  sweet-scented  birk  sludes  my  Alary  and  me.** 

It  was  in  the  spring  of  the  same  year,  that  he  happened,  in  the  course 
of  an  evening  ramble  on  tlie  banks  oi  the  Ayr,  to  meet  with  a  young  and 
lovely  unmarried  lady,  of  the  family  of  Alexander  of  Ballamy le,  of  whom, 
it  was  said,  her  personal  charms  corresponded  with  tlie  character  of  her 
mind.  The  incident  gave  rise  to  a  poem,  of  which  an  account  will  he 
found  in  tlie  following  letter  to  Miss  Alexander,  the  object  of  his  inspira- 
tion:— 


LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 

«  Madam,  MosfsM,  1M  Nov.  1786. 

**  Poets  are  such  autre  beings,  so  much  the  children  of  wayward  fancj 
and  capricious  whim,  that  I  believe  the  world  generally  allows  them  a 
larger  latitude  in  the  laws  of  propriety,  than  the  sober  sons  of  judgment 
and  prudence.  I  mention  this  as  an  apology  for  the  liberties  that  a  name- 
less stranger  has  taken  with  you  in  the  enclosed  poem,  which  he  begs  leave 
to  present  you  with.  Whether  it  has  poetical  merit  any  way  worthy  of  the 
theme,  I  am  not  the  proper  judge ;  but  it  is  the  best  my  abilities  can  pro- 
duce ;  and  what  to  a  good  heart  will  perhaps  be  a  superior  grace,  it  is 
equally  sincere  as  fer\'ent. 

**  The  scenery  was  nearly  taken  from  real  life,  though  I  dare  say,  Ma- 
dam, you  do  not  recollect  it,  as  I  believe  you  scarcely  noticed  the  poetic 
reveur  as  he  wandered  by  you.  I  had  roved  out  as  chance  directed  in  the 
favourite  haunts  of  my  muse,  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  to  view  nature  in 
all  the  gaiety  of  the  venial  year.  Tlie  evening  sun  was  flaming  over  the 
distant  western  hills  ;  not  a  breath  stirred  the  crimson  o{K>ning  blossom,  or 
the  verdant  spreading  leaf.  It  was  a  golden  moment  for  a  poetic  heart.  I 
listened  to  tlie  feathered  warblers,  pouring  their  harmony  on  every  han 
with  a  congenial  kindred  regard,  and  frequently  turned  out  of  my  pat 
lest  I  should  disturb  their  little  songs,  or  frighten  them  to  another  stati  • 
Surely,  said  I  to  myself,  he  must  be  a  wretch  indeed,  who,  regardless  of 
your  harmonious  endeavour  to  please  him,  can  eye  your  elusive  flights  to 
discover  your  secret  recesses,  and  to  rob  you  of  all  the  property  nature 
gives  you,  your  dearest  comforts,  your  helpless  nestlings.  Even  the  honry 
hawthorn-twig  that  shot  across  the  way,  what  heart  at  such  a  time  but 
must  have  been  interested  in  its  welfare,  and  wished  it  preserved  from 
the  rudely-browsing  cattle,  or  the  withering  eastern  blast  ?  Such  was  the 
scene,  and  such  tlie  hour,  when  in  a  comer  of  my  prospect,  I  spied  one 
of  the  fairest  pieces  of  Nature's  workmanship  that  ever  crowned  a  poetic 
landscape,  or  met  a  poet*s  eye,  those  visionary  bards  excepted  who  hold 
commerce  witli  aerial  beings  I  Had  Calumny  and  Villany  taken  my  walk, 
they  had  at  that  moment  sworn  eternal  peace  with  such  an  object. 

**  Wliat  an  hour  of  inspiration  for  a  poet !  It  would  have  raised  plain, 
dull,  historic  prose  into  metaphor  and  measure. 

**  The  enclosed  song  was  die  work  of  my  return  home ;  and  perhaps  U 
but  poorly  answers  what  might  be  expected  from  such  a  scene. 


^  I  have  the  honour  to  be,'*  &c. 


'^  *Twa8  even — the  dwey  fieldn  were  crecn, 

On  every  bUde  the  peaiLi  hans  ;* 
The  Zephyr  wantoned  round  the  oeam. 

And  bore  it«  fra|rnmt  sweets  akng  ; 
In  evoy  glen  the  nuvU  aang, 

AU  nature  liktening  »cemM  tlie  while. 
Except  where  green,  wood  edioct  rang, 

Amang  the  braes  o*  IkUochmyle. 

"With  care1f««  ntcp  I  onward  strayed. 
My  heart  rejoiced  in  nature*!  jof^ 

When  niusintf  in  h  luneW  glade, 
A  maiden  fair  I  rhanc  d  to  spy  ; 

Her  look  was  like  the  morning  s  ere. 
Her  air  bke  nature^s  Temal  tauM, 

*  Utof ,  Scotticism  for  Aimic- 
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Ferfectioo  whispered  mutsing  by. 
Behold  the  lass  o*  Ballochmjrle  1* 

Fair  is  the  mora  in  flowery  May, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  autumn  mild ; 
When  roving  through  the  garden  gay, 

Or  wandenng  in  the  londy  wild : 
But  woDum,  nature*8  darling  child  I 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compilei 
£Ten  there  her  other  works  are  foil*d 

By  the  bonny  lass  o*  Ballochmyle. 

O  had  she  been  a  country  maid^ 

And  I  the  happ^r  country  swam. 
Though  sheltered  in  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland*s  plain. 
Through  ireary  winter's  wind  and  rain, 

Witn  ioT,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil. 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonny  lass  o*  BaUochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  slippery  steqp, 

Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  shines 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine : 
OiTe  me  the  cot  below  the  pine. 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  till  the  soil. 
And  every  day  have  joys  divine. 

With  the  bonny  lass  6*  Ballochmyle. 

The  autumn  of  this  eventful  year  was  now  drawing  to  a  close,  and  Bumai, 
a  ho  had  already  lingered  three  months  in  the  hope,  which  he  now  consi- 
dered vain,  of  an  excise  appointment,  perceived  that  another  year  must  be 
iDst  altogether,  unless  he  made  up  his  mind,  and  secured  his  passage  to 
die  West  Indies.  The  Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems  was,  however, 
nearly  exhausted  ;  and  his  friends  encouraged  him  to  produce  another  at 
the  same  place,  with  the  view  of  equipping  himself  the  better  for  the  ne- 
cessities of  his  voyage.  But  the  printer  at  Kilmarnock  would  not  under- 
take the  new  impression  unless  Burns  advanced  the  price  of  the  paper  re- 
quired for  it ;  and  with  this  demand  the  poet  had  no  means  of  compljring. 
Mr.  Ballantjrne,  the  chief  magistrate  of  Ayr,  (the  same  gentleman  to  whom 
the  poem  on  the  Twa  Brigs  of  Ayr  was  aflerwards  inscribed),  offered  to 
famish  the  money ;  and  probably  this  kind  offer  would  have  been  accepted. 
But,  ere  this  matter  could  be  arranged,  the  prospects  of  the  poet  were,  in 
a  very  unexpected  manner,  altered  and  improved. 

Bums  went  to  pay  a  parting  visit  to  Dr.  Laurie,  minister  of  Loudoun, 
a  gentleman  from  whom,  and  his  accomplished  family,  he  had  previously 
received  many  kind  attentions.  After  taking  farewell  of  this  benevolent 
circle,  the  poet  proceeded,  as  the  night  was  setting  in,  "  to  convey  his 
chest,"  as  he  says,  **  so  far  on  the  road  to  Greenock,  where  he  was  to  em- 
bark in  a  few  days  for  America.*'  And  it  was  under  these  circumstancea 
that  he  composed  the  song  already  referred  to,  which  he  meant  as  his  fiure* 
well  dirge  to  his  native  land,  and  which  enda  thus  : — 

''  FarewdL  old  Coila*8  hills  and  daki. 
Her  hottny  moors  and  winding  vales. 
The  scenes  where  wretched  fancy  roves. 
Pursuing  past  unhappy  lovea. 

*  VariaHoH.    The  lily's  hue  and  rose*s  dye 

Bespoke  the  lass  o*  Ballochmyle. 
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Farewell,  my  friends  !  farewell,  mj  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these — my  love  witn  those  ■■ 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare. 
Farewell,  the  bonoy  banks  of  Ayr.** 

Dr.  Laurie  had  given  Burns  much  good  counsel,  and  what  comfort  he 
could,  at  parting ;  but  prudently  said  nothing  of  an  effort  which  he  had 
previously  made  in  his  behalf.  He  had  sent  a  copy  of  the  poems,  with  a 
sketch  of  the  author's  history,  to  his  friend  Dr.  Thomas  Blacklock  of  Edin- 
burgh, with  a  request  that  he  would  introduce  both  to  the  notice  of  those 
persons  whose  opinions  were  at  the  time  most  listened  to  in  regard  to  lite- 
rary productions  in  Scotland,  in  the  hope  that,  by  their  intervention,  Bums 
might  yet  be  rescued  from  the  necessity  of  expatriating  himself.  Dr. 
Blacklock*s  answer  reached  Dr.  Laurie  a  day  or  two  afler  Bums  had  made 
his  visit,  and  composed  his  dirge ;  and  it  was  not  yet  too  late.  Laurie 
forwarded  it  immediately  to  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  who  carried  it  to  Bums. 
It  is  as  follows  : — 

<<  I  ought  to  have  acknowledged  your  favour  long  ago,  not  only  as  a  tes- 
timony of  your  kind  remembrance,  but  as  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  of 
sharing  one  of  the  finest,  and  perhaps  one  of  the  most  genuine  entertain- 
ments of  which  the  human  mind  is  susceptible.  A  number  of  avocations 
retarded  my  progress  in  reading  the  poems  ;  at  last,  however,  I  have  finish- 
ed that  pleasing  perusal.  Many  instances  have  I  seen  of  Nature's  force  or 
beneficence  exerted  under  numerous  and  formidable  disadvantages ;  but 
none  equal  to  that  with  which  you  have  been  kind  enough  to  present  me. 
There  is  a  pathos  and  delicacy  in  his  serious  poems,  a  vein  of  wit  and  hu- 
mour in  those  of  a  more  festive  turn,  which  cannot  be  too  much  admired, 
nor  too  warmly  approved ;  and  I  think  I  shall  never  open  the  book  without 
feeling  my  astonishment  renewed  and  increased.  It  was  my  wish  to  have 
expressed  my  approbation  in  verse  ;  but  whether  from  declining  life,  or  a 
temporary  depression  of  spirits,  it  is  at  present  out  of  my  power  to  accom- 
plish that  agreeable  intention. 

•*  Mr.  Stewart,  Professor  of  Morals  in  this  University,  had  formerly 
read  me  three  of  the  poems,  and  I  had  desired  him  to  get  my  name  in- 
serted among  the  subscribers ;  but  whether  this  was  done  or  not,  I  never 
could  learn.  I  have  little  intercourse  with  Dr.  Blair,  but  will  take  care  to 
have  the  poems  communicated  to  him  by  the  intervention  of  some  mutual 
friend.  It  has  been  told  me  by  a  gentleman,  to  whom  1  showed  the  per- 
formances, and  who  sought  a  copy  with  diligence  and  ardour,  that  the 
whole  impression  is  already  exhausted.  It  were,  therefore,  much  to  be 
wished,  for  the  sake  of  the  yoimg  man,  that  a  second  edition,  more  nume- 
rous than  the  former,  could  immediately  be  printed  ;  as  it  appears  certain 
that  its  intrinsic  merit,  and  the  exertions  o£  the  author's  friends,  might  give 
it  a  more  universal  circulation  than  any  thing  of  the  kind  which  has  been 
published  in  my  memory." 

We  have  already  seen  with  what  surprise  and  delight  Burns  read  this 
generous  letter.  Although  he  had  ere  this  conversed  with  more  than  one 
person  of  established  literary  reputation,  and  received  from  them  atten- 
tions, for  which  he  was  ever  afler  grateful, — the  despondency  of  his  spirit 
appears  to  have  remained  as  dark  as  ever,  up  to  the  very  hour  when  his  land- 
lord produced  Dr.  Blacklock's  letter. — "  There  was  never,"  Heron  says, 
*'  perhaps,  one  among  all  mankind  whom  you  might  more  truly  have  called 
nj)  iui^cl  upon  earth  than  Dr.  BlacklocL     He  was  guileless  and  iimocent 
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as  a  chfldy  jet  endowed  with  maDly  sagacity  and  penetration.  His  heart 
was  a  perpetual  spring  of  benignity.  His  feelings  were  all  tremblingly 
alive  to  the  sense  of  the  sublime,  the  beautiful,  the  tender,  the  pious,  the 
virtuous.  Poetry  was  to  him  the  dear  solace  of  perpetual  blindness."  Tht 
was  not  the  man  to  act  as  Walpole  did  to  Chatterton ;  to  discourage  witL 
feeble  praise,  and  in  order  to  shift  off  the  trouble  of  future  patronage,  to 
bid  the  poet  relinquish  poetry  and  mind  his  plough.—**  Dr.  Blacklock," 
says  Burns  himself,  **  belonged  to  a  set  of  critics,  for  whose  applause  I  had 
not  dared  to  hope.  His  opinion  that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement  in 
Edinburgh,  fired  me  so  much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city,  without  a 
single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduction.-  The  baneful  star 
that  had  so  long  shed  its  blasting  influence  on  my  zenith,  for  once  made  a 
revolution  ta  the  nadir." 


CHAPTER  V. 

CovnKTt The  Poet  winten  in  EdinbmrgK  1786-7— J9y  hU  advent,  the  amdiHan  of  tkoi 

liiy,  Lilerarjf,  Legal,  Pkiloeopkieal,  Patridan,  and  Paiantie,  ia  Kgkted  up,  aebym  mtteor 
— ife  i§  in  Ae  ftdl  tide  of  hiafame  there,  and  for  a  while  earueed  by  the  faehionmNt 
What  happene  to  him  generally  in  that  new  world,  and  his  behaviour  vnder  the  varying  and 
very  trying  eircum$tancee — The  tavern  life  then  greatly  followed —  The  Poet  tempted  beyond 
all  former  experience  by  bacchanal*  of  every  degree — Hie  convereatiunal  talent  mniverta/fy 
adnutted,  ae  not  the  least  of  hia  talenta~-  The  Ladiea  lihe  to  be  carried  off  their  feet  by  it, 
«Ai/e  the  philoeophera  hardly  heep  theirs — Edition  of  1500  copies  by  Creech,  which  ykUt 
much  money  to  the  Poet — Resolves  to  visit  the  clauic  scenes  of  his  own  country — Atsaikd 
with  thick^wming  visions  of  a  reflux  to  bear  him  bach  to  the  region  of  poverty  void 


'^Edina!  Scotui*i  darling  teat ! 

All  hail  thv  palaces  and  tow*ri. 
Where  once  b«ieath  a  monarch*!  feet 

Sat  legislation*!  sovereign  powers ; 
From  marking  wildl^-scatter  d  flow*ra, 

A!  on  the  iMinksot  Ayr  I  stray*d, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  unfferinff  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour*a  shaae.*' 

Burns  fbund  several  of  his  old  Ayrshire  acquaintances  established  in 
Edinburgh,  and,  I  suppose,  felt  himself  constrained  to  give  himself  up 
for  a  brief  space  to  their  society.  He  printed,  however,  without  delay,  a 
prospectus  of  a  second  edition  of  his  poems,  and  being  introduced  by 
Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefield  to  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  that  amiable 
nobleman  easily  persuaded  Creech,  then  the  chief  bookseller  in  Edinburgh, 
to  undertake  Uie  publication.  The  Honourable  Henry  Erskine,  Dean  of 
the  Faculty  of  Advocates,  the  most  agreeable  of  companions,  and  the  most 
benignant  of  wits,  took  him  also,  as  the  poet  expresses  it,  '*  under  his 
wing."  The  kind  Blacklock  received  him  with  all  the  warmth  of  paternal 
affection,  and  introduced  him  to  Dr.  Blair,  and  other  eminent  liieraH: 
his  subscription  lists  were  soon  filled ;  Lord  Glencaim  made  interest 
with  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  (an  association  of  the  most  distinguished 
members  of  the  northern  aristocracy),  to  accept  the  dedication  of  the  forth- 
coming edition,  and  to  subscribe  individually  for  copies.  Several  noblemen, 
especially  of  the  west  of  Scotland,  came  forward  with  subscription-moneys 
considerably  beyond  the  usual  rate.  In  so  small  a  capital,  where  every 
body  knows  every  body,  that  which  becomes  a  favourite  topic  in  one 
leading  circle  of  society,  soon  excites  an  universal  interest ;  and  before 
Bums  had  been  a  fortnight  in  Edinburgh,  we  find  him  writing  to  his 
earliest  patron,  Gavin  Hamilton,  in  these  terms  : — **  For  my  own  affairs,  I 
am  in  a  fair  way  of  becoming  as  eminent  as  Thomas  a  Kempis  or  John  Bun- 
jan ;  and  you  may  expect  henceforth  to  see  my  birth-day  incribed  among 
the  wonderful  events  m  the  Poor  Robin  and  Aberdeen  Almanacks,  akmg 
with  the  Black  Moodigry  and  the  Battle  of  Bothwell  Bridge." 
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It  18  but  a  melancholy  business  to  trace  among  the  records  of  literary 
history,  the  manner  in  which  most  great  original  geniuses  have  been  greet- 
ed on  their  first  appeals  to  the  world,  by  the  contemporary  arbiters  of 
taste  ;  coldly  and  timidly  indeed  have  the  sympathies  of  professional  criti- 
cism flowed  on  most  such  occasions  in  past  times  and  in  the  present :  But 
the  reception  of  Bums  was  worthy  of  The  Man  of  Feeling.  Mr.  Henry 
Mackenzie  was  a  man  of  genius,  and  of  a  polished,  as  well  as  a  liberal  taste. 
Afler  alluding  to  the  provincial  circulation  and  reputation  of  the  first  edi- 
tion of  the  poems,  Mr.  Mackenzie  thus  wrote  in  the  Lounger,  an  Edin- 
bur^  periodical  of  that  period  : — "  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  thought  to  assume 
too  much,  if  I  endeavour  to  place  him  in  a  higher  point  of  view,  to  call 
for  a  verdict  of  his  country  on  the  merits  of  his  works,  and  to  claim  for 
him  those  honours  which  their  excellence  appears  to  deserve.  In  men- 
tioning the  circumstance  of  his  humble  station,  I  mean  not  to  rest  his  pre- 
tensions solely  on  that  title,  or  to  urge  the  merits  of  his  poetry,  when  con- 
sidered in  relation  to  the  lowness  of  his  birth,  and  the  little  opportunity  of 
improvement  which  his  education  could  afford.  These  particulars,  indeed, 
must  excite  our  wonder  at  his  productions  ;  but  his  poetry,  considered  ab- 
stractedly, and  without  the  apologies  arising  from  his  situation,  seems  to 
me  fully  entitled  to  command  our  feelings,   and  to  obtain  our  applause." 

Afler  quoting  various  passages,  in  some  of  which  his  readers 

**  must  discover  a  high  tone  of  feeling,  and  power,  and  energy  of  expres- 
sion, particularly  and  strongly  characteristic  of  the  mind  and  the  voice  of 
a  poet,"  and  others  as  shewing  "  the  power  of  genius,  not  less  admirable 
in  tracing  the  manners,  than  in  painting  the  passions,  or  in  drawing  the 
scenery  of  nature,"  and  **  with  what  uncommon  penetration  and  sagacity 
this  heaven-taught  ploughman,  from  his  humble  and  unlettered  condition, 
had  looked  on  men  and  manners,"  the  critic  concluded  with  an  eloquent 
appeal  in  behalf  of  the  poet  personally :  **  To  repair,"  said  he,  **  the  wrong 
of  suffering  or  neglected  merit ;  to  call  forth  genius  from  the  obscurity  in 
which  it  had  pined  indignant,  and  place  it  where  it  may  profit  or  delight 
the  world — ^these  are  exertions  which  give  to  wealth  an  enviable  superiori- 
ty, to  greatness  and  to  patronage  a  laudable  pride."  * 

The  appeal  thus  made  for  such  a  candidate  was  not  unattended  to. 
Bums  was  only  a  very  short  time  in  Edinburgh  when  he  thus  wrote  to  one 
of  his  early  firiends  : — <*  I  was,  when  first  honoured  with  your  notice,  too 
obscure  ;  now  I  tremble  lest  I  should  be  ruined  by  being  dragged  too  sud- 
denly into  the  glare  of  polite  and  learned  observation  ;"  and  he  concludes 
the  same  letter  with  an  ominous  prayer  for  **  bett^  health  and  more  spi- 
rits."f  ^Two  or  three  weeks  later,  we  find  him  writing  as  follows  : — "  (Ja- 
nuary 14,  1787).  I  went  to  a  Mason  Lodge  yesternight,  where  the  M.W. 
Grand  Master  Charteris,  and  all  the  Grand  Lodge  of  Scotland  visited.  The 
meeting  was  numerous  and  elegant :  all  the  different  lodges  about  town  were 
present  in  all  their  pomp.  The  Grand  Master,  who  presided  with  great  so- 
lemnity, among  other  general  toasts  gave,  *  Caledonia  and  Caledonia's  bard, 
Brother  Bums,*  which  rung  through  the  whole  assembly  with  multiplied 
honours  and  repeated  acclamations.  As  I  had  no  idea  such  a  thing  would 
happen,  I  was  downright  thunderstruck ;  and  trembling  in  every  nerve, 
made  the  best  return  in  my  power.    Just  as  I  had  finished,  one  of  the 

*  Hie  Looncer  for  Sftturday,  December  9, 1786. 

^  Letter  to  Mr.  BeDuitjrne  of  Ayr,  Deoembtr  18, 1786 ;  ReU<iaet,  fi.  12. 
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Grand  Officers  said,  so  loud  that  I  could  hear,  with  a  most  comforting 
cent,  *  very  well  indeed/  which  set  me  something  to  rights  again." — And 
a  few  weeks  later  still,  he  is  thus  addressed  by  one  of  his  old  associates 
who  was  meditating  a  visit  to  Edinburgh.  "  By  all  accounts,  it  will  be  a 
difficult  matter  to  get  a  sight  of  you  at  all,  unless  your  company  is  bespoke 
a  week  beforehand.  There  are  great  rumours  here  of  your  intimacy  with 
the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  and  other  ladies  of  distinction.  I  am  really  tdd 
that — 

**•  Cards  to  invite,  fly  by  thousands  each  night  ;** 

and  if  you  had  one,  there  would  also,  1  suppose,  be  <  bribes  for  your  old 
secretary.*  I  observe  you  are  resolved  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines, 
and  avoid,  if  possible,  the  fate  of  poor  Ferguson.  Qucsrenda  pecunia  pri' 
mum  est  —  Virtiis  post  nummoSf  is  a  good  maxim  to  thrive  by.  You  seem- 
ed to  despise  it  while  in  this  country ;  but,  probably,  some  philosophers 
in  Edinburgh  have  taught  you  better  sense.'' 

In  this  proud  career,  however,  the  popular  idol  needed  no  slave  to  whis- 
per whence  he  had  risen,  and  whither  he  was  to  return  in  the  ebb  of  the 
spring-tide  of  fortune.     His  **  prophetic  soul"  carried  always  a  sufficient 
memento.     He  bore  all  his  honours  in  a  manner  worthy  of  himself ;  and 
of  this  the  testimonies  are  so  numerous,  that  the  only  difficulty  is  that  oi 
selection.  ♦*  I'he  attentions  he  received,"  says  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart,  *•  from 
all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons,  were  such  as  would  have  turned  any 
head  but  his  own.  1  cannot  say  that  I  could  perceive  any  unfavourable  effect 
which  they  left  on  his  mind.     He  retained  the  same  simplicity  of  manners 
and  appearance  which  had  struck  me  so  forcibly  when  I  first  saw  him  in  the 
country ;  nor  did  he  seem  to  feel  any  additional  self-importance  from  the 
number  and  rank  of  his  new  acquaintance." — Professor  Walker,  who  met  him 
for  the  first  time,  early  in  the  same  season,  at  breakfast  in  Dr.  Blacklock's 
house,  has  thus  recorded  his  impressions  : — ^*  I  was  not  much  struck  with  his 
first  appearance,  as  I  had  previously  heard  it  described.    His  person,  though 
strong  and  well  knit,  and  much  superior  to  what  might  be  expected  in  a 
ploughman,  was  still  rather  coarse  in  its  outline.     His  stature,  from  want 
of  setting  up,  appeared  to  be  only  of  the  middle  size,  but  was  rather  above 
it.     His  motions  were  firm  and  decided,  and  though  without  any  preten- 
sions to  grace,  were  at  the  same  time  so  free  from  clownish  constraint,  as 
to  show  that  he  had  not  always  been  confined  to  the  society  of  his  profes- 
sion.    His  countenance  was  not  of  that  elegant  cast,  which  is  most  fre- 
quent among  the  upper  ranks,  but  it  was  manly  and  intelligent,  and  nuu*ked 
oy  a  thoughtful  gravity  which  shaded  at  times  into  sternness.  In  his  large 
dark  eye  the  most  striking  index  of  his  genius  resided    It  was  full  of  mind; 
and  would  have  been  singularly  expressive,  under  the  management  of  one 
who  could  employ  it  with  more  art,  for  the  purpose  of  expression.     He 
was  plainly,  but  properly  dressed,  in  a  style  mid-way  between  the  holiday 
costume  of  a  farmer,  and  that  of  the  company  with  which  he  now  associ- 
ated.    His  black  hair,  without  powder,  at  a  time  when  it  was  very  gene- 
rally worn,   was  tied  behind,   and  spread  upon  his  forehead.     Upon  the 
whole,  from  his  person,  physiognomy,  and  dress,  had  I  met  him  near  a  sea- 
port, and  been  required  to  guess  his  condition,  I  should  have  probably  con- 
jectured him  to  be  the  master  of  a  merchant  vessel  of  the  most  respectable 
cJasf.     In  no  part  of  his  manner  was  there  the  slightest  degree  of  affecta- 
tUm,  nor  could  a  stranger  have  luqpectedi  fhnn  any  thing  in  his  behaviour 
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«*  convenation,  that  he  had  been  for  some  months  the  favourite  of  all  the 
fashionable  circles  of  a  metropolis.  In  conversation  he  was  powerful.  His 
conceptions  and  expression  were  of  corresponding  vigour,  and  on  all  subjects 
irere  as  remote  as  possible  from  common  places.  Tliough  somewhat  autho- 
ritative, it  was  in  a  way  which  gave  little  offence,  and  was  readily  imputed 
to  his  inexperience  in  those  modes  of  smoothing  dissent  and  softening  asser- 
tion, which  are  important  characteristics  of  polished  manners.  Afler  break- 
&st  I  requested  him  to  communicate  some  of  his  unpublished  pieces,  and 
he  recited  his  farewell  song  to  the  Banks  of  Ayr,  introducing  it  with  a  des- 
cription of  the  circumstances  in  which  it  was  composed,  more  striking  than 
the  poem  itself.  I  paid  particular  attention  to  his  recitation,  which  was 
plain,  slow,  articulate,  and  forcible,  but  without  any  eloquence  or  art.  He 
did  not  always  lay  the  emphasis  with  propriety,  nor  did  he  humour  the 
sentiment  by  the  variations  of  his  voice  He  was  standing,  during  the  time, 
with  his  face  towards  the  window,  to  which,  and  not  to  his  auditors,  he  di- 
rected hia  eye — thus  depriving  himself  of  any  additional  effect  which  the 
language  of  his  composition  might  have  borrowed  from  the  language  of  his 
countenance.  In  this  he  resembled  the  generality  of  singers  in  ordinary 
company,  who,  to  shun  any  charge  of  affectation,  withdraw  all  meaning 
from  their  features,  and  lose  the  advantage  by  which  vocal  performers  on 
the  stage  augment  the  impression,  and  give  energy  to  the  sentiment  of  the 
song.  The  day  afler  my  first  introduction  to  Burns,  I  supped  in  company 
with  him  at  Dr.  Blair's.  The  other  guests  were  very  few,  and  a^  each 
bad  been  invited  chiefly  to  have  an  opportunity  of  meeting  with  the  poet, 
the  Doctor  endeavoured  to  draw  him  out,  and  to  make  him  the  central 
figure  of  tlie  group.  Though  he  therefore  furnished  the  greatest  propor- 
tion of  the  conversation,  he  did  no  more  than  what  he  saw  evidently  was 
expected."  ■ 

To  these  reminiscences  I  shall  now  add  those  of  one  to  whom  is  always 
readily  accorded  the  willing  ear.  Sir  Walter  Scott. — He  thus  writes  s — 
**  As  for  Bums,  I  may  truly  say,   Virgilium  vidi  tanhtm,    I  was  a  lad  of 
fifteen  in  178G-7,  when  he  came  first  to  Edinburgh,  but  had  sense  and 
feeling  enough  to  be  much  interested  in  his  poetry,  and  would  have  given 
the  world  to  know  him ;  but  I  had  very  little  acquaintance  with  any  lite- 
rary people,  and  still  less  with  the  gentry  of  the  west  country,  the  two 
sets  that  he  most  frequented.     Mr.  Thomas  Grierson  was  at  that  time 
a  clerk  of  my  father's      He  knew  Burns,  and  promised  to  ask  him  to  his 
lodgings  to  dinner,  but  had  no  opportunity  to  keep  his  word  ;  otherwise  I 
might  have  seen  more  of  this  distinguished  man.    As  it  was,  I  saw  him 
one  day  at  the  late  venerable  Professor  Fcrgusson's,  where  there  were  se- 
veral gentlemen  of  literary  reputation,  among  whom  I  remember  the  cele- 
brated Mr.  Dugald  Stewart    Of  course  we  youngsters  sat  silent,  looked, 
and  listened.  The  only  thing  I  remember  which  was  remarkable  in  Bums*s 
manner,  was  the  effect  produced  upon  him  by  a  print  of  Bunbury  s,  re- 
presenting a  soldier  lying  dead  on  the  snow,  his  dog  sitting  in  misery  on 
one  side, — on  the  other,  his  widow,  with  a  child  in  her  arms.    These  unet 
were  written  beneath, — 

**  Cold  on  Canadian  bills,  or  Minden*i  plain, 
Perhaps  diat  parent  wept  her  soldier  slain — 
Bent  o*er  her  oabe,  ber  eye  dissolved  in  dew. 
The  big  drops,  mingling  with  the  milk  He  dreWy 

*  lIoniion*s  Bnmt,  voL  L  pp.  lauu,  UiiL 
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Omre  the  tad  presage  of  hii  future  jean, 
The  child  of  misery  baptized  in  tears." 

<<  Burns  seemed  much  affected  by  the  print,  or  rather  the  ideas  which 
it  suggested  to  his  mind.  He  actually  shed  tears.  He  asked  whose  the 
lines  were,  and  it  chanced  tliat  nobody  but  myself  remembered  that  they 
occur  in  a  half-forgotten  poem  of  Langhome's,  called  by  the  unpromising 
title  of  The  Justice  of  Peace.  I  whispered  my  information  to  a  friend 
present,  who  mentioned  it  to  Bums,  who  rewarded  me  with  a  look  and 
a  word,  which,  though  of  mere  civility,  I  then  received,  and  still  recollect, 
with  very  great  pleasure. 

"  His  person  was  strong  and  robust ;  his  manners  rustic,  not  clownish ; 
a  sort  of  dignified  plainness  and  simplicity,  which  received  part  of  its  ef- 
fect, perhaps,  from  one's  knowledge  of  his  extraordinary  talents.  His 
features  are  represented  in  Mr.  Nasmyth's  picture,  but  to  me  it  conveys 
the  idea,  that  they  are  diminished  as  if  seen  in  perspective.  I  think  his 
countenance  was  more  massive  than  it  looks  in  any  of  the  portraits.  I 
would  have  taken  the  poet,  had  I  not  known  what  he  was,  for  a  very  sa- 
gacious country  farmer  of  the  old  Scotch  school,  t.  e,  none  of  your  modem 
agriculturists,  who  keep  labourers  for  their  drudgery,  but  the  douce  gudt" 
man  who  held  his  own  plough.  There  was  a  strong  expression  of  sense  and 
shrewdness  in  all  his  lineaments;  the  eye  alone,  I  think,  indicated  the 
poetical  character  and  temperament  It  was  large,  and  of  a  dark  cast, 
which  glowed  (1  say  literally  gloiced)  when  he  spoke  with  feeling  or  inte- 
rest. I  never  saw  such  another  eye  in  a  human  head,  though  I  have  seen 
the  most  distinguished  men  of  my  time.  His  conversation  expressed  perfect 
self-confidence,  without  the  slightest  presumption.  Among  the  men  who 
were  the  most  learned  of  their  time  and  country,  he  expressed  himself 
with  perfect  firmness,  but  without  the  least  intrusive  forwardness;  and 
when  he  differed  in  opinion,  he  did  not  hesitate  to  express  it  firmly,  yet  at 
the  same  time  with  modesty.  I  do  not  remember  any  part  of  his  conver- 
sation distinctly  enough  to  be  quoted,  nor  did  I  ever  see  him  again,  except 
in  the  street,  where  he  did  not  recognise  me,  as  I  could  not  expect  he 
should.  He  was  much  caressed  in  Edinburgh,  but  (considering  what  lite- 
rary emoluments  have  been  since  his  day)  the  efforts  made  tot  his  relief 
were  extremely  trifling.  1  remember  on  this  occasion  I  mention,  I  thought 
Burns's  acquaintance  with  English  Poetry  was  rather  limited,  and  also,  that 
having  twenty  times  the  abilities  of  Allan  Ramsay  and  of  Ferguson,  he 
talked  of  them  with  too  much  humility  as  his  models ;  there  was,  doubt- 
less, national  predilection  in  his  estimate.  Tliis  is  all  I  can  tell  you  about 
Bums.  I  have  only  to  add,  that  his  dress  corresponded  with  his  manner. 
He  was  like  a  farmer  dressed  in  his  best  to  dine  with  the  Laird.  I  do  not 
Ispeak  in  malum  partem^  when  I  say,  I  never  saw  a  man  in  company  with 
his  superiors  in  station  and  information,  more  perfectly  free  from  either 
the  reality  or  the  affectation  of  embarrassment.  I  was  told,  but  did  not 
observe  it,  that  his  address  to  females  was  extremely  deferential,  and  al- 
ways with  a  tum  either  to  the  pathetic  or  humorous,  which  engaged  their 
attention  particularly.  I  have  heard  the  late  Duchess  of  Gordon  remark 
this. — I  do  not  know  any  thing  I  can  add  to  these  recollections  of  forty 
years  since." — 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Bums  made  his  first  appearance  at  a  period 
highly  favourable  for  his  reception  as  a  British,  and  especially  as  a  Scottish  • 
poet.    l^ear]y  forty  yean  had  elapsed  since  the  death  of  Thomtoa :— 
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CoIUti%  GffftT,  Goldsmith*  had  succeMivelj  disappeared : — Dr.  Johnson 
had  belied  the  rich  promise  of  his  early  appearance,  and  confined  him- 
self  to  prose ;  and  Cowper  had  hardly  begun  to  be  recognized  as  having 
any  considerable  pretensions  to  fill  the  long- vacant  throne  in  England.  At 
home^without  derogation  from  the  merits  either  of  Doughs  or  the  3ftn- 
9l9^  be  it  said — ^men  must  have  gone  back  at  least  three  centuries  to  find 
a  Scottish  poet  at  all  entitled  to  be  considered  as  of  that  high  order  to  which 
the  generous  criticism  of  Mackenzie  at  once  admitted  '<  the  Ayrshire 
Ploughman.*'  Of  the  form  and  garb  of  his  composition,  much,  unquestion- 
ably and  avowedly,  was  derived  from  his  more  immediate  predecessors, 
Ramsay  and  Ferguson  :  but  there  was  a  bold  mastery  of  hand  in  his  pic- 
turesque descriptions,  to  produce  any  thing  equal  to  which  it  was  neces- 
sary to  recall  the  days  of  Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green^  and  Peebles  to  the 
Play  ;  and  in  his  more  solemn  pieces,  a  depth  of  inspiration,  and  a  massive 
energy  of  language,  to  which  the  dialect  of  his  country  had  been  a  stranger, 
at  leASt  since  **  Dunbar  the  Mackar.*'  The  Muses  of  Scotland  had  never 
indeed  been  silent ;  and  the  ancient  minstrelsy  of  the  land,  of  which  a  slen- 
der portion  had  as  yet  been  committed  to  the  safeguard  of  the  press,  was 
handed  from  generation  to  generation,  and  preserved,  in  many  a  fragment, 
faithful  images  of  the  peculiar  tenderness,  and  peculiar  humour,  of  die  na- 
tkmaA  fiincy  and  character — ^precious  representations,  which  Bums  himself 
never  surpassed  in  his  happiest  efforts.  But  these  were  fragments ;  and 
with  a  scanty  handful  of  exceptions,  the  best  of  them,  at  least  of  the  seri- 
oiis  kind*  were  very  ancient  Among  the  numberless  effusions  of  the 
Jacobite  Muse,  valuable  as  we  now  consider  them  for  the  record  of  man- 
aera  and  events,  it  would  be  difficult  to  point  out  half-a-dozen  strains 
worthy,  for  poetical  excellence  alone,  of  a  place  among  the  old  chivalrous 
ballads  of  the  Southern,  or  even  of  the  Highland  Border.  Generations  had 
paaaed  away  since  any  Scottish  poet  had  appealed  to  the  sympathies  of  his 
oountrymen  in  a  lofly  Scottish  strain. 

The  dialect  itself  had  been  hardly  dealt  with.  "  It  is  my  opinion,"  said 
Dr.  Geddesy  *<  that  those  who,  for  almost  a  century  past,  have  written  in 
Scotch,  Allan  Ramsay  not  excepted,  have  not  duly  discriminated  the  ge- 
nuine idiom  from  its  vulgarisms.  They  seem  to  have  acted  a  similar  part 
to  certain  pretended  imitators  of  Spenser  and  Milton,  who  fondly  imagine 
that  they  are  copying  from  these  great  models,  when  they  only  mimic  their 
antique  mode  of  speUing,  their  obsolete  terms,  and  their  irregular  construc- 
tkma."  And  although  I  cannot  well  guess  what  the  doctor  considered  as 
the  irregular  constructions  of  Milton,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  general 
juttioe  of  his  observations.  Ramsay  and  Ferguson  were  both  men  of  hum- 
ble condition,  the  latter  of  the  meanest,  the  former  of  no  very  elegant 
habits ;  and  the  dialect  which  had  once  pleased  the  ears  of  kings, '  who 
themselves  did  not  disdain  to  display  its  powers  and  elegances  in  verse, 
did  not  come  untarnished  through  their  hands.  Ferguson,  who  was  en- 
tirely town-bred,  smells  more  of  the  Cowgate  than  of  the  country ;  and 
pleaaing  as  Ramsay*s  rustics  are,  he  appears  rather  to  have  observed  the 
surfiioe  of  rural  manners,  in  casual  excursions  to  Pennycuikand  tlie  Hun- 
ter's Tryste,  than  to  have  expressed  the  results  of  intimate  knowledge  and 
sjmpathy.  His  dialect  was  a  somewhat  incongruous  mixture  of  the  Upper 
Ward  of"^  Lanarkshire  and  the  Luckenbooths  ;  and  he  could  neither  write 
English  verses,  nor  engraft  English  phraseology  on  his  Scotch,  without  be- 
traying a  lamentable  want  of  skill  in  the  use  of  his  instruments.   It  was  re*> 
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lerved  for  Bums  to  interpret  the  inmost  soul  of  the  Scottish  peaiftDt  in  all 
its  moods,  and  in  verse  exquisitely  and  intensely  Scottish,  without  degrad- 
ing either  his  sentiments  or  his  language  with  one  touch  of  vulgarity.  Such  it 
the  delicacy  of  native  taste,  and  the  power  of  a  truly  masculine  genius.  This 
is  the  more  remarkable,  when  we  consider  that  the  dialect  of  Bums't  na- 
tive district  is,  in  all  mouths  but  his  own,  a  peculiarly  offensive  one.  Tlie 
few  poets  *  whom  the  west  of  Scotland  had  produced  in  the  old  time,  were 
all  men  of  high  condition  ;  and  who,  of  course,  used  the  language,  not  of 
their  own  villages,  hue  of  Holyrood.  Their  productions,  moreover,  in  o 
far  as  they  have  been  produced,  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  peculiar  cha- 
racter and  feelings  of  the  men  of  the  west.  As  Burns  himself  has  said,— 
**  It  is  somewhat  singular,  that  in  Lanark,  Renfrew,  A}t,  &c.  there  is 
scarcely  an  old  song  or  tune,  which,  from  the  title,  &c  can  be  guessed  to 
belong  to,  or  be  the  production  of,  those  counties." 

The  history  of  Scottish  literature,  from  the  union  of  the  crowns  to  that 
of  the  kingdoms,  has  not  yet  been  made  the  subject  of  any  separate  work 
at  all  worthy  of  its  importance ;  nay,  however  much  we  are  indebted  to  the 
learned  labours  of  Pinkerton,  Irving,  and  others,  enough  of  the  general  ob- 
scurity of  which  Warton  complained  still  continues,  to  the  no  small  discre- 
dit of  so  accomplished  a  nation.  But  how  miserably  the  Uteraiure  of  the 
country  was  affected  by  the  loss  of  the  court  under  whose  immediate  pa- 
tronage it  had,  in  almost  all  preceding  times,  found  a  measure  of  protec- 
tion that  will  ever  do  honour  to  the  memory  of  the  unfortunate  house  of 
Stuart,  appears  to  be  indicated  with  sufficient  plainness  in  the  single  fact, 
that  no  man  can  point  out  any  Scottish  author  of  the  first  rank  in  all  the 
long  period  which  intervened  between  Buchanan  and  Hume.  The  re- 
moval of  the  chief  nobility  and  gentry,  consequent  on  the  Legislative  Union, 
appeared  to  destroy  our  last  hopes  as  k  separate  nation,  possessing  a  se- 
parate literature  of  our  own  ;  nay,  for  a  time,  to  have  all  but  extinguished 
the  flame  of  intellectual  exertion  and  ambition.  Long  torn  and  harassed 
by  religious  and  political  feuds,  this  people  had  at  last  heard,  as  many  be- 
lieved, the  sentence  of  irremediable  degradation  pronounced  by  the  lips  of 
their  own  prince  and  parliament  The  universal  spirit  of  Scotland  was 
humbled;  the  unhappy  insurrections  of  1715  and  1745  revealed  the  full 
extent  of  her  internal  disunion  ;  and  England  took,  in  some  respects,  mer- 
ciless advantage  of  the  fallen. 

Time,  however,  passed  on ;  and  Scotland,  recovering  at  last  from  the 
blow  which  had  stunned  her  energies,  began  to  vindicate  her  pretenstoos, 
in  the  only  departments  which  had  been  left  open  to  her,  with  a  zeal  and 
a  success  which  will  ever  distinguish  one  of  the  brightest  pages  of  her  his- 
tonr.  Deprived  of  every  national  honour  and  distinction  which  it  was  pos- 
sible to  remove — all  the  high  branches  of  external  ambition  lopped  oflT,— 
sunk  at  last,  as  men  thought,  effectually  into  a  province,  willing  to  take 
law  with  passive  submission,  in  letters  as  well  as  polity,  from  her  powerful 
sister — the  old  kingdom  revived  suddenly  from  her  stupor,  and  once  more 
asserted  her  name  in  reclamations  which  England  was  compelled  not  only 
to  hear,  but  to  applaud,  and  <*  wherewith  all  Europe  rung  from  side  to 
side,"  at  the  moment  when  a  national  poet  came  forward  to  profit  by  the 
reflux  of  a  thousand  half-forgotten  sympathies— amidst  the  full  joy  of  a 
tional  pride  revived  and  re-established  beyond  the  dream  of  hope. 

*  Soch  M  Kottedy,  8h«w,  Mootgomcry,  ind,  more  latdjr,  Haimlton  of  OUberdUd. 
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It  win  always  reflect  honour  on  the  galaxy  of  eminent  men  of  letters, 
who,  in  their  Tarious  departments,  shed  lustre  at  that  period  on  the  name 
of  Scotland,  that  they  suffered  no  pedantic  prejudices  to  interfere  with 
their  reception  of  Bums.  Had  he  not  appeared  personally  among  them, 
it  may  be  reasonably  doubted  whether  this  would  have  been  so.  They 
were  men,  generally  speaking,  of  very  social  habits  ;  living  together  in  a 
small  capital ;  nay,  almost  aVi  c/f  ^aku  ,  'a  •«  .itx)ut  one  street,  maintaining 
inendly  intercourse  continually ;  not  a  few  of  them  considerably  addicted 
to  the  pleasures  which  have  been  called,  by  way  of  excellence,  I  presume, 
convivial.  Bums's  poetry  might  have  procured  him  access  to  these  circles ; 
but  it  was  the  extraordinary  resources  he  displayed  in  conversation,  the 
strong  vigorous  sagacity  of  his  observations  on  life  and  manners,  the  splen- 
dour of  his  wit,  and  the  glowing  energy  of  his  eloquence  when  his  feelings 
were  stirred,  that  made  him  the  object  of  serious  admiration  among  these 
practised  masters  of  the  arts  of  talk.  There  were  several  of  them  who 
probably  adopted  in  their  hearts  the  opinion  of  Newton,  that  ''  poetry  is 
ingenious  nonsense."  Adam  Smith,  for  one,  could  have  had  no  very  ready 
respect  at  the  service  of  such  an  unproductive  labourer  as  a  maker  of  Scot- 
tish ballads ;  but  the  stateliest  of  these  philosophers  had  enough  to  do  to 
maintain  the  attitude  of  equality,  when  brought  into  personal  contact  with 
Bums*8  gigantic  understanding ;  and  every  one  of  tliem  whose  impressions 
on  the  subject  have  been  recorded,  agrees  in  pronouncing  his  conversation 
to  have  been  the  most  remarkable  thing  about  him.  And  yet  it  is  amus- 
ing enough  to  trace  the  lingering  reluctance  of  some  of  these  polished  scho- 
lars, about  admitting,  even  to  themselves,  in  his  absence,  what  it  is  cer- 
tain they  all  felt  su£Bciently  when  they  were  actually  in  his  presence.  It 
is  diffictdt,  for  example,  to  read  without  a  smile  that  letter  of  Mr.  Dugald 
Stewart,  in  which  he  describes  himself  and  Mr.  Alison  as  being  surprised 
to  discover  that  Bums,  afler  reading  the  latter  author's  elegant  E^^say  on 
ToMtR,  had  really  been  able  to  form  some  shrewd  enough  notion  of  the 
general  principles  of  the  association  of  ideas. 

Bums  would  probably  have  been  more  satisfied  with  himself  in  these 
learned  societies,  had  he  been  less  addicted  to  giving  free  utterance  in  con- 
versation to  the  very  feelings  which  formed  the  noblest  inspirations  of  his 
poetry.  His  sensibility  was  as  tremblingly  exquisite,  as  his  sense  was 
masculine  and  solid ;  and  he  seems  to  have  ere  long  suspected  that  the  pro- 
fessional metaphysicians  who  applauded  his  rapturous  bursts,  surveyed  them 
in  reality  with  something  of  the  same  feeling  which  may  be  supposed  to 
attend  a  skilful  surgeon's  inspection  of  a  curious  specimen  of  morbid  ana- 
tomy. Why  should  he  lay  his  inmost  heart  thus  open  to  dissectors,  who 
took  special  care  to  keep  the  knife  from  their  own  breasts  ?  I'he  secret 
Mush  that  overspread  his  haughty  countenance  when  such  suggestions  oc- 
ciired  to  him  in  his  solitary  hours,  may  be  traced  in  the  opening  lines  of  a 
diary  which  he  began  to  keep  ere  he  had  been  long  in  Edinburgh.  "  April 
9,  1787.— As  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  human  life  in  Edinburgh,  a 
great  many  characters  which  are  new  to  one  bred  up  in  the  shades  of  life, 
IS  I  have  been,  1  am  determined  to  take  down  my  remarks  on  the  spot 
Gray  observes,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Palgrave,  that,  v  half  a  word  fixed,  upon, 
or  near  the  spot,  is  worth  a  cart-load  of  recollection.'  I  don't  know  how 
it  is  with  the  world  in  general,  but  with  me,  making  my  remarks  is  by  no 
means  a  solitary  pleasure.  I  want  some  one  to  laugh  with  me,  some  one 
to  be  grave  with  me,  some  one  to  please  me  and  help  my  discriminationy 
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with  hii  or  her  own  remark,  and  at  times,  no  doubt,  to  admire  my  acitte- 
ness  and  penetration.  The  world  are  so  busied  with  selfish  pursuits,  am- 
bition, vanity,  interest,  or  pleasure,  that  very  few  think  it  worth  their  while 
to  make  any  observation  on  what  passes  around  them,  except  where  that 
observation  is  a  sucker,  or  branch,  of  the  darling  plant  they  are  rearing  in 
their  fancy.  Nor  am  I  sure,  notwithstanding  all  the  sentimental  flights  of 
novel-writers,  and  the  sage  philosophy  of  moralists,  whether  we  are  cap- 
able of  so  intimate  and  cordial  a  coalition  of  friendship,  as  that  one  man  may 
pour  out  his  bosom,  his  every  thought  and  floating  fancy,  his  very  inrooti 
soul,  with  unreserved  confidence,  to  another,  without  hazard  of  losing  part 
of  that  respect  which  man  deserves  from  man  ;  or,  from  the  unavoidable 
imperfections  attending  human  nature,  of  one  day  repenting  his  confidence. 
For  these  reasons  I  am  determined  to  make  these  pages  my  confidant. 
I  will  sketch  every  character  that  any  way  strikes  me,  to  the  best  of  mj 
power,  with  unshrinking  justice.  I  will  insert  anecdotes,  and  take  dowo 
remarks,  in  the  old  law  phrase,  without  feud  or  favour, — Where  I  hit  oo 
any  thing  clever,  my  own  applause  will,  in  some  measure,  feast  my  vanity  * 
and.  begging  Patroclus'  and  Achates'  pardon,  I  think  a  lock  and  key  a  se- 
curity, at  least  equal  to  the  bosom  of  any  friend  whatever."  And  the  same 
lurking  thorn  of  suspicion  peeps  out  elsewhere  in  this  complaint :  "  I  know 
not  how  it  is ;  I  find  I  can  win  liking — ^but  not  respect" 

^  Bums  (sa3rs  a  great  living  poet,  in  commenting  on  the  free  style  of  Dr. 
Currie)  was  a  man  of  extraordinary  genius,  whose  birth,  education,  and  em- 
ployments had  placed  and  kept  him  in  a  situation  far  below  that  in  which  the 
writers  and  readers  of  expensive  volumes  are  usually  found.  Critics  upon 
works  of  fiction  have  laid  it  down  as  a  rule  that  remoteness  of  place,  in 
fixing  the  choice  of  a  subject,  and  in  prescribing  the  mode  o£  treating  it,  is 
equal  in  effect  to  distance  of  time  ; — restraints  may  be  thrown  off  accord- 
ingly. Judge  then  of  the  delusions  which  artificial  distinctions  impoMb 
when  to  a  man  like  Dr.  Currie,  writing  with  views  so  honourable,  the  ao- 
cial  condition  of  the  individual  of  whom  he  was  treating,  could  seem  to 
place  him  at  such  a  distance  from  the  exalted  reader,  that  ceremony  might 
be  discarded  with  him,  and  his  memory  sacrificed,  as  it  were,  almost  with- 
out compunction.  This  is  indeed  to  be  crushed  beneath  the  furrow's 
weight."**  It  would  be  idle  to  suppose  that  the  feelings  here  ascribed,  and 
jusdy,  no  question,  to  the  amiable  and  benevolent  Currie,  did  not  ofVen 
find  their  way  into  the  bosoms  of  those  persons  of  superior  condition  and 
attainments,  with  whom  Bums  associated  at  the  period  when  he  first  e- 
merged  into  the  blaze  of  reputation ;  and  what  found  its  way  into  men*s 
bosoms  was  not  likely  to  avoid  betraying  itself  to  the  perspicacious  glance 
of  the  proud  peasant.  How  perpetually  he  was  alive  to  the  dread  of  beiqg 
looked  down  upon  as  a  man,  even  by  those  who  most  zealously  af^lauded 
the  works  of  his  genius,  might  perhaps  be  traced  through  the  whole  se* 
quenoe  of  his  letters.  When  writing  to  men  of  high  station,  at  least,  he 
preserves,  in  every  instance,  the  attitude  of  self-defence.  But  it  is  only 
m  his  own  secret  tables  that  we  have  the  fibres  of  his  heart  laid  bare;  and 
the  cancer  of  this  jealousy  is  seen  distinctly  at  its  painful  work :  kabmmmi 
reum  et  enn/Uentem,  **  There  are  few  of  the  sore  evils  under  the  tun  give 
me  more  uneasiness  and  chagrin  than  the  comparison  how  a  man  of  geniusi 
nay»  of  avowed  worth,  is  received  everywhere,  with  the  reoeptioD  which  a 
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mere  ordinary  character,  decorated  with  the  trappings  and  futile  distinct 
tions  of  fortune,  meets.  I  imagine  a  man  of  abilities,  his  breast  glowing 
with  honest  pride,  conscious  that  men  are  born  equal,  still  giving  honour 
to  whom  honour  is  due  ;  he  meets,  nt  a  great  man*s  table,  a  Squire  some- 
thing, or  a  Sir  somebody  ;  he  knows  the  noble  landlord,  at  heart,  gives  the 
bard,  or  whatever  he  is,  a  share  of  his  good  wishes,  beyond,  perhaps,  any 
one  at  table ;  yet  how  will  it  mortify  him  to  see  a  fellow,  whose  abili- 
.ties  would  scarcely  have  made  an  eightpenny  tailor,  and  whose  heart  is  not 
worth  three  farthings,  meet  with  attention  and  notice,  that  are  withheld 
from  the  son  of  genius  and  poverty  ?  The  noble  Glencairn  has  wounded 
me  to  the  soul  here,  because  I  dearly  esteem,  respect,  and  love  him.  He 
showed  so  much  attention — engrossing  attention,  one  day,  to  the  only 
blockhead  at  table,  (the  whole  company  consisted  of  his  lordship,  dunder- 
pate,  and  myself  A  that  I  was  within  half  a  point  of  throwing  down  my  gage 
of  contemptuous  defiance  ;  but  he  shook  my  hand,  and  looked  so  benevo- 
lently good  at  parting — God  bless  him !  though  I  should  never  see  him 
more,  I  shall  love  him  until  my  dying  day  I  I  am  pleased  to  think  I  am  so 
capable  of  the  throes  of  gratitude,  as  I  am  miserably  deficient  in  some  other 
virtues.  With  Dr  Blair  I  am  more  at  my  ease.  1  never  respect  him  with 
humble  veneration  ;  but  when  he  kindly  interests  himself  in  my  welfare,  or 
still  more,  when  he  descends  from  his  pinnacle,  and  meets  me  on  equal 
ground  in  conversation,  my  heart  overflows  with  what  is  called  liking. 
When  he  neglects  me  for  the  mere  carcass  of  greatness,  or  when  his  eye 
measures  the  difference  of  our  points  of  elevation,  I  say  to  myself,  with 
scarcely  any  emotion,  what  do  I  care  for  him,  or  his  pomp  either  ?*'  **  It 
is  not  easy  (says  Bums)  forming  an  exact  judgment  of  any  one :  but,  in 
my  opinion,  Dr.  Blair  is  merely  an  astonishing  proof  of  what  industry  and 
application  can  do.  Natural  parts  like  his  are  frequently  to  be  met  with  ; 
his  vanity  is  proverbially  known  among  his  own  acquaintances  ;  but  he  is 
lastly  at  the  head  of  what  may  be  called  fine  writing,  and  a  critic  of  the 
first,  the  very  first  rank  in  prose  ;  even  in  poetry  a  bard  of  nature's  mak- 
ing can  only  take  the  pass  of  him.  He  has  a  heart,  not  of  the  very  finest 
water,  but  far  from  being  an  ordinary  one.  In  short,  he  is  a  truly  worthy 
and  most  respectable  character.*' 

A  nice  speculator  on  the  *  follies  of  the  wise,*  D*lsraeli,  *  says — "  Once 
we  were  nearly  receiving  from  the  hand  of  genius  the  most  curious  sketches 
of  the  temper,  the  irascible  humours,  the  delicacy  of  soul,  even  to  its 
shadowiness,  from  the  warm  gbozzos  of  Bums,  when  he  began  a  diary  of 
his  heart — a  narrative  of  characters  and  events,  and  a  chronology  of  his 
emotions.  It  was  natural  for  such  a  creature  of  sensation  and  passion  to 
project  such  a  regular  task,  but  quite  impossible  to  get  through  it"  This 
most  curious  document,  it  is  to  be  observed,  has  not  yet  been  printed  en- 
tire. Another  generation  will,  no  doubt,  see  the  whole  of  the  confession ; 
however,  what  has  already  been  given,  it  may  be  surmised,  indicates  suf- 
ficiently the  complexion  of  Buras*s  prevailing  moods  during  his  momenta 
of  retirement  at  this  interesting  period  of  his  history.  It  was  in  such  a 
mood  (they  recurred  oflen  enough)  that  he  thus  reproached  "  Nature,  par- 
M  nature  :** — 

**  Thou  givett  the  ast  his  hide,  the  inail  his  shell ; 
The  inveDOiD*d  wasp  Tictorioui  guards  his  cell : 

*  D'IsracU  on  the  LUenrx  Cfacnicter,  vol  L  ^  196. 
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Bat,  oh  !  thou  bitter  stepmother,  and  hmrd. 

To  thr  Door  fencelew  naked  child,  the  bard.    •    . 

In  naiea  feeling  and  in  achinff  pride, 

He  bears  the  unbroken  blast  trom  erery  nde." 

No  blast  pierced  this  haughty  soul  so  sharply  as  the  contumely  of  conde- 
scension. 

One  of  tlie  poet*s  remarks,  when  he  first  came  to  Edinburgh,  has  been 
handed  down  to  us  by  Cromek. — It  was,  **  that  between  the  men  of  rustic 
life  and  the  polite  world  he  observed  little  difference — that  in  the  former, 
though  unpolished  by  fashion  and  unenlightened  by  science,  he  had  found 
much  observation,  and  much  intelligence — but  a  refined  and  accomplished 
woman  was  a  thing  almost  new  to  him,  and  of  which  he  had  formed  but  a 
very  inadequate  idea."  To  be  pleased,  is  the  old  and  the  best  receipt  how 
to  please  ;  and  there  is  abundant  evidence  that  Bums*8  success,  among  the 
high-bom  ladies  of  Edinburgh,  was  much  greater  than  among  the  **  stately 
patricians,'*  as  he  calls  them,  of  his  own  sex.  The  vivid  expression  of  one 
of  them  has  almost  become  proverbial — that  she  never  met  with  a  man, 
**  whose  conversation  so  completely  carried  her  off  her  feet,"  as  Biims*s^ 
The  late  Duchess  of  Gordon,  who  was  remarkable  for  her  own  conversa- 
tional talent,  as  well  as  for  her  beauty  and  address,  is  supposed  to  be  here 
referred  to.  But  even  here,  he  was  destined  to  feel  ere  long  something  of 
the  fickleness  of  fashion.  He  confessed  to  one  of  his  old  friends,  ere  the 
season  was  over,  that  some  who  had  caressed  him  the  most  zealously,  no 
longer  seemed  to  know  him,  when  he  bowed  in  passing  their  carriages, 
and  many  more  acknowledged  his  salute  but  coldly. 

It  is  but  too  true,  that  ere  this  season  was  over,  Burns  had  formed  con- 
nexions in  Edinburgli  which  could  not  have  been  regarded  with  much  ap- 
probation by  the  eminent  literati,  in  whose  society  his  debui  had  made  so 
powerful  an  impression.  But  how  much  of  tlie  blame,  if  serious  blame, 
indeed,  there  was  in  the  matter,  ought  to  attach  to  his  own  &stidious  jea- 
lousy— ^how  much  to  the  mere  caprice  of  human  favour,  we  have  scanty 
means  of  ascertaining :  No  doubt,  both  had  their  share ;  and  it  is  also  suf- 
ficiently apparent  that  there  were  many  points  in  Burns*8  conversational 
habits  which  men,  accustomed  to  the  delicate  observances  of  refined  so- 
ciety, might  be  more  willing  to  tolerate  under  the  first  excitement  of  per- 
sonal curiosity,  than  from  any  very  deliberate  estimate  of  the  claims  of  such 
a  genius,  under  such  circumstances  developed.  He  by  no  means  restricted 
his  sarcastic  observations  on  those  whom  he  encountered  in  the  world  to 
the  confidence  of  his  note-book  ;  but  startled  polite  ears  with  the  utterance 
of  audacious  epigrams,  far  too  witty  not  to  obtain  general  circulation  in  so 
small  a  society  as  that  of  the  northern  capital,  far  too  bitter  not  to  produce 
deep  resentment,  far  too  numerous  not  to  spread  fear  almost  as  widely  as 
admiration.  Even  when  nothing  was  farther  from  his  thoughts  than  to  in- 
flict pain,  his  ardour  oflen  carried  him  headlong  into  sad  scrapes ;  witness, 
for  example,  the  anecdote  given  by  Professor  Walker,  of  his  entering  into 
a  long  discussion  of  the  merits  of  the  popular  preachers  of  the  day,  at  the 
table  of  Dr.  Blair,  and  enthusiastically  avowing  his  low  opinion  of  all  tlic 
rest  in  comparison  with  Dr.  Blair*s  own  colleague  *  and  most  formidable 
rival — a  man,  certainly,  endowed  with  extraordinary  graces  of  voice  and 
manner,  a  generous  and  amiable  strain  of  feeling,  and  a  copious  flow  oi 
language  ;  but  having  no  pretensions  either  to  the  general  accomplishments 
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for  irliich  Blair  was  honoured  in  a  most  accomplished  society,  or  to  the 
polished  elegance  which  he  first  introduced  into  the  eloquence  of  the  Scot- 
tish pulpiL  Mr.  Wallcer  well  describes  the  unpleasing  effects  of  such  an 
tmxtpade ;  the  conversation  during  the  rest  of  the  evening,  *<  labouring  un« 
der  that  compubory  effort  which  was  unavoidable,  while  the  thoughts  of 
aU  were  full  of  the  only  subject  on  which  it  was  improper  to  speak."  Bums 
showed  his  good  sense  by  making  no  effort  to  repair  this  blunder  ;  but  years 
afterwards,  he  confessed  that  he  could  never  recall  it  without  exquisite 
pain.  Mr.  Walker  properly  says,  it  did  honour  to  Dr.  Blair  that  his  kind- 
ness remained  totally  unaltered  by  this  occurrence ;  but  the  Professor 
would  have  found  nothing  to  admire  in  tliat  circumstance,  had  he  not  been 
well  aware  q>{  the  rarity  of  such  good-nature  among  the  genus  irrUabilt  ai 
authors,  orators,  and  wits. 

A  specimen  (which  some  will  think  worse,  some  better)  is  thus  recorded 
by  Cromek : — **  At  a  private  breakfast,  in  a  literary  circle  of  Edinburgh, 
the  conversation  turned  on  the  poetical  merit  and  pathos  of  Grays  Elegy^ 
a  poem  of  which  he  was  enthusiastically  fond.  A  clergyman  present,  re- 
markable for  his  love  of  paradox  and  for  his  eccentric  notions  upon  every 
subject,  distinguished  himself  by  an  injudicious  and  ill-timed  attack  on  this 
exquisite  poem,  which  Biu-ns,  with  generous  warmth  for  the  reputation  of 
Gray,  mantftdly  defended.  As  the  gentleman's  remarks  viet^  rather  gene- 
ral than  specific.  Burns  urged  him  to  bring  forward  the  passages  which  he 
thought  exceptionable.  He  made  several  attempts  to  quote  the  poem,  but 
always  in  a  blundering,  inaccurate  manner.  Burns  bore  all  this  for  a  good 
while  with  his  usual  good-natured  forbearance,  till  at  length,  goaded  by 
the  fastidious  critioisnis  and  wretched  quibblings  of  his  opponent,  he  roused 
himself,  and  with  an  eye  flashing  contempt  and  indignation,  and  with  great 
vehemence  of  gesticulation,  he  thus  addressed  the  cold  critic : — *  Sir,  1  now 
perceive  a  man  may  be  an  excellent  judge  of  poetry  by  square  and  rule, 

aid  afler  all  be  a  d d  blockhead.*  " — Another  of  the  instances  may  be 

nentioned,  which  shew  the  poet  s  bluntness  of  manner,  and  how  true  tlie 
remark  afterwards  made  by  Mr.  Ramsay  is,  tliat  in  the  game  o^  society  he 
did  not  know  when  to  play  on  or  off.  While  the  second  edition  of  his  Poems 
was  passing  through  the  press,  Burns  was  favoured  with  many  critical  sug- 
gestions and  amendments ;  to  one  of  which  only  he  attended.  Blair,  read- 
ing over  with  him,  or  hearing  him  recite  (which  he  delighted  at  all  times 
IB  doing)  his  Holy  Fuir^  stopped  him  at  the  stanza — 

Now  tt*  the  conin«pratioQ  oVr 

I«  nQent  expectation, 
for  Kusiel  speels  tlie  holy  door 

H'i'  tidtngs  o*  Salvaiion, — 

Nay,  said  the  Doctor,  read  damnatiotu  Burns  improved  the  wit  of  this 
verse,  undoubtedly,  by  adopting  the  emendation ;  but  he  gave  another 
strange  specimen  of  want  of  tact,  when  he  insisted  that  Dr.  Blair,  one  of 
the  most  scrupulous  observers  of  clerical  propriety,  should  permit  him  to 
acknowledge  the  obligation  in  a  note. 

But  to  pass  from  these  trifles,  it  needs  no  efibrt  of  imagination  to  con- 
ceive what  the  sensations  of  an  isolated  set  of  scholars  (almost  all  either 
clergymen  or  professors)  must  have  been  in  the  presence  of  this  big-boned, 
black-browed,  brawny  stranger,  with  his  great  Hashing  eyes,  who,  bavins 
(breed  his  wi^  among  them  from  the  plough-tail  at  a  sin^  stride,  mam 
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fetted,  in  the  whole  strain  of  his  bearing  and  conversation,  a  most  thorongli 
conviction,  that,  in  the  society  of  the  most  eminent  men  of  his  nation,  lie 
was  exactly  where  he  was  entitled  to  be ;  hardly  deigned  to  flatter  them 
by  exhibitmg  even  an  occasional  symptom  of  being  flattered  by  their  no- 
tice ;  by  turns  calmly  measured  himself  against  the  roost  cultivated  under* 
standings  of  his  time  in  discussion ;  overpowered  the  ban  mott  of  the  most 
celebrated  convivialists  by  broad  Hoods  of  merriment,  impregnated  with  all 
the  burning  life  of  genius  ;  astounded  bosoms  habitually  enveloped  in  the 
thrice-piled  folds  of  social  reserve,  by  compelling  them  to  tremble — nay  to 
tremble  visibly — beneath  the  fearless  touch  of  natural  pathos ;  and  all  this 
without  indicating  the  smallest  willingness  to  be  ranked  among  those  pro- 
fessional ministers  o£  excitement,  who  are  content  to  be  paid  in  money  and 
smiles  for  doing  what  the  spectators  and  auditors  would  be  ashamed  if  do- 
ing in  their  own  persons,  even  if  they  had  the  power  of  doing  it ;  and, — 
last  and  probably  worst  o£  all, — Who  was  known  to  be  in  the  habit  of  en- 
livening societies  which  they  would  have  scorned  to  approach,  still  more 
frequently  than  their  own,  with  eloquence  no  less  magnificent ;  with  wit  in 
all  likelihood  still  more  daring ;  oflen  enough,  as  the  superiors  whom  he 
fronted  without  alarm  might  have  guessed  from  the  beginning,  and  had, 
ere  long,  no  occasion  to  guess,  with  wit  pointed  at  themselves. 

The  lawyers  of  Edinburgli,  in  whose  wider  circles  Bums  figured  at  his 
outset,  with  at  least  as  much  success  as  among  the  professional  literati^ 
were  a  very  different  race  of  men  from  these  ;  they  would  neither,  I  take 
it,  have  pardoned  rudeness,  nor  been  alarmed  by  wit.  Rut  being,  in  those 
days,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  members  of  the  landed  aristocracy  of  the 
country,  and  forming  by  far  the  most  influential  body  (as  indeed  they  still 
do)  in  the  society  of  Scotland,  they  were,  perhaps,  as  proud  a  set  of  men 
as  ever  enjoyed  the  tranquil  pleasures  of  unquestioned  superiority.  ^*hat 
their  haughtiness,  as  a  body,  was,  may  be  guessed,  when  we  know  that  in- 
ferior birth  was  reckoned  a  fair  and  legitimate  ground  for  excluding  any 
man  from  the  bar.  In  one  remarkable  instance,  about  this  very  time,  a 
num  of  very  extraordinary  talents  and  accomplishments  was  chiefly  opposed 
in  a  long  and  painful  struggle  for  admission,  and,  in  reality,  lor  no  reasons 
but  those  I  have  been  alluding  to,  by  gentlemen  who  in  the  sequel  stood 
at  the  very  head  of  tlie  Whig  party  in  Edinburgh ;  *  and  the  same  aristo- 
cratical  prejudice  has,  within  the  memory  of  the  present  generation,  kept 
more  persons  of  eminent  qualifications  in  the  background,  for  a  season* 
than  any  English  reader  would  easily  believe.  To  this  body  belonged 
nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  those  **  patricians,"  whose  stateliness  Bums  so 
long  remembered  and  so  bitterly  resented.  It  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
weu  for  him  had  stateliness  been  the  worst  fault  of  their  manners.  Wine- 
bibbing  appears  to  be  in  most  regions  a  favourite  indulgence  with  those 
whose  brains  and  lungs  are  subjected  to  the  severe  exercises  of  legal  study 
and  forensic  practice.  To  tliis  day,  more  traces  of  these  old  habits  linger 
about  the  inns  of  court  than  in  any  other  section  of  London.  In  Dublin 
and  Edinburgh,  the  barristers  are  even  now  eminently  convival  bodies  of 
men  ;  but  among  the  Scotch  lawyers  of  the  time  of  Bums,  the  prindi^  ^ 
joUity  was  indeed  in  its  «*  high  and  palmy  state.**  He  partook  lai^y  in 
those  tavern  scenes  of  audacious  hilarity,  which  then  soothed,  as  a  matter 

*  Mr.  John  Wild,  m  of  i  Tobacoonist  in  the  High  Sutet,  Edinburch.    Ht  aunt  lo  bs 
fnfmnt9i  Ginl  Uw  ki thai  Uniftni^ ;  but^kith*  «ii,was  tbo  iii  minnmif  sHhiyifi 
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of  course,  the  arid  labours  of  the  northern  noblesse  de  la  robe*  The  tavern- 
life  is  now-a-days  nearly  extinct  every  where ;  but  it  was  then  in  full 
vigour  in  Edinburgh,  and  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Bums  rapidly  fami- 
liarized himself  with  it  during  his  residence.  He  had»  afler  all,  tasted  but 
rarely  of  such  excesses  while  in  Ayrshire.  So  little  are  we  to  consider 
his  Sooteh  Drinks  and  other  jovial  strains  pf  the  early  period,  as  conveying 
any  thing  like  a  fair  notion  of  his  actual  course  of  life,  that  **  Auld  Nanse 
Tinnock,"  or  **  Poosie  Nancie,*'  the  Mauchline  landlady,  is  known  to  have 
expressed,  amusingly  enough,  her  surprise  at  the  style  in  which  she  found 
her  name  celebrated  in  the  Kilmarnock  edition,  saying,  **  that  Robert 
Burns  might  be  a  very  clever  lad,  but  he  certainly  was  regardless^  as,  to  the 
best  of  her  belief,  he  had  never  taken  three  half-mutchkms  in  her  house  in 
all  his  life."  And  in  addition  to  Gilbert's  testimony  to  the  same  purpose^ 
we  have  on  record  that  of  iMr.  Archibald  Bruce,  a  gentleman  of  great 
worth  and  discernment,  tliat  he  had  observed  Burns  closely  during  that 
period  of  his  life,  and  seen  him  '*  steadily  resist  such  solicitations  and  al- 
lurements to  excessive  convivial  enjoyment  as  hardly  any  other  person  could 
have  withstood.*' — The  unfortunate  Heron  knew  Burns  well ;  and  himself 
mingled  largely  in  some  of  the  scenes  to  which  he  adverts  in  the  following 
strong  language  :  —  <*  Tlie  enticements  of  pleasure  too  oflen  unman  our  vir- 
tuous resolution,  even  while  we  wear  the  air  of  rejecting  them  with  a  stem 
brow.  We  resist,  and  resist,  and  resist ;  but,  at  last,  suddenly  turn,  and 
passionately  embrace  the  enchantress.  The  bucks  of  Edinburgh  accom- 
plished, in  regard  to  Bums,  that  in  which  the  boors  of  Ayrshire  had  failed. 
Afler  residing  some  months  in  Edinburgh,  he  began  to  estrange  himself, 
not  altogether,  but  in  some  measure,  from  graver  friends.  Too  many  of 
his  hours  were  now  spent  at  the  tables  of  persons  who  delighted  to  urge 
conviviality  to  drunkenness — in  the  tavern — and  in  the  brothel."  It  would 
be  idle  now  to  attempt  passing  over  these  things  in  silence ;  but  it  could 
lerve  no  good  purpose  to  dwell  on  them.  During  this  winter.  Bums  con- 
tinued to  lodge  with  John  Richmond,  indeed,  to  share  his  bed ;  and  we 
have  the  authority  of  this,  one  of  the  earliest  and  kindest  friends  of  the 
poet,  for  the  statement,  that  while  he  did  so,  '*  he  kept  good  hours."  He 
removed  aflerwards  to  the  house  of  Mr.  William  Nicoll,  one  of  the  teachers 
of  the  High  School  of  Edinburgh.  Nicoll  was  a  man  of  quick  parts  and 
considerable  laming — who  had  risen  from  a  rank  as  humble  as  Bums*s : 
from  the  beginning  an  enthusiastic  admirer,  and,  ere  long,  a  constant  associ- 
ate of  the  poet,  and  a  most  dangerous  associate  ;  for,  with  a  warm  heart, 
the  num  united  an  irascible  temper,  a  contempt  of  the  religious  institutions 
of  his  country,  and  an  occasional  propensity  for  the  bottle.  Of  Nicoll's 
letters  to  Burns,  and  about  him,  I  have  seen  many  that  have  never  been, 
and  probably  that  never  will  be,  printed— cumbrous  and  pedantic  effusions, 
exhibiting  nothing  that  one  can  imagine  to  have  been  pleasing  to  the  poet, 
except  a  rapturous  adnuration  of  his  genius.  This  man,  nevertheless,  was, 
I  suspect,  very  far  from  being  an  unfavourable  specimen  of  the  society  to 
which  Heron  thus  alludes : — ^*  He  (the  poet)  steered  himself  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  a  race  of  miserable  beings,  who  were  proud  to  tell  that  they 
had  been  m  company  with  Burns,  and  had  seen  Bums  as  loose  and  as 
foolish  as  themselves.  He  was  not  yet  irrecoverably  lost  to  temperance 
and  moderation  ;  but  he  was  already  almost  too  much  captivated  with  their 
wanton  revels,  to  be  ever  more  won  back  to  a  faithful  attachment  to  their 
more  sober  charms."  Heron  adds—"  He  now  also  began  to  contract  fKNnft- 
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thing  of  new  arrogance  in  conversation.  Accustomed  to  be,  among  his 
favourite  associates,  what  is  vulgarly,  but  expressively  called,  the  cock  of 
the  company,  he  could  scarcely  refrain  from  indulging  in  similar  freedom 
and  dictatorial  decision  of  talk,  even  in  the  presence  of  persons  who  could 
less  patiently  endure  his  presumption  ;"  *  an  account  ex  facie  probable,  and 
which  sufficiently  tallies  with  some  hints  in  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart's  descrip- 
tion of  the  poet's  manners,  as  he  first  observed  him  at  Catrine,  and  with 
one  or  two  anecdotes  already  cited  from  Walker  and  Cromek. 

Of  these  failings,  and  indeed  of  all  Bums's  failings,  it  may  be  safely  as- 
serted, that  there  was  more  in  his  history  to  account  and  apologize  for 
them,  than  can  be  alleged  in  regard  to  almost  any  other  great  man's  imper- 
fections. We  have  seen,  how,  even  in  his  earliest  days,  the  strong  thirst 
of  distinction  glowed  within  him — ^how  in  his  first  and  rudest  rhymes  he 
sung, 

" to  be  great  is  charming  ;** 

and  we  have  also  seen,  that  the  display  of  talent  in  conversation  was  the 
first  means  of  distinction  that  occurred  to  him.  It  was  by  that  talent  that 
he  first  attracted  notice  among  his  fellow  peasants,  and  afler  he  mingled 
with  the  first  Scotsmen  of  his  time,  this  talent  was  still  that  which  appear- 
ed the  most  astonishing  of  all  he  possessed.  What  wonder  that  he  should 
delight  in  exerting  it  where  he  could  exert  it  the  most  freely — where  there 
was  no  check  upon  a  tongue  that  had  been  accustomed  to  revel  in  the  li- 
cense of  village- mastery  ?  where  every  sally,  however  bold,  was  sure  to  be 
received  with  triumphant  applause — where  there  were  no  claims  to  rival 
his — no  proud  brows  to  convey  rebuke,  above  all,  perhaps,  no  grave  eyes 
to  convey  regret  '^ 

But  these,  assuredly,  were  not  the  only  feelings  that  influenced  Bums : 
In  his  own  letters,  written  during  his  stay  in  Edinburgh,  we  have  the  best 
evidence  to  the  contrary.  He  shrewdly  suspected,  from  the  very  begin- 
ning, that  the  personal  notice  of  the  great  and  the  illustrious  was  not  to  be 
as  lasting  as  it  was  eager :  he  foresaw,  that  sooner  or  later  he  was  destined 
to  revert  to  societies  less  elevated  above  the  pretensions  of  his  birth  ;  and, 
though  his  jealous  pride  might  induce  him  to  record  his  suspicions  in  lan- 
guage ratlier  too  strong  than  too  weak,  it  is  quite  impossible  to  read  what 
he  wrote  without  believing  that  a  sincere  distrust  lay  rankling  at  the  mots 
of  his  heart,  all  the  while  that  he  appeared  to  be  surrounded  with  an  at- 
mosphere of  joy  and  hope.  On  the  15th  of  January  1787,  we  find  him 
thus  addressing  his  kind  patroness,  Mrs.  Dunlop  : — **  You  are  afraid  I  shall 
grow  intoxicated  with  my  prosperity  as  a  poet.  Alas  !  Madam,  1  know 
myself  and  the  world  too  well.  I  do  not  mean  any  airs  of  affected  modesty ; 
I  am  willing  to  believe  that  my  abilities  deserved  some  notice  ;  but  in  a 
most  enlightened,  informed  age  and  nation,  when  poetry  is  and  has  been 
the  study  of  men  of  the  first  natural  genius,  aided  with  all  the  powers  of 
polite  learning,  polite  books,  and  polite  company — to  be  dragged  forth  to 
the  full  glare  of  learned  and  polite  observation,  with  all  my  imperfections 
of  awkward  rusticity,  and  crude  unpolished  ideas,  on  my  head, — I  assure 
you,  Madam,  I  do  not  dissemble,  when  1  tell  you  I  tremble  for  tlie  conse* 

auences.     The  novelty  of  a  poet  in  my  obscure  situation,  without  any  of 
^ote  advantages  which  are  reckoned  necessary  for  that  character,  at  least 

*  Hcratti  p.  S8. 
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at  this  titn;:  of  day,  lias  raised  a  partial  tide  o?  public  notice,  which  hat 
borne  me  to  a  height  where  I  am  absolutely,  feelingly  certain,  my  abilities 
are  inadequate  to  support  me ;  and  too  surely  do  I  see  that  time,  when  the 
same  tide  will  leave  me,  and  recede  perhaps  as  far  below  the  mark  of 
truth.  ...  1  mention  this  once  for  all,  to  disburden  my  mind,  and  I 
do  not  wish  to  hear  or  say  any  more  about  it  But — '  When  proud  for- 
tune's ebbing  tide  recedes,'  you  will  bear  me  witness,  that  when  my  bubble 
of  fame  was  at  the  highest,  I  stood  unintoxicated  with  the  inebriating  cup 
in  my  hand,  looking  forward  with  rueful  resolve." — And  about  the  same 
time,  to  Dr.  Moore  : — **  The  hope  to  be  admired  for  ages  is,  in  by  fiir  the  * 
greater  part  of  those  even  who  are  authors  of  repute,  an  unsubstantial 
dream.  For  my  part,  my  first  ambition  was,  and  still  my  strongest  wish 
is,  to  please  my  compeers,  the  rustic  inmates  of  the  hamlet,  while  ever- 
changing  language  and  manners  shall  allow  me  to  be  relished  and  under- 
stood. I  am  very  willing  to  admit  that  I  have  some  poetical  abilities  ;  and 
as  few,  if  any  writers,  either  moral  or  poetical,  are  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  classes  of  mankind  among  whom  I  have  chiefly  mingled,  I  may 
have  seen  men  and  manners  in  a  different  phasis  from  what  is  common, 

which  may  assist  originality  of  thought I  scorn  the  affecta- 

ti<m  of  seeming  modesty  to  cover  self-conceit.  That  I  have  some  merit,  I 
do  not  deny ;  but  I  see,  with  frequent  wringings  of  heart,  that  tlie  novelty 
of  my  character,  and  the  honest  national  prejudice  of  my  countrymen,  have 
borne  me  to  a  height  altogether  untenable  to  my  abilities." — And  lastly* 
April  the  23d,  1787,  we  have  the  following  passage  in  a  letter  also  to  Dr. 
Moore : — "  I  leave  Edinburgh  in  the  course  of  ten  days  or  a  fortnight.  I 
shall  return  to  my  rural  shades,  in  all  likelihood  never  more  to  quit  them. 
I  have  formed  many  intimacies  and  friendships  here,  but  I  am  afraid  they  are 
all  of  too  tender  a  construction  to  bear  carriage  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles." 
One  word  more  on  the  subject  which  introduced  these  quotations : — Mr. 
Dugald  Stewart,  no  doubt,  hints  at  what  was  a  common  enough  complaint 
among  the  elegant  literati  of  Edinburgh,  when  he  alludes,  in  his  letter  to 
Currie,  to  the  <<  not  very  select  society"  in  which  Bums  indulged  himself. 
But  two  points  still  remain  somewhat  doubtful ;  namely,  whether,  show 
and  marvel  of  the  season  as  he  was,  the  "  A3rrshire  ploughman"  reaUy  had 
it  in  his  power  to  live  aluxiys  in  society  which  Mr.  Stewart  would  have  con- 
sidered as  *<  very  select ;"  and  secondly,  whether,  in  so  doing,  he  could 
have  foiled  to  chill  the  affection  of  those  humble  Ayrshire  friendis,  who,  hav- 
ing shared  with  him  all  that  they  possessed  on  his  first  arrival  m  the  metro- 
polis, faithfully  and  fondly  adhered  to  him,  afler  the  springtide  of  fashion- 
able favour  did,  as  he  foresaw  it  would  do,  "  recede ;"  and,  moreover,  per- 
haps to  provoke,  among  the  higher  circles  themselves,  criticisms  more  dis- 
tasteful to  his  proud  stomach,  than  any  probable  consequences  of  the  course 
of  conduct  which  he  actually  pursued.  The  second  edition  of  Bums's 
poems  was  published  early  in  March,  by  Creech ;  there  were  no  less  than 
1500  subscribers,  many  of  whom  paid  more  than  the  shop-price  of  the  vo- 
lume. Although,  therefore,  the  final  settlement  with  the  bookseller  did  not 
take  place  till  nearly  a  year  afler.  Bums  now  found  himself  in  possession 
of  a  considerable  sum  of  ready  money ;  and  the  first  impulse  of  his  mind 
was  to  visit  some  of  the  classic  scenes  of  Scottish  history  and  romance.  He 
had  as  yet  seen  but  a  small  part  of  his  own  country,  and  this  by  no  means 
among  the  most  interesting  of  her  districts,  until,  indeed,  his  own  poetry 
made  it  equal,  on  that  score,  to  anj  others— *<  The  appeUatiou  of  ^  S^\.>iS:&L 
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bard  is  by  &r  my  highest  pride ;  to  continue  to  deserve  it,  is  my  most  ex- 
alted ambition.  Sa>tti8h  scenes,  and  Scottish  story,  are  the  themes  I 
could  wish  to  sing.  I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it  in  my  power, 
unplagued  with  the  routine  of  business,  for  which,  Heaven  knows,  I  am 
unfit  enough,  to  make  leisurely  pilgrimages  through  Caledonia ;  to  sit  on 
the  fields  of  her  battles,  to  wander  on  the  romantic  banks  of  her  rivers, 
and  to  muse  by  the  stately  towers  or  venerable  ruins,  once  the  honoured 
abodes  of  her  heroes.     But  these  are  Utopian  views/*  * 

The  magnificent  scenery  of  the  capital  itself  had  filled  him  with  extraor- 
dinary delight.  In  the  spring  mornings,  he  walked  very  often  to  the  top  of 
Arthur*8  Seat,  and,  lying  prostrate  on  the  turf,  surveyed  the  rising  of  the 
sun  out  of  the  sea,  in  silent  admiration  ;  his  chosen  companion  on  such  oc- 
casions being  that  ardent  lover  of  nature,  and  learned  artist,  Mr.  Alexander 
Nasmyth.  It  was  to  this  gentleman,  equally  devoted  to  the  fine  arts,  as  to 
liberal  opinions,  that  Bums  sat  for  the  portrait  engraved  to  Creech's  edi- 
tion, and  which  is  here  repeated.  Indeed,  it  has  been  so  oflen  repeated,  and 
has  become  so  familiar,  that  to  omit  it  now  would  be  felt  as  a  blank  equal 
almost  to  the  leaving  out  of  one  of  the  principal  poems.  The  poet*s  dress 
has  also  been  chronicled,  remarkably  as  he  then  appeared  in  the  first  hey- 
day of  his  reputation, — ^blue  coat  and  buff  vest,  with  blue  stripes,  (the 
Whig-livery),  very  tight  buckskin  breeches,  and  tight  jockey  boots. 

The  Braid  hills,  to  the  south  of  Edinburgh,  were  also  among  his  favourite 
morning  walks  ;  and  it  was  in  some  of  these  that  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart  tells 
us,  '<  he  charmed  him  still  more  by  his  private  conversation  than  he  had 
ever  done  in  company.'*  *<  He  was,"  adds  the  professor,  *<  passionately  fond 
of  the  beauties  of  nature,  and  I  recollect  once  he  told  me,  when  I  was  ad- 
miring a  distant  prospect  in  one  of  our  morning  walks,  that  the  sight  of  so 
many  smoking  cottages  gave  a  pleasure  to  his  mind  which  none  could  un- 
derstand who  had  not  witnessed,  like  himself,  the  happiness  and  the  worth 
which  they  contained.**  Bums  was  far  too  busy  wiUi  society  and  obserhi- 
tion  to  find  time  for  poetical  composition,  during  his  first  residence  in 
EUlinburgh.  Creech's  edition  included  some  pieces  of  great  merit,  which 
bad  not  been  previously  printed ;  but,  with  the  exception  of  the  AddresM  $0 
Edinburgh^  all  of  them  appear  to  have  been  written  before  he  lef^  Ayrshire. 
Several  of  them,  indeed,  were  very  early  productions  :  The  most  important 
additions  were,  Qeath  and  Doctor  Hornbook^  The  Brigs  of  Ayr^  The  Ordi» 
naihnf  and  the  Address  to  the  unco  Guid.  In  this  edition  also,  When  Guiid* 
ford  guid  our  pilot  stood^  made  its  first  appearance. 

The  evening  before  he  quitted  Edinburgh,  the  poet  addressed  a  let- 
ter to  Dr.  Blair,  in  which,  taking  a  most  respectful  farewell  of  him,  and 
expressing,  in  lively  terms,  his  sense  of  gratitude  for  the  kindness  he  had 
shown  him,  he  thus  recurs  to  his  own  views  of  his  own  past  and  future  con- 
dition :  "  I  have  ofVen  felt  the  embarrassment  of  my  singular  situation. 
However  the  metor-like  novelty  of  my  appearance  in  the  world  might  at- 
tract notice,  I  knew  very  well,  that  my  utmost  merit  was  far  unequal  to 
the  task  of  preservins  that  character  when  once  the  novelty  was  over.  I 
have  made  up  my  nund,  that  abuse,  or  almost  even  neglect,  will  not  sur- 
prise me  in  my  quarters." 

It  ought  not  to  be  omitted,  that  our  poet  bestowed  some  of  the  first  fruits 
of  Creech's  edition  in  the  erection  of  a  decent  tombstone  over  the  hitherto 

ID  Alit.  Danlom  Edinbargh^  f3il  Much  1787. 
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neglected  remabs  of  his  unfortttnate  predecessor,  Robert  Ferguson,  in  the 
Canongate  churchyard.  It  seems  also  due  to  him  here  to  insert  his  Address 
to  Edinburgh, — so  graphic  and  coroprehensiTey— as  the  proper  record  of 
the  feelings  engendered  in  his  susceptible  and  grateful  mind  by  the  kind- 
ness shown  to  him,  in  his  long  visit,  and  under  which  feelings  he  was  now 
about  to  quit  it  for  a  time. 

ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH. 


Eoiva!  SMfl«*«  dniiiig  leat ! 

AH  hail  thjr  pdaoai  and  towen, 
Wliere  oooe  DcnoUh  a  iiioiutfdi*^  feet 

Sat  legbUtioa*!  foroeign  pow*n  I 
FfBm  markmg  wildlir-icatterd  flowers, 

Ai  on  the  banks  or  Awr  I  stray'd. 
And  ringing,  lone,  the  ungerinc  hours, 

I  shdter  m  diy  honoiir*d  shade. 


Here  wealth  still  sweDs  the  golden  tide, 

As  bnsj  trade  his  laboars  plies ; 
There  architectiire*s  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splenaonr  rise ; 
Here  jtxstice,  from  her  natiye  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod ; 
There  learning,  with  his  eas^e  eyes. 

Seeks  science  in  her  ooj  iu>ode. 

Thy  Mma,  Ediva,  social,  kind, 

VVith  open  arms  the  stranger  hsil ; 
Thfir  Tiews  enlarged,  their  liberal  mind, 

Above  the  narrow,  rural  Tale ; 
Attentive  still  to  sorrow's  wail. 

Or  modest  merit's  silent  daim ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  fail  I 

And  never  envy  blot  their  name. 

T%v  dangfaters  brislit  thy  walks  adorn ! 

Gay  as  the  gilded  summer's  sky. 
Sweet  as  the  atmj  milk-white  thorn. 

Dear  as  the  raptured  thrill  of  Joy  I 
Fait  Burnet  strikes  th*  adoring  eye, 

Ueav'n's  beanties  oo  m  v  ikney  smne  s 
I  see  the  rire  of  love  <m  ^wj^v. 

And  own  Ms  work  indeed  divine  I 


There,  watching  his;fa  die  leaat  alarms, 

Thy  lou^  rude  rortress  ^eams  afiv  x 
Like  some  bold  vefran  grey  in  arms. 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  sear : 
The  pon'drous  wall  and  maasv  bar, 

Orim-risinff  o'er  die  rugged  rock : 
Have  oft  withstood  assaihne  war. 

And  oft  repeU'd  th'  invader*k  sbocL 

With  awe-struck  thought  and  pitying  tears 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  dome. 
Where  Scotia* t  kings  of  other  years. 

Famed  heroes,  had  their  royal  home. 
Alas  1  how  changed  the  times  to  come ! 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust ; 
Their  hapless  race  wild-wand'ring  roam ! 

Tbo'  rigid  law  cries  out,  'twas  ju>t ! 

Wnd  beats  my  heart  to  trace  your  steps, 

Whoee  ancestors  in  days  of  yore. 
Thro'  hostile  ranks  and  ruio'd  gaps 

Old  Seoiia's  bloody  lion  bore  s 
E'en  /  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  my  tires  have  left  their  shed. 
And  raced  grim  danger's  loudest  roar. 

Bold  following  wfoe  pour  &thers  led ! 

EmVA !  Seotia^t  darling  seat ! 

An  hail  thv  palaces  and  tow'rs. 
Where  once  boieath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  sov'rdgn  pow*rB ! 
From  marking  wildW-seatterd  flowers. 

As  on  the  banks  or  Avr  I  stra v'd. 
And  singing,  lone,  the  fing'ring  nooni 

I  shelter  m  diy  honoor'a  thada. 
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Mr.  Somerville,  the  clergjman  of  the  parish,  a  man,  and  a  gentleman,  out 
sadly  addicted  to  punning. 


*•  Jedburgh^  Saturday,  Was  presented  by  the  Magistrates  with  the  free- 
dom of  the  town.  Took  farewell  of  Jedburgh,  with  some  melancholy  sen- 
sations. 

«*  Monday^  May  14,  KeUo.  Dine  with  the  farmer's  club  -all  gentlemen 
talking  of  high  matters — each  of  them  keeps  a  hunter  from  iji^o  to  i  ^K\ 
value,  and  attends  the  fox-hunting  club  in  the  country.  (lO  out  with  Mr. 
Ker,  one  of  the  club,  and  a  friend  of  Mr.  Ainslie*8,  to  sleep.  In  his  mind 
and  manners,  Mr.  Ker  is  astonishingly  like  my  dear  old  friend  Robert  ?tlulr 
—Every  thing  in  his  house  elegant.  He  offers  to  accompany  me  in  my 
English  tour. 

"  Tuesday,  Dine  with  Sir  Alexander  Don ;  a  very  wet  day.  .  .  . 
Sleep  at  Mr.  KeFs  again,  and  set  out  next  day  for  Melrose — visit  Dryburgh, 
a  fine  old  ruined  abbey,  by  the  way.  Cross  the  Leader,  and  come  up  the 
Tweed  to  Melrose.  Dine  there,  and  visit  that  far-famed  glorious  ruin — 
Come  to  Selkirk  up  the  banks  of  Ettrick.  The  whole  country  hereabouts, 
both  on  Tweed  and  Ettrick,  remarkably  stony." 

He  wrote  no  verses,  as  far  as  is  known,  during  this  tour,  except  a  humor- 
ous Epistle  to  his  bookseller,  Creech,  dated  Selkirk,  13th  May.  in  this 
he  makes  complimentary  allusions  to  some  of  the  men  of  letters  who  were 
used  to  meet  at  breakfast  in  Creech's  apartments  in  those  days — whence 
the  name  of  Creecfis  Lette  ;  and  touches,  too,  briefly  on  some  of  the  sce- 
nery he  had  visited. 

**  Up  wimpling  itatdy  Tweed  Tve  sped. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettrick  banks  now  roarinf^  red. 

While  tennpcscs  blaw.** 

Bums  returned  to  Mauchline  on  the  8th  of  July.  It  is  pleasing  to  imagine 
the  delight  with  which  he  must  have  been  received  by  the  family  af^er  the 
absence  of  six  months,  in  which  his  fortunes  and  prospects  had  undenronc 
so  wonderful  a  change.  He  lefl  them  comparatively  unknown,  his  tehder- 
est  feelings  torn  and  wounded  by  the  behaviour  of  the  Armours,  and  so 
miserably  poor,  that  he  had  been  for  some  weeks  c  bliged  to  skulk  from  tlie 
Sheriff's  officers,  to  avoid  the  payment  of  a  paltry  debt  He  returned, 
his  poetical  fame  established,  the  whole  country  ringing  with  his  praises, 
from  a  capital  in  which  he  was  known  to  have  formed  the  wonder  and  de- 
light of  the  polite  and  the  learned  ;  if  not  rich,  yet  with  more  money  al- 
ready than  any  of  his  kindred  had  ever  hoped  to  see  him  possess,  and  with 
prospects  of  future  patronage  and  permanent  elevation  in  the  scale  of  so- 
ciety, which  might  have  dazzled  steadier  eves  than  those  of  maternal  and 
finatemal  affection.  The  prophet  had  at  last  honour  in  his  own  country : 
but  the  haughty  spirit  that  iiad  preserved  its  balance  in  Edinburgh,  was 
not  likely  to  lose  it  at  Mauchline  ;  and  we  have  him  writing  from  tht  auld 
day  higgm  on  the  18th  of  June,  in  terms  as  strongly  expressive  as  any 
that  ever  came  firom  his  pen,  of  that  jealous  pride  which  formed  the  ground- 
work of  his  character;  that  dark  suspiciousness  of  fortune,  which  the  sub- 
sequent course  of  his  history  too  well  justified ;  that  nervous  intolerance  of 
oondeacension,  and  consummate  scorn  of  meanness,  which  attended  him 
tkrofigh  life,  and  made  the  study  of  his  species,  for  which  nature  had  given 
him  such  extraordinary  qualifiosiioiis,  the  source  of  more  pain  than  was 
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greF'uwiUfiiwJimced  bj  the  exquisite  capacity  for  enjoyment  with  which 
he  was  abo  endowed.  There  are  few  of  his  letters  in  which  more  of  the 
dark  traits  of  his  spirit  come  to  light  than  m  the  following  extract : — 
*<  I  never,  my  fiiend,  thought  mankind  capable  of  any  thing  very  gene- 
rous ;  but  the  stateliness  of  the  patricians  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  servility 
of  my  plebeian  brethren,  (who,  perhaps,  formerly  eyed  me  askance),  since  I 
returned  home,  have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit  altogether  with  my  spe- 
cies. I  have  bought  a  pocket-Milton,  which  I  carry  perpetually  about  me, 
in  order  to  study  the  sentiments,  the  dauntless  magnanimity,  the  intrepid 
unyielding  independence,  the  desperate  daring,  and  noble  defiance  of  hard- 
ship, in  that  great  personage — Satan.  .  .  .  The  many  ties  of  acquaintance 
and  friendship  I  have,  or  think  1  have,  in  life — I  have  felt  along  the  lines, 
and,  d — n  them,  they  are  almost  all  of  them  of  such  frail  texture,  that  I 
am  sure  they  would  not  stand  the  breath  of  the  least  adverse  breeze  of 
fortune." 

Among  those  who  now  appeared  sufficiently  ready  to  court  his  society, 
were  the  family  of  Jean  Armour.  Bums's  regard  for  this  affectionate  young 
woman  had  outlived  his  resentment  of  her  father's  disavowal  of  him  in  the 
preceding  summer ;  and  from  the  time  of  this  reconciliation,  it  is  probable 
he  looked  forward  to  a  permanent  union  with  the  mother  o£  his  children. 

Bums  at  least  fancied  himself  to  be  busy  with  serious  plans  for  his  fu- 
ture establishment ;  and  was  very  naturally  disposed  to  avail  himself,  as  far 
as  he  could,  of  the  opportunities  of  travel  and  observation,  which  an  inter- 
val of  leisure  might  present.  Moreover,  in  spite  of  his  gloomy  language,  a 
'  specimen  of  which  has  just  been  quoted,  we  are  not  to  doubt  that  he  de- 
rived much  pleasure  from  witnessing  the  extensive  popularity  of  his  writ- 
ii^,  and  from  the  flattering  homage  he  was  sure  to  receive  in  his  own  per- 
son in  the  various  districts  of  his  native  country ;  nor  can  any  one  wonder 
that,  after  the  state  of  high  excitement  in  which  he  had  spent  the  winter 
snd  spring,  he,  fond  as  he  was  of  his  family,  and  eager  to  make  them  par- 
takers in  all  his  good  fortune,  should  have,  just  at  this  time,  found  himself 
incapable  cf  sitting  down  contentedly  for  any  considerable  period  together, 
in  so  humble  and  quiet  a  circle  as  that  of  Mossgiel.  His  appetite  for  wan- 
dering appears  to  have  been  only  sharpened  by  his  Border  excursion.  After 
remaining  a  few  days  at  home,  he  returned  to  Edinburgh,  and  thence  pro- 
ceeded on  another  short  tour,  by  way  of  Stirling,  to  Inverary,  and  so  back 
i^in,  by  Dumbarton  and  Glasgow,  to  Mauchline.  Of  this  second  excur- 
sion, no  journal  has  been  discovered ;  nor  do  the  extracts  from  his  corres- 
pondence, printed  by  Dr.  Currie,  appear  to  be  worthy  of  much  notice.  In 
one,  he  briefly  describes  the  West  Highlands  as  a  country  *^  where  savage 
streams  tumble  over  savage  mountains,  thinly  overspread  with  savage  flocks, 
which  starvingly  support  as  savage  inhabitants  :*'  and  in  anotner,  he  gives 
an  account  of  Jenny  Geddes  running  a  race  after  dinner  with  a  Highlander's 
pony — of  his  dancing  and  drinking  till  sunrise  at  a  gentleman's  house  on 
Loch  Lomond ;  and  of  other  similar  matters. — **  I  have  as  yet,"  says  he, 
"  fixed  on  nothing  with  respect  to  the  serious  business  of  life.  I  am,  just 
as  usual,  a  rhyming,  mason-making,  raking,  aimless,  idle  fellow.  However, 
I  shall  somewhere  have  a  farm  soon." 

In  the  course  of  this  tour.  Bums  visited  the  mother  and  sisters  of  his 
(Hend,  Gavin  Hamilton,  then  residing  at  Harvieston,  in  Clackmannanshire, 
in  die  inmaediate  neighbourhood  of  the  magnificent  scenery  of  Castle  Camp* 
bell,  and  the  vale  <^  Devon.    Castle  Campbell,  called  otherwise  the  Cam$ 
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qf  Gloom^  is  grandly  situated  in  a  gorge  of  the  Ochills,  commaiiding  aa 
extensive  view  of  Uie  plain  of  Stirling.  This  ancient  possession  of  the 
Argyll  family  was,  in  some  sort,  a  town-residence  of  those  chieftains  in  the 
days  when  Uie  court  was  usually  held  at  Stirling,  Linlithgow,  or  Falkland. 
The  castle  was  burnt  by  Montrose,  and  has  never  been  repaired.  The 
Cauldron  Linn  and  Rumbling  Brigg  of  the  Devon  lie  near  Castle  Camp- 
bell, on  the  verge  of  the  plain.  He  was  especially  delighted  with  one  of 
the  young  ladies ;  and,  according  to  his  usual  custom,  celebrated  her  in 
a  song,  in  which,  in  opposition  to  his  general  custom,  there  is  nothing  but 
the  respectfulness  o£  admiration. 

How  pleaMDt  the  banks  of  the  dear-windiog  Devon, 
With  green  spreading  bushes,  and  flowers  blooming  fair ; 

But  the  bonniest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the  Ayr. 

Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet  blushing  flower. 

In  the  say  rosj  mom  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew ! 
And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower. 

That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew. 

O  "PATe  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes, 

with  chill  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ! 
And  far  be  thou  distant^  thou  reptile  that  seiies 

The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  and  lawn  ! 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies. 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  rose ; 
A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  gr^^  valleys, 

M^here  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 

At  Harviestonbank,  also,  the  poet  first  became  acquainted  with  Miss 
Chalmers,  aflerwards  Mrs.  Hay,  to  whom  one  of  the  most  interesting  se- 
ries of  his  letters  is  addressed.  Indeed,  with  the  exception  of  his  letters  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop,  there  is,  perhaps,  no  part  of  his  correspondence  which  may 
be  quoted  so  uniformly  to  his  honour.  It  was  on  this  expedition  that, 
having  been  visited  with  a  high  flow  of  Jacobite  indignation  while  viewing 
the  neglected  palace  at  Stirling,  he  was  imprudent  enough  to  write  some 
verses  bitterly  vituperative  of  the  reigning  family  on  the  window  of  his 
inn.  These  verses  were  copied  and  talked  of;  and  although  the  next  time 
Burns  passed  through  Stirling,  he  himself  broke  the  pane  of  glass  contain- 
ing them,  they  were  remembered  years  aflerwards  to  his  disadvantage,  and 
even  danger. — As  these  verses  have  never  appeared  in  any  edition  of  his 
works  hitherto  published  in  Britain,  we  present  them  to  our  readers  as  a 
literary  curiosity. 

Here  once  in  triumph  Stuarts  reicnM, 
And  laws  for  Scotia  well  ordain*a ; 
But  now  unroof  M  their  palace  stands  | 
Their  sceptre*s  sway*d  by  other  haada. 

The  ipjured  Stuart  line  is  gone, 

A  race  outlandish  fills  the  tnrone ; — 

An  idiot  race,  to  honour  lost, 

M'ho  know  them  best,  despise  them  most. 

The  young  ladies  of  Harvieston  were,  according  to  Dr.  Currie,  surprised 
with  the  calm  manner  in  which  Bums  contemplated  their  fine  scenery  on 
Devon  water;  and  the  Doctor  enters  into  a  little  dissertation  on  the  subject, 
showing  that  a  man  of  Bums*s  lively  imagination  might  probably  have  form- 
ed  anticipations  which  the  realities  of  the  prospect  might  rather  disappoint 
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This  is  possible  enough ;  but  I  suppose  few  wUl  take  it  for  granted  that 
Bums  surveyed  any  scenes  either  of  beauty  or  of  grandeur  without  emo- 
tion, merely  because  he  did  not  choose  to  be  ecstatic  for  the  benefit  at  a 
company  ijif  young  ladies.  He  was  indeed  very  impatient  of  interruption 
on  such  occasions :  riding  one  dark  night  near  Carron,  his  companion  teased 
him  with  noisy  exclamations  of  delight  and  wonder,  whenever  an  opening 
in  the  wood  permitted  them  to  see  the  magnificent  glare  of  the  furnaces  ; 
*'  Look,  Bums  !  Good  Heaven  !  look  !  look  !  what  a  glorious  sight  !"— 
**  Sir,"  said  Bums,  clapping  spurs  to  Jenny  Geddes,  *'  1  would  not  hok  ! 
look  /  at  your  bidding,  if  it  were  the  mouth  of  hell !  '* 

Bums  spent  the  month  of  July  at  Mossgiel ;  and  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart, 
in  a  letter  to  Currie,  gives  some  recollections  of  him  as  he  then  appeared : 
— "  Notwithstanding  the  various  reports  1  heard  during  the  preceding  win- 
ter of  Burns's  predUection  for  convivial,  and  not  very  select  society,  I 
should  have  concluded  in  favour  of  his  habits  of  sobriety,  from  all  of  him 
that  ever  fell  imder  my  own  observation.  He  told  me  indeed  himself,  that 
the  weakness  of  his  stomach  was  such  as  to  deprive  him  entirely  of  any 
merit  in  his  temperance.  I  was,  however,  somewhat  alarmed  about  the 
effect  of  his  now  comparatively  sedentary  and  luxurious  life,  when  he  con- 
fessed to  me,  the  first  night  he  spent  in  my  house  after  his  winter's  cam- 
paign in  town,  that  he  had  been  much  disturbed  when  in  bed,  by  a  palpi- 
tation at  his  heart,  which,  he  said,  was  a  complaint  to  which  he  had  of  late 
become  subject.  In  the  course  of  the  same  season  1  was  led  by  curiosity 
to  attend  for  an  hour  or  two  a  Masonic  Lodge  in  Maucliline,  where  Cums 
[^resided.  He  had  occasion  to  make  some  short  unpremeditated  com- 
pliments to  different  individuals  from  whom  he  had  no  reason  to  expect  a 
visit,  and  every  thing  he  said  was  happily  conceived,  and  forcibly  as  well 
as  fluently  expressed.  His  manner  of  speaking  in  public  had  evidently  the 
marks  of  some  practice  in  extempore  elocution." 

In  August,  Burns  revisited  Stirlingshire,  in  company  with  Dr.  Adair,  of 
Harrowgate,  and  remained  ten  days  at  Harvieston.  He  was  received  with 
particular  kindness  at  Ochtertyre,  en  the  Teith,  by  Mr.  Ramsay  (a  friend 
of  Blacklock),  whose  beautiful  retreat  he  enthusiastically  admired.  His 
host  was  among  the  last  of  those  old  Scottish  Latinisls  who  began  with  Bu- 
chanan. Mr.  Ramsay,  among  other  eccentricities,  had  sprinkled  the  walls 
of  his  house  with  Latin  inscriptions,  some  of  them  highly  elegant;  and 
these  particularly  interested  Burns,  who  asked  and  obtained  copies  and 
translations  of  them.  This  amiable  man  (another  Monkbarns)  was  deeply 
read  in  Scottish  antiquities,  and  the  author  of  some  learned  essays  on  the 
elder  poetry  of  his  country.  His  conversation  must  have  delighted  any 
man  of  talents ;  and  Bums  and  he  were  mutually  charmed  with  each  other. 
Ramsay  advised  him  strongly  to  turn  his  attention  to  the  romantic  drama, 
and  proposed  the  Gentle  Shepherd  as  a  model :  he  also  urged  him  to  write 
Scoiiuk  Georgicgy  observing  that  Thomson  had  by  no  means  exhausted  that 
field.  He  appears  to  have  relished  both  hints.  **  But,"  says  Mr.  R.  *'  to 
have  executed  either  plan,  steadiness  and  abstraction  from  company  were 
Iran  ting." — Mr.  Ramsay  thus  writes  of  Bums  : — "  I  have  been  in  the  com- 
pany of  many  men  of  genius,  some  of  them  poets  ;  but  I  never  witnessed 
such  flashes  of  intellectual  brightness  as  from  him,  the  impulse  of  the  mo- 
ment, sparks  of  celestial  fire.  I  never  was  more  delighted,  therefore,  than 
with  his  company  two  days  tdte-a-t^te.  In  a  mixed  company  1  should  have 
oiade  little  cS  him ;  for,  to  use  a  gamester's  phrase,  he  did  not  always  know 
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when  to  play  off  and  when  to  plaj  on.  When  I  asked  him  whether  the 
Edinbur^  literati  had  mended  his  poems  bj  their  criticisms — <  Sir/  said 
he,  *  those  gentlemen  remind  me  of  some  spinsters  in  my  country,  who  spin 
their  thread  so  fine  that  it  is  neither  fit  for  wefl  nor  woof/  ** 

At  Clackmannan  Tower,  the  Poet*f  jacobitism  procured  him  a  hearty 
welcome  from  the  ancient  lady  of  the  place,  who  gloried  in  considering 
herself  a  lineal  descendant  of  Robert  Bruce.  She  bestowed  on  Bums  knight- 
hood with  the  touch  of  the  hero's  sword ;  and  delighted  him  by  giTing  as 
her  toast  after  dinner,  HoM  uncos,  away  strangers ! — a  shepherd's  cry 
when  strange  sheep  mingle  in  the  fiock.  At  Dunfermline  the  poet  betray- 
ed deep  emotion,  Dr.  Adair  tells  us,  on  seeing  the  grave  o(  the  Brace  ;  but, 
passing  to  another  mood  on  entering  the  adjoining  church,  he  mounted  the 
pulpit,  and  addressed  his  companions,  who  had,  at  his  desire,  ascended  the 
euttytttool,  in  a  parody  of  the  rebuke  which  he  had  himself  undergone  some 
time  before  at  Mauchline.  From  Dunfermline  the  poet  crossed  the  Frith  of 
Forth  to  Edinburgh ;  and  forthwith  set  out  with  his  friend  Nicoll  on  a  more 
extensive  tour  than  he  had  as  yet  undertaken,  or  was  ever  again  to  under- 
take. Some  fragments  of  his  journal  have  recently  been  discovered,  and 
are  now  in  my  hands ;  so  that  I  may  hope  to  add  some  interesting  particu- 
lars to  the  accout  of  Dr.  Currie.  The  travellers  hired  a  post-chaise  for 
their  expedition — the  schoolmaster  being,  probably,  no  very  skilful  eques- 
trian. 

"  August  25th,  1787 This  day,"  says  Bums,  "  I  leave  Edinburgh  for 

a  tour,  in  company  with  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Nicoll,  whose  originality  of 
humour  promises  me  much  entertainment. — Unlithgow.  -A  fertile  im- 
proved country  is  West  Ix)thian.  The  more  elegance  and  luxury  among 
the  farmers,  I  always  observe,  in  equal  proportion,  the  rudeness  and  stupi- 
dity of  the  peasantry.  This  remark  I  have  made  all  over  the  Lothians, 
Merse,  Roxburgh,  &c. ;  and  for  this,  among  other  reasons,  I  think  that  a 
man  of  romantic  taste,  *  a  man  of  feeling,*  will  be  better  pleased  with  the 
poverty,  but  intelligent  minds  of  the  peasantry  of  A3nrshire,  (peasantry  they 
are  all,  below  the  Justice  of  Peace),  than  the  opulence  of  ft  club  of  Merse 
farmers,  when  he,  at  the  same  time,  considers  the  Vandalism  of  their  plough- 
folks,  &c.  I  carry  this  idea  so  far,  that  an  un inclosed,  unimproved  coun- 
try is  to  me  actually  more  agreeable  as  a  prospect,  than  a  country  culti- 
vated like  a  garden.'* 

It  was  hardly  to  be  expected  that  Robert  Bums  should  have  estimated 
the  wealth  of  nations  on  the  principles  of  a  political  economist ;  or  that 
with  him  the  greatest  possible  produce, — no  matter  how  derived, — was  to 
be  the  paramount  principle.  But,  where  the  greatness  and  happiness  of  a 
people  are  concemed,  perhaps  the  inspirations  of  the  poet  may  be  at  safely 
taken  for  a  guide  as  the  inductions  of  the  political  economist  :— 

From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia^s  grmndeur  springs, 

That  makes  her  lowed  at  home,  rerered  abroad  t 
Prinoet  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kinjn, 

**  An  honest  nian*s  the  noblest  work  of  God  1** 
And  certes,  in  fair  virtue^s  hcay*nlj  road. 

The  coUagt  leaves  iht  palace  fikr  behind  ; 
What  is  a  ]ordlinff*s  pomp  !  a  cumbroua  kiad. 

Discuiaing  oft  me  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  m  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refined : 

O  SetiU  !  mj  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

For  whom  mv  wanneat  wish  to  Heaven  it  lent 
LoQg  maj  thy  haidv  toot  of  malic  toiU 

Btbkit  with  health,  and 
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And,  O I  nifty  Heftv*n  their  limple  Htm  prerent 

From  Luxury*!  oontagioo,  weak  and  vue ! 
Then,  howe*er  crowns  and  eoronett  be  rent, 

A  virtuaut  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-loved  Isle* 

Of  Linlitfagow  the  poet  says,  **  the  town  carries  the  appearance  of  rude, 
decayed,  idle  grandeur — charmingly  rural  retired  situation— the  old  Royal 
P^ce  a  tolerfd>ly  fine  but  melancholy  ruin — sweetly  situated  by  the  bnnk 
of  a  loch.  Shown  the  room  where  the  beautiful  injured  Mary  Queen  ot 
Scots  was  bom.  A  pretty  good  old  Gothic  church — the  infamous  stool  of 
repentance,  in  the  old  Romish  way,  on  a  lofly  situation.  What  a  poor 
pimping  business  is  a  Presbyterian  place  of  worship ;  dirty,  narrow,  and 
squalid,  stuck  in  a  comer  of  old  Popish  grandeur,  such  as  Linlithgow,  and 
much  more  Melrose  !  Ceremony  and  show,  if  judiciously  thrown  in,  are  ab- 
solutdy  necessary  for  the  bulk  of  mankind,  both  in  religious  and  civil  mat- 
ters  

At  Bannockbum  he  writes  as  follows : — **  Here  no  Scot  can  pass  unin- 
terested. I  fimcy  to  myself  that  I  see  my  gallant  countrymen  coming  over 
the  hill,  and  down  upon  the  plunderers  of  their  country,  the  murderers  of 
their  fiithers,  noble  revenge  and  just  hate  glowing  in  every  vein,  striding 
more  and  more  eagerly  as  they  approach  the  oppressive,  insulting,  blood- 
thirsty foe.  I  see  them  meet  in  glorious  triumphant  congratulation  on  the 
victorious  field,  exulting  in  their  heroic  royal  leader,  and  rescued  liberty 
and  independence." — Here  we  have  the  germ  of  Bums*s  famous  ode  on  the 
battle  of  Bannockbum. 

At  Ta3n:nouth,  the  Journal  merely  has — *'  described  in  rhyme'^  This  al- 
ludes to  the  **  verses  written  with  a  pencil  over  the  mantle-piece  of  the 
parlour  in  the  inn  at  Kenmore  ;'*  some  of  which  are  among  his  best  purely 
English  heroics — 

*'  Poetic  ardours  in  ny  bomm  swell. 
Lone  wanderine  by  the  hennit  s  mosiiy  cell ; 
The  sweeping  tneatre  of  hanging  woods ; 
The  incessant  roar  of  headlong.tumbling  floods  .... 
Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heayen-tauffht  lyre. 
And  XoxAi  through  nature  with  creative  nre  .... 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  i»Xz  half  reconciled, 
Misfortune's  UghtenM  steps  might  wander  wild  \ 
And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 
Hod  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter  rankling  wounds ; 
Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  heavenward  stretch  her  scan. 
And  injured  Worth  forget  ar.d  pardon  roan.** 

Of  Glenlyon  we  have  this  memorandum : — **  Druids'  temple,  three  cir- 
cles of  stones,  the  outermost  sunk,  the  second  has  thirteen  stones  remain- 
ing, the  innermost  eight ;  two  large  detached  ones  like  a  gate  to  the  south- 
east— $ay  prayers  on  iL** 

His  notes  on  Dunkeld  and  Blair  of  A  thole  are  as  follows : — **  DunhM 
— Breakfast  with  Dr.  Stuart — Neil  Gow  plays ;  a  short,  stout-built,  High- 
land figure,  with  his  greyish  hair  shed  on  his  honest  social  brow — an  inte- 
resting face,  marking  strong  sense,  kind  openheartedness  mixed  with 
unmistrusting  simplicity — visit  his  house — Margaret  Gow.  —  Friday — 
ride  up  Tummel  river  to  Blair.  Fascally,  a  beautiful  romantic  nest — ^wild 
grandeur  of  the  pass  of  Killikrankie — visit  the  gallant  Lord  Dundee*s  stone. 
^^Blair — sup  with  the  Duchess — easy  and  happy  from  the  manners  of 
that  fiunily — confirmed  in  my  good  opinion  of  my  friend  Walker. — SatuT" 
-▼istt  the  scenes  round  Blair — fioei  but  spoilt  with  bad  taste." 
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Mr.  Walker,  who,  as  we  have  seen,  formed  Burns's  acquaintanoe  in 
Edinburgh  through  Blacklock,  was  at  this  period  tutor  in  the  family  of 
Athole,  and  from  him  the  foOowing  particulars  of  Bums*8  reception  at  the 
teat  of  his  noble  patron  are  derived : — **  On  reaching  Blair,  he  sent  me  no- 
tice of  his  arrival  (as  I  had  been  previously  acquainted  with  him),  and  I 
hastened  to  meet  him  at  the  inn.  The  Duke,  to  whom  he  brought  a  letter 
of  introduction,  was  from  ])ome  ;  but  the  Duchess,  being  informed  of  his  ar- 
rival, gave  him  an  invitation  to  sup  and  sleep  at  Athole  House.  He  ac- 
cepted the  invitation ;  but,  as  the  hour  of  supper  was  at  some  distance* 
begged  I  would  in  the  interval  be  his  guide  through  the  grounds.  It  was 
already  growing  dark  ;  yet  the  soflened,  though  faint  and  uncertain,  view 
of  their  beauties,  which  the  moonlight  afforded  us,  seemed  exactly  suited 
to  the  state  of  his  feelings  at  the  time.  1  had  oflen,  like  others,  experienced 
the  pleasures  which  arise  from  the  sublime  or  elegant  landscape,  but  I  ne- 
ver saw  those  feelings  so  intense  as  in  Burns.  Wlien  we  reached  a  rustic 
hut  on  the  river  Tilt,  where  it  is  overhung  by  a  woody  precipice,  from 
which  there  is  a  noble  water-fall,  he  threw  himself  on  the  heathy  seat» 
and  gave  himself  up  to  a  tender,  abstracted,  and  voluptuous  enthusiasm  of 
imagination.  It  was  with  much  difficulty  I  prevailed  on  him  to  quit  this 
spot,  and  to  be  introduced  in  proper  time  to  supper.  My  curiosity  was 
great  to  see  how  he  would  conduct  himself  in  company  so  different  from 
what  he  had  been  accustomed  to.  His  manner  was  unembarrassed,  plain, 
and  firm.  He  appeared  to  have  complete  reliance  on  his  own  native  good 
sense  for  directing  his  behaviour.  He  seemed  at  once  to  perceive  and  to 
appreciate  what  was  due  to  the  company  and  to  himself,  and  never  to  for- 
get a  proper  respect  for  this  separate  species  of  dignity  belonging  to  each. 
He  did  not  arrogate  conversation,  but,  when  led  into  it,  he  spoke  with  ease, 
propriety,  and  manliness.  He  tried  to  exert  his  abilities,  because  he  knew 
it  was  ability  alone  gave  him  a  title  to  be  there.  The  Duke's  fine  young 
fiunily  attracted  much  of  his  admiration  ;  he  drank  their  healths  as  konesi 
men  and  honnie  fosses^  an  idea  which  was  much  applauded  by  the  company, 
and  with  which  he  has  very  felicitously  closed  his  poem.  Next  day  1  took 
a  ride  with  him  through  some  of  the  most  romantic  parts  of  that  neigh- 
bourhood, and  was  highly  gratified  by  his  conversation.  As  a  specimea 
of  his  happiness  of  conception  and  strength  of  expression.  I  will  mention  a 
remark  which  he  made  on  his  fellow-traveller,  who  was  walking  at  the  time 
a  few  paces  before  us.  He  was  a  man  of  a  robust  but  clumsy  person ;  and 
while  Burns  was  expressing  to  me  the  value  he  entertained  for  him,  on 
account  of  his  vigorous  talents,  although  they  were  clouded  at  times  by 
coarseness  of  manners ;  **  in  short,*'  he  added,  "  his  mind  is  like  his  body, 
he  has  a  confounded  strong  in-knee'd  sort  of  a  soul.** — Much  attention  was 
paid  to  Burns  both  before  and  ufler  the  Duke's  return,  of  which  he  was 
perfectly  sensible,  without  being  vain  ;  and  at  his  departure  I  recommended 
to  him.  as  the  most  appropriate  return  he  could  make,  to  write  some  des- 
criptive verses  on  any  of  the  scenes  with  which  he  had  been  so  much  de- 
lighted. Afler  leaving  Blair,  he,  by  the  Duke*s  advice,  visited  the  JFaih  (^ 
Srttar,  and  in  a  few  days  I  received  a  letter  from  Inverness,  with  the  verses 
enclosed.'*  • 

At  Blair,  Bums  first  met  with  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray,  a  gentleman  to 
whose  kindness  he  was  afterwards  indebted  on  more  than  one  important 

*  Extnct  of  A  Ictc*r  firom  Air.  M'alker  to  Mr.  Cuoningfaun,  dated  Perth.  24th  Octobet, 
787 
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occasion  ;  and  Mr.  Walker  expresses  great  regret  that  he  did  not  remain 
a  day  or  two  more,  in  which  case  he  must  have  been  introduced  to  Mr. 
Dondas,  the  first  Lord  Melvilie,  who  was  then  Treasurer  of  the  Navy,  and 
had  the  chief  management  of  the  affairs  of  Scotland.  This  statesman  was 
bat  little  addicted  to  literature;  still,  had  such  an  introduction  taken 
place,  he  might  probably  have  been  induced  to  bestow  that  consideration 
on  the  claims  of  the  poet,  which,  in  the  absence  of  any  personal  acquain- 
tance. Burns  s  works  should  have  commanded  at  his  hands. 

From  Blair,  Burns  passed  '*  many  miles  through  a  wild  country,  among 
cliffs  grey  with  eternal  snows,  and  gloomy  savage  glens,  till  he  crossed  the 
Spey  ;  and  went  down  the  stream  through  Strathspey,  (so  famous  in  Scot- 
tish music),  Badenoch,  &c.  to  Grant  Castle,  where  he  spent  half  a  day  witli 
Sir  James  Grant ;  crossed  the  country  to  Fort  George,  but  called  by  the 
way  at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  seat  of  Macbeth,  where  he  saw  the  identical 
bed  in  which,  tradifiou  srit/g.  King  Duncan  was  murdered ;  lastly,  from  Fort 
George  to  Inverness.  From  Inverness,  he  went  along  the  Murray  Frith  to 
Fochabers,  t^ing  Culloden  Muir  and  Brodie  House  ip  his  way. — TThurS' 
dmfy  Came  over  Culloden  Muir — reflections  on  the  field  of  battle — break- 
fitft  at  Kilraick — old  Mrs.  Rose — sterling  sense,  warm  heart,  strong  pas- 
sion, honest  pride — all  to  an  uncommon  degree — a  true  chiefhiin*s  wife, 
daughter  of  Clephane — Mrs.  Rose  junior,  a  little  milder  than  the  mother, 
perhaps  owing  to  her  being  younger — two  young  ladies — Miss  Rose  sung 
twx>  Gaelic  songs — ^beautiful  and  lovely — Miss  Sophy  Brodie,  not  very 
beautiful,  but  most  agreeable  and  amiable — ^both  of  them  the  gentlest,  mild- 
est, sweetest  creatures  on  earth,  and  happiness  be  with  them !  Brodie 
House  to  lie — Mr.  B.  truly  polite,  but  not  quite  the  Highland  cordiality. — 
Friday^  Cross  the  Findhorn  to  Forres — famous  stone  at  Forres — Mr.  Bro- 
<fie  tells  me  the  muir  where  Shakspeare  lays  Macbeth*s  witch-meeting,  is 
still  haunted — that  the  country  folks  won't  pass  by  night. — Eigin — vene- 
rable ruins  of  the  abbey,  a  grander  effect  at  first  glance  tlian  Melrose,  but 
nothing  near  so  beautiful. — Cross  Spey  to  Fochabers — fine  palace,  worthy 
of  the  noble,  the  polite,  the  generous  proprietor — the  Duke  makes  me  hap- 
pier tlian  ever  great  man  did ;  noble,  princely,  yet  mild,  condescending, 
and  affable — gay  and  kind  — The  Duchess  charming,  witty,  kind,  and  sen- 
sible— God  bless  them.*** 

Bums,  wlio  had  been  much  noticed  by  this  noble  family  when  in  Edin- 
bui^h,  happened  to  present  himself  at  Gordon  Castle,  just  at  the  dinner 
hour,  and  being  invited  to  take  a  place  at  the  table,  did  so,  without  for  tlie 
moment  adverting  to  the  circumstance  that  his  travelling  companion  had 
been  lefl  alone  at  the  inn.  in  the  adjacent  village.  On  remembering  this 
soon  after  dinner,  he  begged  to  be  allowed  to  rejoin  his  friend ;  and  the 
Duke  of  Gordon,  who  now  for  the  first  time  learned  that  he  was  not  jour- 
neying alone,  immediately  proposed  to  send  an  invitation  to  Mr  NicoU  to 
come  to  the  Castle.  His  Grace*s  messenger  found  the  haughty  school- 
master striding  up  and  down  before  the  inn  door,  in  a  state  of  high  wrath 
and  indignation,  at  wliat  he  considered  Burns's  neglect,  and  no  apologies 
could  soflen  his  mood.  He  had  already  ordered  horses,  and  the  poet  find- 
ing that  he  must  choose  between  the  ducal  circle  and  his  irritable  associ- 
ate, at  once  left  Gordon  Castle,  and  repaired  to  the  inn ;  whence  NicoD 
and  he,  in  silence  and  mutual  displeasure,  pursued  their  journey  along  the 

*  Extract  fram  JouiiuL 
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coast  of  the  Murray  Frith.  The  abridgment  of  Bums's  yisit  at  Gordon 
Castle,  **  was  not  only,**  says  Mr.  Walker,  "  a  mortifying  disappointmenly 
but  in  all  probability  a  serious  misfortune,  as  a  longer  stay  among  persons 
of  such  influence,  might  have  begot  a  permanent  intimacy,  and  on  their 
parts,  an  active  concern  for  his  future  advancement."  *  But  this  touches 
OD  a  delicate  subject  which  we  shall  not  at  present  pause  to  consider. 

Pursuing  his  journey  along  the  coast,  tlie  poet  visited  successively 
Nairn,  ForreSi  Aberdeen,  and  Stoneliive ;  where  one  of  hb  relations,  James 
Bumess,  writer  in  Montrose,  met  him  by  appointment,  and  conducted  him 
into  the  circle  of  his  paternal  kindred,  among  whom  he  spent  two  or  three 
days.  When  William  Durness,  his  father,  abandoned  his  native  district, 
never  to  revisit  it,  he,  as  he  used  to  tell  his  children,  took  a  sorrowful  fare- 
well of  his  brother  on  the  summit  of  the  last  hill  from  which  the  roof  of 
their  lowly  home  could  be  descried ;  and  the  old  man  appears  to  have 
ever  afler  kept  up  an  affectionate  correspondence  with  his  family.  It  fell 
to  the  poet's  lot  to  communicate  his  father *s  death  to  the  Kincardineshire 
kindred,  and  after  that  he  seems  to  have  maintained  the  same  sort  of  cor- 
respondence, lie  now  formed  a  personal  acquaintance  with  these  good 
people,  and  in  a  letter  to  his  brother  Gilbert,  we  find  him  describing  Uiem 
m  terms  which  show  the  lively  interest  he  took  in  all  their  concerns.  * 

**  The  rest  of  my  stages,*'  says  he,  **  are  not  worth  rehearsing :  warm 
as  I  was  from  Ossian's  country,  where  I  had  seen  his  very  grave,  what 
cared  I  for  fishing  towns  and  fertile  carses  ?**  He  arrived  once  more  in 
Auld  Reekie,  on  the  Kith  of  September,  having  travelled  about  six  hun- 
dred miles  in  two-and-twenty  days — greatly  extended  his  acquaintance 
with  his  own  country,  and  visited  some  of  its  most  classical  scenery — ob- 
lenred  something  of  Highland  manners,  which  must  have  been  as  interest- 
ing as  they  were  novel  to  him — and  strengthened  considerably  among  the 
Sturdy  Jacobites  of  the  North  those  political  opinions  which  he  at  this  pe- 
riod avowed. 

Of  the  few  poems  composed  during  this  Highland  tour,  we  have  alreadv 
mentioned  two  or  three.  While  standing  by  the  Fall  of  Fycrs,  near  Lo(» 
Ncis,  he  wrote  with  his  pencil  the  vigorous  couplets — 

*^  Among  the  heathy  hills  and  nigged  woods 
The  roaring  Fyen  poun  hu  moaay  floods,*'  Slc 

When  at  Sir  William  Murray's  of  Ochtertyre,  he  celebrated  Miss  Murray 
of  Lintrose,  commonly  called  **  The  Flower  of  SutherUmd,"  in  the  Song— - 

'^  Blythe,  blythe,  «nd  merry  wa«  she, 
Blythe  was  she  but  and  ben,**  Slc 

And  the  verses  On  Searing  some  Wild/owl  an  Loeh  Turk,— 

**  Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake. 
For  me  your  wat*ry  haunts  forsake,**  kc 

were  composed  while  under  the  same  roof.  These  last,  except  perhqw 
Brwar  Waigr,  are  the  best  that  he  added  to  his  collection  during  the  wan- 
derings of  the  sununer.  But  in  Bums*s  subsequent  productions,  we  find 
many  traces  oT  the  delight  with  which  he  had  contemplated  nature  in  theat 
alpine  regions. 

*  QfDsnl  Gofftipondfliei. 
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The  poet  once  more  visited  his  family  at  Mossgiel,  and  Mr.  Miller  at 
Dalswintony  ere  the  winter  set  in ;  and  on  more  leisurely  examination  of 
that  gentleman's  estate,  we  find  him  writing  as  if  he  had  all  but  decided 
to  become  his  tenant  on  the  farm  of  Elliesland.  It  was  not,  however,  un- 
til he  had  for  the  third  time  visited  Dumfriesshire,  in  March  1788,  that  a 
bargain  was  actually  concluded.  More  than  half  of  the  intervening 
months  were  spent  in  Edinburgh,  where  Bums  found,  or  fancied  that  his 
presence  was  necessary  for  the  satisfactory  completion  of  his  affairs  with 
the  booksellers.  It  seems  to  be  dear  enough  that  one  great  object  was  the 
society  of  his  jovial  intimates  in  the  capital  Nor  was  he  without  the 
amusement  of  a  little  romance  to  fill  up  what  vacant  hours  they  lefl  him. 
He  lodged  that  winter  in  Bristo  Street,  on  purpose  to  be  near  a  beautiful 
widow— the  same  to  whom  he  addressed  the  song, 

^*  CUrinda,  misttcn  of  my  soul,'*  Ac 

and  a  series  of  prose  epistles,  which  have  been  separately  published,  and 
which  present  more  instances  of  bad  taste,  bombastic  language,  and  fulsome 
sentiment,  than  could  be  produced  from  all  his  writings  besides. 

At  this  time  the  publication  called  Johnwng  Museum  of  Scottish  Song 
was  going  on  in  Edinburgh ;  and  the  editor  appears  to  have  early  prevailed  on 
Bums  to  give  him  his  assistance  in  the  arrangement  of  his  materials.  Though 
Green  grow  the  rashes  is  the  only  song,  entirely  his,  which  appears  in  the 
first  volume,  published  in  1787,  many  of  the  old  ballads  included  in  that 
volume  bear  traces  of  his  hand ;  but  in  the  second  volume,  which  appeared 
m  March  1788,  we  find  no  fewer  than  five  songs  by  Bums ;  two  that  have 
been  already  mentioned,  *  and  three  far  better  than  them,  viz.  Thadd 
Menzu£  homiy  Mary  ;  that  grand  lyric, 

^'  Farewell,  ye  daogeoM  dark  and  atroog, 
The  wretch*!  destiinr, 
Maqiherson'i  time  wul  not  be  kmg 
On  yonder  gaUowi  tree  ;** 

both  of  which  performances  bespeak  the  recent  impressions  of  his  Highland 
visit ;  and,  lastly,  Whistle  and  VU  come  io  yoUy  my  lad.  Burns  had  been 
from  his  youth  upwards  an  enthusiastic  lover  of  the  old  minstrelsy  and 
music  of  his  country ;  but  he  now  studied  both  subjects  with  far  better  op- 
portunities  and  appliances  than  he  could  have  commanded  previously ;  and 
it  is  from  this  time  that  we  must  date  his  ambition  to  transmit  his  own 
poetry  to  posterity,  in  eternal  association  with  those  exquisite  airs  which 
had  hitherto,  in  far  too  many  instances,  been  married  to  verses  that  did 
not  deserve  to  be  immortal.  It  is  well  known  that  from  this  time  Bums 
composed  sety  few  pieces  but  songs  ;  and  .whether  we  ought  or  not  to  re- 
gret that  such  was  the  case,  must  depend  on  the  estimate  we  make  of  his 
songs  as  compared  with  his  other  poems ;  a  point  on  which  critics  are  to  this 
hour  divided,  and  on  which  their  descendants  are  not  very  likely  to  agree. 
Mr.  Walker,  who  is  one  of  those  that  lament  Bums's  comparative  derelic- 
tion of  the  species  of  composition  which  he  most  cultivated  in  the  early 
days  of  his  inspiration,  suggests  very  sensibly,  that  if  Bums  had  not  taken 
to  soDg-writing,  he  would  probably  have  written  little  or  nothing  amidst 
the  various  temptations  to  company  and  dissipation  which  now  and  hence- 
forth surrounded  him — to  say  nothing  of  the  active  duties  of  life  in  which 

*  ^^Cbilnda,**  and  «*  How  jilflMwit  the  iMUBla  of  the  clour  wUi^g 
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be  was  at  lengtn  about  to  be  engaged.  Bums  was  present,  on  the  3 1st  of 
December,  at  a  dinner  to  celebrate  the  birth-day  of  the  unfortunate  Prince 
Charles  Edward  Stuart,  and  produced  on  the  occasion  an  ode,  part  of  which 
Dr.  Currie  has  preserved.  The  specimen  will  not  induce  any  regret  that 
the  remainder  of  the  piece  has  been  suppressed.  It  appears  to  be  a  moutli- 
ing  rhapsody — far,  far  different  indeed  from  the  Chevalier*s  Lament,  which 
the  poet  composed  some  months  aflerwards,  with  probably  the  tithe  oi 
.the  effort,  while  riding  alone  ^*  through  a  track  of  melancholy  muirs  be- 
tween Galloway  and  Ayrshire,  it  being  Sunday."  • 

For  six  weeks  of  the  time  that  Bums  spent  this  year  in  Edinburgh,  he 
was  confined  to  his  room,  in  consequence  of  an  overturn  in  a  hackney  coach. 
"  Here  I  am,"  he  writes,  "  under  the  care  of  a  surgeon,  with  a  bruised 
limb  extended  on  a  cushion,  and  the  tints  of  my  mind  vying  with  the  livid 
horrors  preceding  a  midnight  thunder-storm.  A  drunken  coachman  was 
the  cause  of  the  first,  and  incomparably  the  lightest  evil ;  misfortune,  bodi- 
ly constitution,  hell,  and  myself,  have  formed  a  quadruple  alliance  to  gua- 
rantee the  other.  I  have  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the  Bible,  and  am  gof 
half  way  through  the  five  books  of  Moses,  and  half  way  in  Joshua.  It  is 
really  a  glorious  book.  I  sent  for  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and  ordered  him 
to  get  an  8vo.  Bible  in  sheets,  the  best  paper  and  print  in  town,  and  bind 
it  with  all  the  elegance  of  his  crafl."f — In  another  letter,  which  opens  gaily 
enough,  we  find  him  reverting  to  the  same  prevailing  darkness  of  mooa. 
**  I  cant  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when  I  see  anywhere  in  my  path 
that  meagre,  squalid,  famine  faced  spectre,  Poverty,  attended  as  he  ahrays 
18  by  iron-fisted  Oppression,  and  leering  Contempt.  But  I  have  sturdily 
withstood  his  buffetings  many  a  hard-laboured  day,  and  still  my  motto  is  / 
DARE.  My  worst  enemy  is  tiwi'ineme.  There  are  just  two  creatures  that 
I  would  envy — a  horse  in  his  wild  state  traversing  the  forests  of  Asia,  or 
an  oyster  on  some  oi'  the  desert  shores  of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish 
without  enjoyment ;  the  other  has  neither  wish  nor  fear.'*  X — One  more 
specimen  may  be  sufficient.  ||  **  These  have  been  six  horrible  weeks. 
Anguish  and  low  spirits  have  made  me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or  think.  I  have 
a  hundred  times  wished  that  one  could  resign  life  as  an  ofiScer  does  a  com- 
mission ;  for  I  would  not  h^ke  in  any  poor  ignorant  wretch  by  selling  on/. 
Lately,  I  was  a  sixpenny  private,  and  God  knows  a  miserable  soldier  enough  : 
now  1  march  to  the  campaign  a  starving  cadet,  a  little  more  conspicuously 
wretched.  I  am  ashamed  of  all  this  ;  for  though  I  do  not  want  bravery  for 
the  warfare  of  life,  I  could  wish,  like  some  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 
fortitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  conceal  my  cowardice.'* 

It  seems  impossible  to  doubt  that  Bums  had  in  fact  lingered  in  Edin- 
burgh, in  the  hope  that,  to  use  a  vague  but  sufficiently  expressive  phrase, 
something  would  be  done  for  him.  He  visited  and  revisited  a  farm, — talked 
and  wrote  about  **  having  a  fortune  at  the  plough-tail,"  and  so  forth ;  but 
all  the  while  nourished,  and  assuredly  it  would  have  been  most  strange  if 
he  had  not,  the  fond  dream  that  the  admiration  of  his  country  would  ere 
long  present  itself  in  some  solid  and  tangible  shape.  His  illness  and  con- 
finement  gave  him  leisure  to  concentrate  his  imagination  on  the  darker  side 
af  his  prospects ;  and  the  letters  which  we  have  quoted  may  teach  those 
who  envy  the  powers  and  the  fame  of  genius,  to  pause  for  a  moment  over 
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the  annals  of  literature,  and  think  what  superior  capabilities  of  misery  have 
beeli,  in  the  great  majority  of  cases,  interwoven  with  the  possession  of 
those  very  talents,  from  which  all  but  their  possessors  derive  unmingled 
gratification.  Bums*8  distresses,  however,  were  to  be  still  farther  aggravated. 
While  still  under  the  hands  of  his  surgeon,  he  received  intelligence  from 
Mauchllne  that  his  intimacy  with  Jean  Armour  had  once  more  exposed 
hereto  the  reproaches  of  her  family.  The  father  sternly  and  at  once  turned 
her  out  of  doors ;  and  Bums,  unable  to  walk  across  his  room,  had  to  wnt« 
to  his  friends  in  Mauchline  to  procure  shelter  for  his  children,  and  for  hei 
whom  he  considered  as — all  but  his  wife.  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
written  on  hearing  of  this  new  misfortune,  he  says,  **  '  I  wish  I  were  dead, 
but  I'm  no  iike  to  die*  I  fear  I  am  something  like — undone  ;  but  I  hope  for 
the  best.  You  must  not  desert  me.  Your  friendship  I  think  I  can  count 
on,  though  I  should  date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment.  Early  in 
life,  and  all  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a  recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope.  Se- 
riously, though,  life  at  present  presents  me  with  but  a  melancholy  path 

But  my  limb  will  soon  be  sound,  and  I  shall  struggle  on."  * 

It  seems  to  have  been  now  that  Bums  at  last  screwed  up  his  courage  to 
MoUcii  the  active  interference  in  his  behalf  of  the  Earl  of  Glencaim.  The 
letter  is  a  brief  one.  Bums  could  ill  endure  this  novel  attitude,  and  he 
fashed  at  once  to  his  request.  ^  I  wish,*'  says  he,  "  to  get  into  the  excise. 
I  am  told  your  Lordship  will  easily  procure  me  the  grant  from  the  com- 
inissioners ;  and  your  lordship's  patronage  and  kindness,  which  have  already 
rescued  me  from  obsciurity,  wretchedness,  and  exile,  embolden  me  to  ask 
that  interest.  You  have  likewise  put  it  in  my  power  to  save  the  little  tie 
of  homey  that  sheltered  an  aged  mother,  two  brothers,  and  three  sisters 
fixMn  destruction.   There,  my  lord,  you  have  bound  me  over  to  the  highest 

gratitude. My  heart  sinks  within  me  at  the  idea  of  applying  to  any 

other  of  The  Great  who  have  honoured  me  with  their  countenance.  I  am 
iU  qualified  to  dog  the  heels  of  greatness  with  the  impertinence  of  solicita- 
tion ;  and  tremble  nearly  as  much  at  the  thought  of  the  cold  promise  as  of 
the  cold  denial."  f  It  would  be  hard  to  think  that  this  letter  was  coldly  or 
negligently  received ;  on  the  contrary,  we  know  that  Buras's  gratitude  to 
Lord  Glencaim  lasted  as  long  as  his  life.  But  the  excise  appointment 
which  he  coveted  was  not  procured  by  any  exertion  of  his  noble  patron's 
influence.  Mr.  Alexander  Wood,  surgeon,  (still  affectionately  remembered 
m  Edinburgh  as  **  kind  old  Sandy  Wood,")  happening  to  hear  Burns,  while 
his  patient,  mention  the  object  of  his  wishes,  went  immediately,  without 
dropping  any  hint  of  his  intention,  and  communicated  the  state  of  the 
poet's  case  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray,  one  of  the  commissioners  of  excise, 
who  had  met  Burns  at  the  Duke  of  Athole's  in  tlie  autumn,  and  who  im- 
mediately had  the  poet's  name  put  on  the  rolL — <*  I  have  chosen  this,  my 
dear  friend,"  (thus  wrote  Bums  to  Mrs.  Dunlop),  "  afler  mature  delibera- 
tion. The  question  is  not  at  what  door  of  Fortune's  palace  shall  we  enter 
in ;  but  what  doors  does  she  open  to  us  ?  I  was  not  likely  to  get  any  thing 
to  do.  I  wanted  un  huiy  which  is  a  dangerous,  an  unhappy  situation.  I  got 
this  without  any  hanging  on  Dr  mortifying  solicitation.  It  is  immediate 
bread,  and,  though  poor  in  comparison  of  the  last  eighteen  months  of  my 
existence,  'tis  luxury  in  comparison  of  all  my  preceding  life.  Besides,  the 
cooimissioners  are  some  of  them  my  acquaintances,  and  all  of  them  my 
firm  fnenda."  X 
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Our  poet  seems  to  have  kept  up  an  angry  correspondence  during  his  con- 
finement with  his  bookseller,  Mr.  Creech,  whom  he  ->l<n  abuses  very  heartily 
in  his  letters  to  his  friends  in  Ayrshire.  The  publisher  s  accounts,  however, 
when  they  were  at  last  made  up,  must  have  given  the  impatient  author  a 
very  agreeable  surprise ;  for,  in  his  letter  above  quoted,  to  Lord  Glencaim, 
we  find  him  expressing  his  hopes  that  the  gross  profits  of  his  book  might 
amount  to  **  better  than  1200,"  whereas,  on  the  day  of  settling  with  Mr. 
Creech,  he  found  himself  in  possession  of  .£'500,  if  not  of  £600.  Mr.  Ni- 
coll,  the  most  intimate  friend  Bums  had,  writes  to  Mr  John  Lewars,  ex- 
cise officer  at  Dumfries,  immediately  on  hearing  of  the  poet*s  death, — *'  He 
certainly  told  me  that  he  received  £  600  for  the  first  Edinburgh  edition,  and 
£100  afterwards  for  the  cop3rright.'* — Dr.  Currie  states  the  gross  product 
of  Creech's  edition  at  i'600,  and  Burns  himself,  in  one  of  his  printed  let- 
ters, at  £400  only.  Kicoll  hints,  in  the  letter  already  referred  to,  that 
Bums  had  contracted  debts  while  in  Edinburgh,  which  he  might  not  wish 
to  avow  on  all  occasions ;  and  if  we  are  to  believe  this—and,  as  is  probable, 
the  expense  of  printing  the  subscription  edition,  should,  moreover,  be  de- 
ducted from  die  i.'/OO  stated  by  Mr.  Nicoll — the  apparent  contradictions 
in  these  stories  may  be  pretty  nearly  reconciled.  There  appears  to  be 
reason  for  thinking  that  Creech  subsequently  paid  more  than  Jc  100  for  the 
copyright.  If  he  did  not,  how  came  Bums  to  realize,  as  Currie  states  it 
at  the  end  of  his  Memoir,  **  nearly  £900  in  all  by  his  poems?" 

This  supply  came  truly  in  the  hour  of  need ;  and  it  seems  to  have  ele- 
vated his  spirits  greatly,  and  given  him  for  the  time  a  new  stock  of  confi- 
dence ;  for  he  now  resumed  immediately  his  purpose  of  taking  Mr.  Miller's 
farm,  retaining  his  excise  commission  in  his  pocket  as  a  dermer  rtnrty  to  be 
made  use  of  only  should  some  reverse  of  fortune  come  upon  him.  His  first 
act,  however,  was  to  relieve  his  brother  from  his  difficulties,  by  advancing 
£180  or  £200,  to  assist  him  in  the  management  of  MossgieL  "  I  give  my- 
self no  airs  on  this,"  he  generously  says,  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Moore,  '*  for  it 
was  mere  selfishness  on  my  part.  I  was  conscious  that  the  wrong  scale  of 
the  balance  was  pretty  heavily  charged,  and  I  thought  that  th«  throwing  a 
little  filial  piety  and  fratemal  affection  into  the  scale  in  my  fiivour,  mi^ 
help  to  smooth  matters  at  the  ^rand  reduming'*  ^ 
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CevTKwn. '^Maniti'^AmmmmetmiiUt,  fapotiogtiiedl),  of  the  cmhI — lUmarks~^Beemm$ 
( 1*786)  Farmir  aiBBittland,  tm  ths  Ifitk,  m  a  nmumiie  vUimty,  nx  mUm  from  I}Mmfrm^ 
Tk§  Mum  wak^ml  om  ootr,  wkiU  tht  Poet  nunnttUm  a  varied  and  extenaive  literary  eorre- 
efomdmee  wUk  aU  and  tundrf — Remarhe  ^ipom  the  eorreepondenee — Sketch  of  hie  pereoa 
and  hoKie  aiUdeperiod  hf  a  brother  poet,  who  thowe  eauee  againet  e^eceee  infarminy^-^ 
The  Mrfwwinl  eonjumetiem  of  Oauger  to  Farmer — The  notice  of  the  equirearehy,  and  the 
eoBe  ^admiring  vieitore,  lead  too  uniformly  to  the  nitra  convivial  life — Leavee  JBIUeelana 
(1791)  to  he  tJKieeman  m  the  town  ofDumfriee, 


««  To  nuke  a  happy  firetida  clime 
For  weang  and  wife — 
That*t  the  true  pathos  and  tablime 
Of  human  life.** 

Burns,  as  soon  as  his  bruised  limb  was  able  for  a  journey,  went  to  Moss- 
giel,  and  went  through  the  ceremony  of  a  Justice-of- Peace  marriage  with 
Jean  Armour,  in  the  writing-chambers  of  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton.  He 
then  crossed  the  country  to  Dalswinton,  and  concluded  his  bargain  with 
Mr.  Miller  as  to  the  farm  of  EUiesland,  on  terms  which  must  undoubtedly 
have  been  considered  by  both  parties,  as  highly  favourable  to  the  poet ; 
they  were  indeed  fixed  by  two  of  Bums's  own  friends,  who  accompanied 
him  for  that  purpose  from  A3rrshire.  The  lease  was  for  four  successive 
terms,  of  nineteen  years  each, — in  all  seventy  six  years ;  the  rent  for  the 
first  three  years  and  crops  i!50 ;  during  the  remainder  of  the  period  i  70 
per  annum.  Mr.  Miller  bound  himself  to  defray  tlie  expense  of  any  plan- 
tations which  Bums  might  please  to  make  on  tlie  banks  of  the  river ;  and, 
the  farm-house  and  offices  being  in  a  delapidated  condition,  the  new  tenant 
was  to  receive  i!300  from  the  proprietor,  for  the  erection  of  suitable  build- 
ings. Bums  entered  on  possession  of  liis  farm  at  Whitsuntide  1788,  but 
the  necessary  rebuilding  of  the  house  prevented  his  removing  Mrs.  Bums 
thither  until  the  season  was  far  advanced.  He  had,  moreover,  to  qualify 
himself  for  holding  his  excise  commission  by  six  weeks*  attendance  on  the 
business  of  that  proiession  at  Ayr.  From  these  circumstances,  he  led  all 
the  summer  a  wandering  and  unsettled  life,  and  Dr.  Currie  mentions  this 
as  one  of  his  chief  misfortunes.  The  poet,  as  he  says,  was  continually  rid- 
ing between  Ayrshire  and  Dumfriesshire,  and  oflen  spending  a  night  on 
the  road,  *'  sometimes  fell  into  company,  and  forgot  the  resolutions  he  had 
formed.'*  What  these  resolutions  were,  the  poet  himself  shall  tell  us.  On 
the  third  day  of  his  residence  at  EUiesland,  he  thus  writes  to  Mr.  Ainslie  : 
— **  I  have  all  along  hitherto,  in  the  warfare  of  life,  been  bred  to  arms, 
among  the  light-horse,  the  piquet  guards  <^  &ncy,  a  kind  of  hussars  and 
Higfaknders  of  the  brain ;  but  I  am  firmly  resolved  to  sell  out  of  these  giddy 
battalions.  Coat  what  it  will,  I  am  determined  to  buy  in  among  the  grave 
t^piadroDS  of  heavy-armed  tho«f^  or  the  BrtiUery  corpa  oC  ^V^dASi^cxAi 
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trivance.  •  .  .  Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  my  ticklish  situation  re- 
specting a  fiunily  of  children,  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  step  I  have 
taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness."  * 

To  all  his  friends  he  expresses  himself  in  terms  of  similar  satisfaction  in 
regard  to  his  marriage.  **  Your  surmise,  Madam,'*  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Dun- 
lop,  "  is  just.  I  am  indeed  a  husband.  I  found  a  once  much-loved,  and 
still  much-loved  female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the  mercy  of  the 
naked  elements,  but  as  I  enabled  her  to  purchase  a  shelter ;  and  there  is  no 
sporting  with  a  fellow-creature*s  happiness  or  misery.  The  most  placid 
goodnature  and  sweetness  of  disposition  ;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  all  its  powers  to  love  me  ;  vigorous  health  and  sprightly  cheerfulness, 
set  off  to  the  best  advantage  by  a  more  than  commonly  handsome  figure ; 
these,  I  think,  in  a  woman,  may  make  a  good  wife,  though  she  should  ne- 
ver have  read  a  page  but  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament, 

nor  danced  in  a  brighter  assembly  than  a  penny-pay  wedding 

To  jealousy  or  infidelity  I  am  an  equal  stranger ;  my  preservative  from  the 
first,  is  the  most  thorough  consciousness  of  her  sentiments  of  honour,  and 
her  attachment  to  me  ;  my  antidote  against  the  last,  is  my  long  and  deep- 
rooted  affection  for  her.  In  housewife  matters,  of  aptness  to  learn,  and 
activity  to  execute,  she  is  eminently  mistress,  and  during  my  absence  in 
Nithsdale,  she  is  regularly  and  constantly  an  apprentice  to  my  mother  and 
sisters  in  their  dairy,  and  other  rural  business.  ....  You  are  right, 
that  a  bachelor  state  would  have  ensured  me  more  friends ;  but  from  a 
cause  you  will  easily  guess,  conscious  peace  in  the  enjoyment  of  my  own 
mind,  and  unmistrusting  confidence  in  approaching  my  God,  would  f^ldom 
have  been  of  the  number."  f 

Some  months  later  he  tells  Miss  Chalmers  that  his  marriage  '<  was  not, 
perhaps,  in  consequence  of  the  attachment  of  romance,** — (he  is  addressing 
a  young  lady), — **  but,**  he  continues,  "  I  have  no  cause  to  repent  it.  If 
I  have  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners,  and  fashionable  dress,  I  am  not 
sickened  and  disgusted  with  the  multiform  curse  of  boarding-school  affec- 
tation ;  and  I  have  got  the  handsomest  figure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the 
soundest  constitution,  and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  country.  Mrs.  Bums 
believes  as  firmly  as  her  creed,  that  I  am  lephts  bel  exprit  el  leplut  hofwHe 
homme  in  the  universe  ;  although  she  scarcely  ever,  in  her  life,  except  .the 
Scriptures  and  the  Psalms  of  David  in  Metre,  spent  five  minutes  together 
on  either  prose  or  verse — I  must  except  also  a  certain  late  publication  of 
Scots  poems,  which  she  has  perused  very  devoutly,  and  all  the  ballads  of 
the  country,  as  she  has  (O  the  partial  lover,  you  will  say),  the  finest 
woodnote-wild  I  ever  heard.** — It  was  during  this  honeymoon,  as  he  calls 
it,  while  chiefly  resident  in  a  miserable  hovel  at  Elliesland,  X  and  only 
occasionally  spending  a  day  or  two  in  A3rr8hire,  that  he  wrote  the  beautiful 
•ODg:|| 

*^  Of  A*  the  airtf  the  wind  can  blaw  I  dearljr  like  the  ivett. 
For  there  the  bonnie  ktaie  liTet,  the  lame  I  lo*e  best ; 
There  wildwoods  grow,  and  riTen  row,  and  n)onj  a  hUl  between ; 
But  daj  and  night  mj  fancy*!  flight  ii  eyer  wi*  mj  Jean. 

O  blaw,  Te  wettlin  windt,  blaw  saft  amang  the  leafy  trees, 
Wi*  genUe  nle,  tnib  muir  and  dale,  bring  hame  the  laden  bees. 
And  bring  tne  lassie  back  to  roe,  that*s  a?e  sae  neat  and  dean;; 
Ae  bUnk  o*  htr  wad  banish  care,  sae  lorely  is  my  Jean.** 

*  JUUfSii,  pu  Ol  t  8ttGiB«ilConifpoBd«ce,Nall«  aadBdiaatiifbllL 
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One  of  Bunis*8  letters,  written  not  long  afler  this,  contains  a  passage  strong- 
ly marked  witli  his  haughtiness  of  character.  **  I  have  escaped,*'  says  he, 
"  the  fantastic  caprice,  the  apish  affectation,  with  all  the  other  blessed 
boarding-school  acquirements  which  are  sometimes  to  be  found  among  fe- 
males of  the  upper  ranks,  but  almost  imiversally  pervade  the  misses  of  the 
would-be  gentry."* 

**  A  discerning  reader,"  says  Mr.  Walker,  "  will  perceive  that  the  let- 
ters in  which  he  announces  his  marriage  to  some  of  his  most  respected  cor- 
respondents, arc  written  in  that  state  when  the  mind  is  pained  by  reflect- 
ing on  an  unwelcome  step,  and  finds  relief  to  itself  in  seeking  arguments 
to  justify  the  deed,  and  lessen  its  disadvantages  in  the  opinion  of  others."  f 
I  confess  I  am  not  able  to  discern  any  traces  of  this  kind  of  feeling  in  any 
of  Bums*s  letters  on  this  interesting  and  important  occasion,  llie  Rev. 
Hamilton  Paul  takes  an  original  view  of  this  business : — **  Much  praise," 
sa3rs  he,  "  has  been  lavished  on  Burns  for  renewing  his  engagement  with 
Jean  when  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame.  .  .  The  praise  is  misplaced.  We 
do  not  think  a  man  entitled  to  credit  or  commendation  for  doing  what  the 
law  could  compel  him  to  perform.  Bums  was  in  reality  a  married  man, 
and  it  is  truly  ludicrous  to  hear  him,  aware  as  he  must  have  been,  of  the  in- 
dissoluble power  of  the  obligation,  though  every  document  was  destroyed, 
talking  of  himself  as  a  bachelor.*'  j;  There  is  no  justice  in  these  remarks. 
It  is  very  true,  that,  by  a  merciful  fiction  of  the  law  of  Scotland,  the  fe- 
male, in  Miss  Armour's  condition,  who  produces  a  written  promise  of  mar- 
riage, is  considered  as  having  furnished  evidence  of  an  irregular  marriage 
having  taken  place  between  her  and  her  lover ;  but  in  this  case  the  female 
herself  had  destroyed  the  document,  and  lived  for  many  months  not  only 
not  assuming,  but  rejecting  the  cliaracter  of  Burns's  wife ;  and  had  she,  un- 
der such  circumstances,  attempted  to  establish  a  marriage,  with  no  docu- 
ment in  her  hand,  and  with  no  parole  evidence  to  show  that  any  such  do- 
cument had  ever  existed,  to  say  nothing  of  proving  its  exact  tenor,  but 
that  of  her  own  father,  it  is  clear  that  no  ecclesiastical  court  in  the  world 
could  have  failed  to  decide  against  her.  So  far  from  Bums*s  having  all 
along  regarded  her  as  his  wife,  it  is  extremely  doubtful  whether  she  had 
ever  for  one  moment  considered  him  as  actually  her  husband,  until  he  de- 
clared the  marriage  of  1788.  Burns  did  no  more  than  justice  as  well  as 
honour  demanded ;  but  the  act  was  one  which  no  human  tribunal  could 
have  compelled  him  to  perform. 

To  return  to  our  story.  Bums  complains  sadly  of  his  solitary  condition, 
when  living  in  the  only  hovel  that  he  found  extant  on  his  farm.  «  I  am,** 
says  he,  (September  9tli)  **  busy  with  my  harvest,  but  for  all  that  most 
pleasurable  part  of  life  aalM  social  intercourse,  I  am  here  at  the  very  eU 
bow  of  existence.  The  only  things  that  are  to  be  found  in  this  country  in 
any  degree  of  perfection,  are  stupidity  and  canting.  Prose  they  only  know 
in  graces,  &c.,  and  the  value  of  these  they  estimate  as  they  do  their  plaid- 
ing  webs,  by  the  ell.  As  for  the  muses,  they  have  as  much  idea  of  a  rhino- 
ceros as  of  a  poet."  And  in  another  letter  (September  16th)  he  says, 
**  This  hovel  that  I  shelter  in  while  occasionally  here,  is  pervious  to  every 
blast  that  blows,  and  every  shower  that  falls,  and  I  am  only  preserved 
from  being  chilled  to  deaUi  by  being  suffocated  by  smoke.  You  will  be 
pleased  to  bear  that  I  have  laid  aside  idle  edai^  and  bmd  every  day  after 

*  Qmmal  Commodoice,  Now  M.  f  MocriKsi,  toL  i  p.  booci^ 
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my  reapers.**  His  house,  however,  did  not  take  much  time  in  buildfnf « 
nor  had  he  reason  to  complain  of  want  of  society  long.  He  brought  his 
wife  home  to  Elliesland  about  the  end  of  November ;  and  few  housekeepers 
start  with  a  larger  provision  of  young  mouths  to  feed  than  this  couple.  Mrs. 
Burn3  had  lain  in  this  autumn,  for  the  second  time,  of  twins,  and  I  sup- 
pose <*  sonsy,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess,"*  accompanied  her  younger  bro- 
thers and  sisters  from  Mossgiel.  From  that  quarter  also  Bums  brought  a 
whole  establishment  of  servants,  male  and  female,  who,  of  course,  as  was 
then  the  universal  custom  amongst  the  small  farmers,  both  of  the  west  and 
of  the  south  of  Scotland,  partook,  at  the  same  table,  of  the  same  fare  with 
their  master  and  mistress. 

Elliesland  is  beautifully  situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  about  six  miles 
ibove  Dumfries,  exactly  opposite  to  the  house  of  Dalswinton,  oi'  those  noble 
woods  and  gardens  amidst  which  Bums's  landlord,  the  ingenious  Mr.  Pa- 
trick Miller,  found  relaxation  from  the  scientific  studies  and  researches  in 
which  he  so  greatly  excelled.  On  the  Dalswinton  side,  the  river  washes 
lawns  and  groves  ;  but  over  against  these  the  bank  rises  into  a  long  red 
icaur,  of  considerable  height,  along  the  verge  of  which,  where  the  bare 
shingle  of  the  precipice  all  but  overhangs  the  stream.  Burns  had  his  favou- 
rite walk,  and  might  now  be  seen  striding  alone,  early  and  late,  especially 
when  the  winds  were  loud,  and  the  waters  below  him  swollen  and  turbu- 
lent. For  he  was  one  of  those  that  enjoy  nature  most  in  the  more  serious 
and  severe  of  her  aspects ;  and  throughout  his  poetry,  for  one  allusion 
to  the  liveliness  of  spring,  or  the  splendour  of  summer,  it  would  be  easy 
to  point  out  twenty  in  which  he  records  the  solemn  delight  with  which  he 
contemplated  the  melancholy  grandeur  of  autumn,  or  the  savage  gloom  of 
winter ;  and  he  has  himself  told  us,  that  it  was  his  custom  **  to  take  a 
gloamin*  shot  at  the  muses.** 

The  poet  was  accustomed  to  say,  that  the  most  happy  period  of  his  life 
was  the  first  winter  he  spent  at  £lliesland, — for  the  first  time  under  a  roof 
of  his  own — with  his  wife  and  children  about  him — and  in  spite  of*  oc- 
casional lapses  into  the  melancholy  which  had  haunted  his  youth,  k>okiiig 
forward  to  a  life  of  well-regulated,  and  not  ill-rewarded,  industry,  it  is 
known  that  he  welcomed  his  wife  to  her  rooflree  at  Klliesland  in  the  song, 

*'*'  I  hie  A  wife  o*  mine  ain,  1*0  partake  wi*  naebody  ; 
rU  tak  cuckold  frae  nane,  1*11  gie  cuckold  to  naebody ; 
I  hae  a  penny  to  spend— Uiere  -tliank:*  to  naebody  ; 
1  hae  naething  to  lend— Pll  borrow  frae  naebody.^* 

In  commenting  on  this  <*  little  lively  lucky  song,*'  as  he  well  calls  it,  Mr.  A 
Cunningham  says,  *<  Bums  had  built  his  house,  he  had  committed  hii 
seed-corn  to  the  ground,  he  was  in  the  prime,  nay  the  momine  of  life — 
health,  and  strength,  and  agricultural  slull  were  on  his  side — -his  eenius 
had  been  acknowledged  by  his  country,  and  rewarded  by  a  subscription, 
more  extensive  than  any  Scottish  poet  ever  received  before ;  no  wonder, 
therefore,  that  he  broke  out  into  voluntary  song,  expressive  of  his  sense  of 
importance  and  independence.** 

Bums,  in  his  letters  of  the  year  1 789,  makes  many  apologies  for  doing 
bat  little  in  his  poetical  vocation  ;  his  farm,  without  doubt,  occupied  much 
of  his  attention,  but  the  want  of  social  intercourse,  of  which  he  complained 
on  his  first  arrival  in  Nitlisdale,  had  by  this  time  totally  disappeared.     On 

*  Poetical  Iv^BHToaT  to  Mr.  AikM,  FtbtMoy  1716^ 
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tiie  oontnury,  his  company  was  courted  eagerly,  not  only  by  his  brother- 
fiumers,  but  by  the  neighbouring  gentry  of  all  classes ;  and  now,  too,  for 
the  first  time,  he  began  to  be  visited  continually  in  his  own  house  by  curi- 
ous trayellers  of  all  sorts,  who  did  not  consider,  any  more  than  the  gene- 
rous poet  himself,  that  an  extensive  practice  of  hospitality  must  cost  more 
time  than  he  ought  to  have  had,  and  far  more  money  than  he  ever  had,  at 
his  disposal.  Meantime,  he  was  not  wholly  regardless  of  the  muses  ;  for 
in  addition  to  some  pieces  which  we  have  already  had  occasion  to  notice, 
he  contributed  to  this  year's  Museum,  The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the 
Sea  ;  The  lazy  mitt  hangs^  Sfc, ;  The  day  returns,  my  bosom  bums  ;  Tarn 
GleHf  (one  of  the  best  of  his  humorous  songs) ;  the  splendid  lyric,  Cfo 
fiick  to  me  a  phU  of  wine,  and  My  heart's  in  the  HielandSf  (in  both  of  which, 
however,  he  adopted  some  lines  of  ancient  songs  to  the  same  tunes);  John 
Andermmy  in  part  also  a  rifacciamento ;  the  best  of  all  his  Bacchanalian 
pieces,  Willie  brewed  a  pech  o  maut,  written  in  celebration  of  a  festive  meet- 
ing at  the  country  residence,  in  Dumfriesshire,  of  his  friend  Mr.  NicoU  of 
the  High  School ;  and  lastly,  that  noblest  of  all  his  ballads,  To  Mary  in 
Hsacen*  This  celebrated  poem  was,  it  is  on  all  hands  admitted,  composed 
by  Boms  in  September  1789,  on  the  anniversary  of  the  day  on  which  he 
heard  of  the  death  of  his  early  love,  Mary  Campbell ;  but  Mr.  Cromek 
has  thought  fit  to  dress  up  the  story  with  circumstances  which  did  not  oc- 
cur. Mrs.  Bums,  the  only  person  who  could  appeal  to  personal  recollec- 
tion on  this  occasion,  and  whose  recollections  of  all  circumstances  con- 
nected with  the  history  of  her  husband's  poems,  are  represented  as  being 
remarkably  distinct  and  vivid,  gives  what  may  at  first  appear  a  more  pro- 
saic edition  of  the  history.  *  According  to  her,  Burns  spent  that  day, 
though  labouring  under  cold,  in  the  usual  work  of  his  harvest,  and  appa- 
rently in  excellent  spirits.  But  as  the  twilight  deepened,  he  appeared  to 
grow  "  very  sad  about  something,"  and  at  length  wandered  out  into  the 
b«m-yard«  to  which  his  wife,  in  her  anxiety  for  his  health,  followed  him, 
entreating  him  in  vain  to  observe  ttiat  frost  had  set  in,  and  to  return 
to  the  fireside.  On  being  again  and  again  requested  to  do  so,  he  always 
promised  compliance — ^but  still  remained  where  he  was,  striding  up  and 
down  slowly,  and  contemplating  the  sky,  which  was  singularly  clear  and 
starry.  At  last  Mrs.  Burns  found  him  stretched  on  a  mass  of  straw,  with 
his  eyes  fixed  on  a  beautiful  planet  **  that  shone  like  another  moon  ;'*  and 
prevailed  on  him  to  come  in.  He  immediately  on  entering  the  house,  called 
for  his  desky  and  wrote  exactly  as  they  now  stand,  with  all  the  ease  of  one 
copying  from  memory,  the  sublime  and  pathetic  verses — 

^^  Thou  lingering  iter  with  lessening  raj, 

Thftt  loTest  to  greet  the  early  mom, 
Again  thon  usherst  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary,  dear  departed  shade. 

Whne  is  thy  place  of  blissnil  rest ; 
See*Bt  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid, 

Hear*st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ?^  &c. 

The  MoAer*s  Lament  for  her  Son,  and  Inscription  in  an  Hermitage  m 
JWdbt/o/Jg,  were  also  written  this  year.  From  the  time  when  Burns  settled 
himself  in  Dumfriesshire,  he  appears  to  have  conducted  with  much  care 
die  extensive  correspondence  in  which  his  celebrity  had  engaged  him.    The 

*  I  owe  thcM  particulars  to  Mr.  M^Diarmid,  the  able  editor  of  ihe  Dumfries  Courier,  and 
"^     of  the  lamented  author  of  **  Lives  of  British  Statesmen.** 
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etters  that  passed  between  him  and  his  brother  Gilbert,  are  aroong  the 
most  precious  of  the  collection.  That  the  brothers  had  entire  knowledge 
of  and  confidence  in  each  other,  no  one  can  doubt ;  and  the  plain  manlj 
affectionate  language  in  which  they  both  write,  is  truly  honourable  to  them* 
and  tr  ^he  parents  that  reared  them.  <*  Dear  BroUier,"  writes  Gilbert^ 
January  1st,  1789,  <<  I  have  just  finished  my  new-year*s-day  breakfiut  in 
the  usual  form,  which  naturally  makes  me  call  to  mind  the  days  of  former 
years,  and  the  society  in  which  we  used  to  begin  them  ;  and  when  I  look 
at  our  family  vicissitudes,  *  through  the  dark  postern  of  time  long  elapsed,* 
I  cannot  help  remarking  to  you,  ray  dear  brother,  how  good  the  God  of 
seasons  is  to  us ;  and  that,  however  some  clouds  may  seem  to  lour  over 
the  portion  of  time  before  us,  we  have  great  reason  to  hope  that  all  will 
turn  out  well." 

It  was  on  the  same  new-year's-day  that  Bums  himself  addressed  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop  a  letter,  part  of  which  is  here  transcribed.  It  is  dated  Elliesland, 
New-year-day  morning,  1789,  and  certainly  cannot  be  read  too  often  >— 
**  This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of  wishes,  and  would  to  God  that  I 
came  under  the  apostle  James's  description  ! — the  prayer  rf  a  righteout  mam 
avaiUth  much^  In  that  case,  madam,  you  should  welcome  in  a  year  fuU  of 
blessings ;  every  thing  that  obstructs  or  disturbs  tranquillity  and  self-enjoy- 
ment, should  be  removed,  and  every  pleasure  that  frail  humanity  can  taste, 
should  be  yours.  I  own  myself  so  little  a  Presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of 
set  times  and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  devotion,  for  breaking 
in  on  that  habituated  routine  of  life  and  thought,  which  is  so  apt  to  reduce 
our  existence  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or  even  sometimes,  and  with  some  minds, 
to  a  state  very  little  superior  to  mere  machinery.  This  day, — the  first 
Sunday  of  May, — a  breezy,  blue-skyed  moon  sometime  about  the  begin- 
ning, and  a  hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about  the  end  of  autunm ; 
these,  time  out  of  mind,  have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday. 

*<  I  believe  I  owe  this  to  that  glorious  paper  in  the  Spectator,  <  The 
Vision  of  Mirza  ;*  a  piece  that  struck  my  young  fancy  before  I  was  capable 
of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three  syllables  :  <  On  the  5th  day  of  the  moon, 
which,  according  to  the  custom  of  my  forefathers,  I  always  keep  kofyt  after 
having  washed  myself,  and  offered  up  my  morning  devotions,  I  ascended 
the  high  hill  of  Bagdat,  in  order  to  pass  the  rest  of  the  day  in  meditation 
and  prayer.'  We  know  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  of  the  substance  or 
structure  of  our  souls,  so  cannot  account  for  those  seeming  caprices  in 
them,  that  one  should  be  particularly  pleased  with  this  thing,  or  struck 
with  that,  which,  on  minds  of  a  different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary  im« 
pression.  I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring,  among  which  are  the 
mountain-daisy,  the  hare-bell,  the  fox-glove,  the  wild  brier-rose,  the  bud- 
ding-birch, and  the  hoary  hawthorn,  that  I  view  and  hang  over  with  par- 
ticular delight.  I  never  hear  the  loud,  solitary  whistle  of  the  curlew  in  a 
summer  noon,  or  the  wild  mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plover,  in  an 
autumnal  morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul  like  the  enthusiasm 
of  devotion  or  poetry.  Tell  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  this  be  ow- 
ing ?  Are  we  a  piece  of  machinery,  which,  like  the  iEolian  harp,  passivi, 
takes  the  impression  of  the  passing  accident  ?  Or  do  tliese  workings  argue 
something  within  us  above  the  trodden  clod  ?  I  own  myself  partial  to  such 
proofs  of  those  awful  and  important  realities — a  God  that  made  ^1  thinga 
— man's  immaterial  and  immortal  nature — and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  be» 
vend  death  and  the  grave.** 
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Few,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  can  read  8uch  things  as  these  without  delight ; 
none,  surely,  that  taste  the  elevated  pleasure  they  are  calculated  to  in- 
spire, can  turn  from  them  to  the  well-known  issue  of  Burns's  history,  with- 
out being  afflicted.  The  <*  golden  days'*  of  Elliesland,  as  Dr.  Currie  justly 
calls  them,  were  not  destined  to  be  many.  Burns's  farming  speculations 
once  more  failed  ;  and  he  himself  seems  to  have  been  aware  that  such  was 
likely  to  be  the  case  ere  he  had  given  the  business  many  months*  trial ;  for, 
ere  the  autumn  of  1 788  was  over,  he  applied  to  his  patron,  Mr.  Graham  of 
Rntray,  for  actual  employment  as  an  exciseman,  and  was  accordingly  ap- 
pointed to  do  duty,  in  that  capacity,  in  the  district  where  his  lands  were 
situated.  His  income,  as  a  revenue  officer,  was  at  first  only  £35  ;  it  by 
and  by  rose  to  i'50 ;  and  sometimes  was  X70.  These  pounds  were  hardly 
earned,  since  the  duties  of  his  new  calling  necessarily  withdrew  him  very 
often  from  the  farm,  which  needed  his  utmost  attention,  and  exposed  him, 
which  was  still  worse,  to  innumerable  temptations  of  the  kind  he  was  least 
likely  to  resist. 

I  have  now  the  satisfaction  of  presenting  the  reader  with  some  particu- 
lars of  this  part  of  Burns's  history,  derived  from  a  source  which  every 
lover  of  Scodand  and  Scottish  poetry  must  be  prepared  to  hear  mentioned 
with  respect.  It  happened  that  at  the  time  when  our  poet  went  to  Niths- 
daie,  the  father  of  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham  was  steward  on  the  estate  of 
Dalswinton  :  he  was,  as  all  who  have  read  the  writings  of  his  sons  will 
readily  believe,  a  man  of  remarkable  talents  and  attainments :  he  was  a 
wise  and  good  man  ;  a  devout  admirer  of  Burns's  genius  ;  and  one  of  those 
sober  neighbours  who  in  vain  strove,  by  advice  and  warning,  to  arrest  the 
poet  in  the  downhill  path,  towards  which  a  thousand  seductions  were  per- 
petually drawing  him.  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham  was,  of  course,  almost  a 
child  when  he  first  saw  Burns  ;  but,  in  what  he  has  to  say  on  this  subject, 
we  may  be  sure  we  are  hearing  the  substance  of  his  benevolent  and  saga- 
cious ftither's  observations  and  reflections.  His  own  boyish  recollections 
of  the  poet's  personal  appearance  and  demeanour  will,  however,  be  read 
with  interest.  ••  I  was  very  young,"  says  Allan  Cunningham,  "  when  I 
first  saw  Bums.  He  came  to  see  my  father  ;  and  their  conversation  turned 
partly  on  farming,  partly  on  poetry,  in  both  of  which  my  father  had  taste 
and  skill.  Burns  had  just  come  to  Nithsdale  ;  and  I  think  he  appeared  a 
shade  more  swarthy  than  he  does  in  Nasmy  th's  picture,  and  at  least  ten  years 
older  than  he  really  was  at  the  time.  His  face  was  deeply  marked  by 
thought,  and  the  habitual  expression  intensely  melancholy.  His  frame  was 
very  muscular  and  well  proportioned,  tliough  he  had  a  short  neck,  and 
something  of  a  ploughman's  stoop :  he  was  strong,  and  proud  of  his  strength. 
I  saw  him  one  evening  match  himself  with  a  number  of  masons  ;  and  out 
of  five-and- twenty  practised  hands,  the  most  vigorous  young  men  in  the 
parish,  there  was  only  one  that  could  lift  the  same  weight  as  Burns.  He 
had  a  very  manly  face,  and  a  very  melancholy  look ;  but  on  the  coming  of 
those  he  esteemed,  his  looks  brightened  up,  and  his  whole  face  beamed 
with  affection  and  genius.  His  voice  was  very  musical.  I  once  heard 
him  read  Tarn  o  Shanter.  1  think  1  hear  him  now.  His  fine  manly  voice 
followed  all  the  undulations  of  the  sense,  and  expressed  as  well  as  his  ge- 
nius had  done,  the  pathos  and  humour,  the  horrible  and  the  awful,  of  that 
wonderful  performance.  As  a  man  feels,  so  will  he  write ;  and  in  propor- 
tUNi  as  he  sympathizes  with  his  author,  so  will  he  read  him  with  grace  and 
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<<  I  said  that  Bums  and  my  father  convened  about  poetry  and  famiiiig. 
The  poet  had  newly  taken  possession  of  his  farm  of  Elliesland,— the  masons 
were  busy  building  hb  house, — the  applause  of  the  world  was  with  him^ 
and  a  litUe  of  its  money  in  his  pocket, — in  short,  he  had  found  a  resting* 
place  at  last.  He  spoke  with  great  delight  about  the  excellence  of  h» 
&rm,  and  particularly  about  the  beauty  of  the  situation.  *  Yes,*  my  fiither 
said, '  the  walks  on  the  river  bank  are  fine,  and  you  will  see  from  your  win- 
dows some  miles  of  the  Nith ;  but  you  will  also  see  several  farms  of  fine 
rich  holMy  *  any  one  of  which  you  might  have  had.  You  have  made  a 
poet's  choice,  rather  than  a  farmer's.'  If  Burns  had  much  of  a  farmer  s 
skill,  he  had  little  of  a  farmer's  prudence  and  economy.  I  once  inquired 
of  James  Corrie,  a  sagacious  old  farmer,  whose  ground  marched  with  EUies- 
land,  the  cause  of  the  poet's  failure.  *  Faith,'  said  he,  *  how  could  he  miss 
but  fail,  when  his  servants  ate  the  bread  as  fast  as  it  was  baked  ?  I  don't 
mean  figuratively,  I  mean  literally.  Consider  a  little.  At  that  time  dose 
economy  was  necessary  to  have  enabled  a  man  to  clear  twenty  pounds  »- 
year  by  Elliesland.  Now,  Bums's  own  handywork  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion :  he  neither  ploughed,  nor  sowed,  nor  reaped,  at  least  like  a  hard- 
working farmer ;  and  then  he  had  a  bevy  of  servants  from  Ayrshire.  The 
lasses  did  nothing  but  bake  bread,  and  the  lads  sat  by  the  fireside,  and  ate 
it  warm  with  ale.  Waste  of  time  and  consumption  of  food  would  soon 
reach  to  twenty  pounds  a-year.'  " 

<<  The  truth  of  the  case,"  says  Mr.  Cunningham,  in  anotlier  letter  with 
which  he  has  favoured  me,  "  the  truth  is,  that  if  Robert  Bums  liked  his 
fium,  it  was  more  for  the  beauty  of  the  situation  than  for  the  labours  which 
it  demanded.  He  was  too  wayward  to  attend  to  the  stated  duties  of  a 
husbandman,  and  too  impatient  to  wait  till  tlie  ground  returned  in  gain  the 
cultivation  he  bestowed  upon  it  The  condition  of  a  farmer,  a  Nitlisdale 
one,  I  mean,  was  then  very  humble  His  one-story  house  had  a  covering 
of  straw,  and  a  clay  fioor ;  the  furniture  was  from  the  hands  of  a  country 
carpenter ;  and,  between  the  roof  and  fioor,  there  seldom  intervened  a 
smoother  ceiling  than  of  rough  rods  and  grassy  turf — while  a  huge  lang-settle 
of  black  oak  for  himself,  and  a  carved  arm- chair  for  his  wife,  were  the  only 
matters  out  of  keeping  with  the  homely  looks  of  his  residence.  He  took 
all  his  meals  in  his  own  kitchen,  and  presided  regularly  among  his  children 
and  domestics.  He  performed  family  worship  every  evening — except  dur- 
mg  the  hurry  of  harvest,  when  that  duty  was  perhaps  limited  to  Saturday 
night.  A  few  religious  books,  two  or  three  favourite  poets,  the  history  of 
his  country,  and  his  Bible,  aided  him  in  forming  the  minds  and  manners  of 
the  family.  To  domestic  education,  Scotland  owes  as  much  as  to  the  care 
of  her  clergy,  and  the  excellence  of  her  parish  schools. 

'*  The  picture  out  of  doors  was  less  interesting.  The  ground  from  which 
the  farmer  sought  support,  was  generally  in  a  very  moderate  state  of  culti- 
vation. The  implements  with  which  he  tilled  his  land  were  primitive  and 
clumsy,  and  his  own  knowledge  of  the  management  of  crops  exceedingly 
limited.  He  plodded  on  in  the  regular  slothful  routine  of  his  ancestors ; 
he  rooted  out  no  bushes,  he  dug  up  no  stones  ;  he  drained  not,  neither  did 
he  enclose ;  and  weeds  obtained  their  full  share  of  the  dung  and  the  lime, 
which  he  bestowed  more  like  a  medicine  than  a  meal  on  his  soiL  His 
plough  was  the  rude  old  Scotch  one ;  his  harrows  had  as  often  teeth  of 

*  Holm  it  flat,  rich  meadow  land,  intenremDg  between  a  ttream  and  the  gencnd  ilsislion 
of  tilt  aifjoliiiBf  eooDliy. 
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wood  as  of  iron ;  his  carts  were  heavy  and  low-wheeled,  or  were,  more 
pioperljr  speaking,  tumbler-carts,  so  called  to  distinguish  them  from  trail* 
carts,  both  of  which  were  in  common  use.  On  these  rude  carriages  his 
maDure  was  taken  to  the  field,  and  his  crop  brought  home.  The  farmer 
himself  corresponded  in  all  respects  with  his  imperfect  instruments.  His 
porertj  secured  him  from  risking  costly  experiments ;  and  his  hatred  of 
mnovmtion  made  him  entrench  himself  behind  a  breast-work  of  old  maxims 
snd  rustic  saws,  which  he  interpreted  as  oracles  delivered  against  improve^ 
memL  With  ground  in  such  condition,  with  tools  so  unfit,  and  with  know- 
ledge so  imperfect,  he  sometimes  succeeded  in  wringing  a  few  hundred 
pounds  ScoU  from  the  farm  he  occupied.  Such  was  generally  the  state  of 
agriculture  when  Bums  came  to  Nithsdale.  I  know  not  how  far  his  own 
skfll  was  equal  to  the  task  of  improvement — his  trial  was  short  and  unfor- 
tunate. An  important  change  soon  took  place,  by  which  he  was  not  fated 
to  profit ;  he  had  not  the  foresight  to  sec  its  approach,  nor,  probably,  the 
fartitade  to  9,w9it  its  coming. 

'*  In  the  year  1790,  much  of  the  ground  in  Nithsdale  was  leased  at  seven, 
and  ten.  and  fifteen  shillings  per  acre ;  and  the  farmer,  in  his  person  and 
his  house,  differed  little  from  the  peasants  and  mechanics  around  him.  He 
would  have  thought  his  daughter  wedded  in  her  degree,  had  she  married  a 
joiner  or  a  mason  ;  and  at  kirk  or  market^  all  men  beneath  the  rank  of  a 
**  portioner'*  of  the  soil  mingled  together,  equals  in  appearance  and  impor- 
tance. But  the  war  which  soon  commenced,  gave  a  decided  impulse  to 
agriculture :  the  army  and  navy  consumed  largely  ;  corn  rose  in  demand ; 
the  price  augmented ;  more  land  was  called  into  cultivation  ;  and,  as  leases 
expired,  the  proprietors  improved  the  grounds,  built  better  houses,  enlarg- 
ed the  rents ;  and  the  farmer  was  soon  borne  on  the  wings  of  sudden  wealth 
abore  his  original  condition.  His  house  obtained  a  slated  roof,  sash-windows, 
cnrpeted  floors,  pkstered  walls,  and  even  began  to  exchange  the  hanks  of 
ymi  with  which  it  was  formerly  hung,  for  paintings  and  pianofortes.  He 
kid  aside  his  coat  of  home-made  cloth  ;  he  retired  from  his  seat  among  his 
senrants ;  he — I  am  grieved  to  mention  it — gave  up  family  worship  as  a 
iStaoig  un^hionable,  and  became  a  kind  of  rustic  geiUleman^  who  rode  a  blood 
horve,  and  galloped  home  on  market  nights  at  the  peril  of  his  own  neck,  and 
to  the  terror  of  every  modest  pedestrian.  When  a  change  like  this  took 
place,  and  a  farmer  could,  with  a  dozen  years*  industry,  be  able  to  purchase 
the  land  he  rented — which  many  were,  and  many  did — the  same;,  or  a  still 
more  profitable  change  might  have  happened  with  respect  to  Elliesland ; 
and  Bums,  had  he  stuck  by  his  lease  and  his  plough,  would,  in  all  human 
possibility,  have  found  the  independence  which  he  sought,  and  sought  in 
vain,  from  the  coldness  and  parsimony  of  mankind.'* 

Mr.  Cunningham  sums  up  his  reminiscences  of  Burns  at  Elliesland  in 
these  terms : — "  During  the  prosperity  of  his  farm,  my  father  of^en  said 
diat  Bums  conducted  himself  wisely,  and  like  one  anxious  for  his  name  as 
a  man,  and  his  fame  as  a  poet  He  went  to  Dunscore  Kirk  on  Sunday, 
though  he  expressed  oflener  than  once  his  dislike  to  the  stem  Calvinism  of 
that  strict  old  divine,  Mr.  Kirkpatrick  ; — he  assisted  in  forming  a  reading 
dob ;  and  at  weddmgs  and  house-heatings,  and  kiras,  and  other  scenes  of  fes- 
tivi^,  he  was  a  welcome  guest,  universally  liked  by  the  young  and  the  old. 
Bat  Uie  fiiilure  of  his  farming  projects,  and  the  limited  income  with  which 
he  was  compelled  to  support  an  increasing  family  and  an  expensive  station 
in  life,  preyed  on  his  i^irits ;  and,  during  these  fits  of  despair,  he  waa  willU 
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ing  too  often  to  become  the  companion  o£  the  thoughtless  and  the  groit.  I 
am  grieved  to  say,  that  besides  leaving  the  book  too  much  for  the  boirl, 
and  grave  and  wise  friends  for  lewd  and  reckless  companions,  he  was  also 
in  the  occasional  practice  of  composing  songs,  in  which  he  surpassed  the 
licentiousness,  as  well  as  the  wit  and  humour,  of  the  old  Scottish  muse. 
These  have  unfortunately  found  their  way  to  the  press,  and  I  am  afraid 
they  cannot  be  recalled.  In  conclusion,  I  may  say,  that  few  men  have  had 
so  much  of  the  poet  about  them,  and  few  poets  so  much  of  the  man ; — the 
man  was  probably  less  pure  than  he  ought  to  have  been,  but  the  poet  was 
pure  and  bright  to  the  last." 

The  reader  must  be  sufficiently  prepared  to  hear,  that  from  the  time 
when  he  entered  on  his  excise  duties,  the  poet  more  and  more  neglected 
the  concerns  of  his  farm.  Occasionally,  he  might  be  seen  holding  the 
plough,  an  exercise  in  which  he  excelled,  and  was  proud  of  excelling,  or 
stallung  down  his  furrows,  with  tlie  white  sheet  of  grain  wrapt  about  him, 
a  *'  tenty  seedsman  ;**  but  he  was  more  commonly  occupied  in  far  different 
pursuits.  <*  I  am  now,"  says  he,  in  one  of  his  letters,  **  a  poor  rascally 
ganger,  condemned  to  gallop  two  hundred  miles  every  week,  to  inspect 
dirty  ponds  and  yeasty  barrels."  Both  in  verse  and  in  prose  he  has  recorded 
the  feelings  with  which  h^  first  followed  his  new  vocation.  His  jests  oo 
the  subject  are  imiformly  bitter.  *<  I  have  the  same  consolation,"  he  tells 
Mr  Ainslie,  '*  which  I  once  heard  a  recruiting  sergeant  give  to  his  audi- 
ence in  the  streets  of  Kilmarnock  :  *•  Gentlen^n,  for  your  farther  encourage- 
ment, I  can  assure  you  that  ours  is  the  most  blackguard  corps  under  the 
crown,  and,  consequently,  with  us  an  honest  fellow  has  the  surest  chance 
of  preferment.' "  On  one  occasion,  however,  he  takes  a  higher  tone.  *'  There 
is  a  certain  stigma,"  says  he  to  Bishop  Geddes,  *'  in  the  name  of  Excise- 
roan  ;  but  I  do  not  intend  to  borrow  honour  from  any  profession :" — which 
may  perhaps  remind  the  reader  of  Gibbon's  lofty  language,  on  finally  quit- 
ting the  learned  and  polished  circles  of  London  and  Paris,  for  his  Swiss  re- 
tirement :  "  I  am  too  modest,  or  too  proud,  to  rate  my  value  by  that  ol 
my  associates." 

Bums,  in  his  perpetual  perambulations  over  the  moors  of  Dumfriesshire» 
had  every  temptation  to  encounter,  which  bodily  fatigue,  the  blandishments 
of  hosts  and  hostesses,  and  the  habitual  manners  of  those  who  acted  along 
with  him  in  the  duties  of  the  excise,  tould  present.  He  was,  moreover, 
wherever  he  went,  exposed  to  perils  of  his  own.,  by  the  reputation  which 
he  had  earned  as  a  poet,  and  by  his  extraordinary  powers  of  entertainment 
in  conversation.  From  the  castle  to  the  cottage,  every  door  flew  open  at 
his  approach ;  and  the  old  system  of  hospitality,  then  flourishing,  rendered 
it  difficult  for  the  most  soberly  inclined  guest  to  rise  from  any  man's  board 
in  the  same  trim  that  he  sat  down  to  it.  The  farmer,  if  Burns  was  seen 
passing,  left  his  reapers,  and  trotted  by  the  side  of  Jenny  Geddes,  until 
he  could  persuade  the  bard  that  the  day  was  hot  enough  to  demand  an 
extra*libation.  If  he  entered  an  inn  at  midnight,  af\er  all  the  inmates 
were  in  bed,  the  news  of  his  arrival  circulated  from  the  cellar  to  the  garret; 
and  ere  ten  minutes  had  elapsed,  the  landlord  and  all  his  guests  were  as- 
sembled round  the  ingle ;  tlie  largest  punch-bowl  was  produced  ;  and 

**  Be  oura  this  ni^t — who  knovt  what  comes  to-morrow  ?* 

was  the  language  of  every  eye  in  the  circle  that  welcomed  him.    The 
JUteliest  gentry  of  the  county,  whenever  they  had  especial  merriment  in 
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view,  called  in  the  wit  and  eloquence  of  Burns  to  enliven  their  carousals.* 
The  iamous  song  of  The  WhMe  of  worth  commemorates  a  scene  of  this 
kind,  more  picturesque  in  some  of  its  circumstances  than  every  day  oc- 
curred, yet  strictly  in  character  with  the  usual  tenor  of  life  among  this  jo- 
vial 9quvrearcky,  Three  gentlemen  of  ancient  descent,  had  met  to  deter- 
mine, by  a  solemn  drinking  match,  who  should  possess  the  Whistle^  which 
a  common  ancestor  of  them  all  had  earned  ages  before,  in  a  Bacchanalian 
contest  of  the  same  sort  with  a  noble  toper  from  Denmark ;  and  the  poet 
was  summoned  to  watch  over  and  celebrate  the  issue  of  the  debate. 

^  Then  up  rose  the  bard  like  «  prophet  in  drink, 
Crai^srroch  shall  soar  when  creation  shall  sink ; 
But  if  thou  would*st  flourish  immortal  in  rliyme. 
Come,  one  bottle  more,  and  have  at  the  subume.** 

Nor,  as  has  already  been  hinted,  was  he  safe  from  temptations  of  this  kind, 
even  when  he  was  at  home,  and  most  disposed  to  enjoy  in  quiet  the  socie- 
ty of  his  wife  and  children.  Lion-gazers  from  all  quarters  beset  him ;  they 
ate  and  drank  at  his  cost,  and  often  went  away  to  criticise  him  and  his 
five,  as  if  they  had  done  Bums  and  his  blach  bowl  f  great  honour  in  con- 
descending to  be  entertained  for  a  single  evening,  with  such  compan}'  and 
such  liquor. 

We  have  on  record  various  glimpses  of  him,  as  he  appeared  while  he 
was  half-farmer,  half-exciseman ;  and  some  of  these  present  him  in  atti- 
tudes and  aspects,  on  which  it  would  be  pleasing  to  dwell.  For  example, 
the  circumstances  under  which  the  verses  on  The  toounded  Hare  were 
written,  are  mentioned  generally  by  the  poet  himself.  James  Thomson, 
son  of  the  occupier  of  a  farm  adjoining  Elliesland,  told  Allan  Cunningham, 
that  it  was  he  who  wounded  the  animal.  **  Burns,*'  said  tliis  person,  *<  was 
in  the  custom,  when  at  home,  of  strolling  by  himself  in  the  twilight  every 
evening,  along  the  Nith,  and  by  tiie  march  between  his  land  and  ours. 
The  hares  oflen  came  and  nibbled  our  wheat  braird ;  and  once,  in  the 
gloaming, — it  was  in  April, — I  got  a  shot  at  one,  and  wounded  her  :  she  ran 
bleeding  by  Burns,  who  was  pacing  up  and  down  by  himself,  not  far  from 
me.  He  started,  and  with  a  bitter  curse,  ordered  me  out  of  his  sight,  or 
he  would  throw  me  instantly  into  the  Nith.  And  had  I  stayed,  I'll  war- 
rant he  would  have  been  as  good  as  his  word — though  1  was  both  young 
and  strong." 

Among  other  curious  travellers  who  found  their  way  about  this  time  to 
Elliesland,  was  Captain  Grose,  the  celebrated  antiquarian,  whom  Burns 
briefly  describes  as 

^^  A  fine  &t  fodgd  wight-- 
Of  stature  short,  but  genius  bright  C* 

and  who  has  painted  his  own  portrait,  both  with  pen  and  pencil,  at  full 
length,  in  his  OUo.  This  gentleman's  taste  and  pursuits  are  ludicrously  set 
fordi  in  the  copy  of  verses — 

*  These  paiticulars  are  from  a  letter  of  David  Maeculloch^  £*<(•,  who,  being  at  this  period 
a  fcry  young  man,  a  pa^sionate  admirer  of  Bums,  and  a  capital  singer  tk  manv  of  his  serious 
ioogs,  used  often,  in  itis  enthusiasm,  to  accompahy  the  poet  on  his  professional  excursions. 

i*  Durr.»*»  f^mou:*  black  )<unch-bowl,  of  Inverary  marble^  was  the  nuptial  gilt  of  Mr.  Axm 
miMir.  hU  father-in.l  w.  who  himself  fB>Moned  it.  .Afler  pacing  through  many  hand»,  it  it 
now  in  excellent  keeping,  cUai  oi  Alexander  liaittie,  )-Lsi{.  oi  l^vAoru 
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««  Hear,  Und  o*  Cakes  and  brither  Soots, 
Frae  M aidenkirk  to  John  O*0roats, 
A  chield*s  amang  jt  takin*  notes,**  Ajc» 

and,  inier  aUa,  his  love  of  port  is  not  forgotten.  Grose  and  Bums  Lad  too 
much  in  common,  not  to  become  great  friends.  The  poet's  accurate  know* 
ledge  of  Scottish  phraseology  and  customs,  was  of  great  use  to  the  re- 
searches of  tlie  humourous  antiquarian  ;  and,  above  all,  it  is  to  their  ac- 
quaintance that  we  owe  Tarn  o*  SharUer,  Bums  told  the  story  at  he  had 
heard  it  in  Ayrshire,  in  a  letter  to  the  Captain,  and  was  easily  persuaded 
to  versify  it.  The  poem  was  the  work  of  one  day  ;  and  Mrs.  Bums  well  re- 
members the  circumstances.  He  spent  most  of  the  day  on  his  favourite  walk 
by  the  river,  where,  in  the  afternoon,  she  joined  him  with  some  of  her 
children.  "He  was  busily  engaged  crooning  to  himnelly  and  Mrs.  Bums 
perceiving  that  her  presence  was  an  interruption,  loitered  behind  with  her 
little  ones  among  the  broom.  Her  attention  was  presently  attracted  by  the 
strange  and  wild  gesticulations  of  the  bard,  who,  now  at  some  distance* 
was  agonized  with  an  ungovernable  access  of  joy.  He  was  reciting  very 
loud,  and  with  the  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  those  animated  venet 
which  he  had  just  conceived : — 

^  Now  Tam !  O  Tam  !  had  thej  been  queans, 
A*  plump  and  strapjpin*  in  Aeir  teens ; 
Their  sarks,  instead  of  creeshie  flannen. 
Been  snaw-white  serenteen-hunder  *linen,— 
Thir  breeks  o*  mine,  mv  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  phisn  o  gooa  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  fn*en  Uiem  off  mv  hurdies. 
For  ae  blink  o*  the  bonnie  burdies  !"  f 

To  the  last  Bums  was  of  opinion  that  Tam  o*  Shanfer  was  the  best  of 
all  his  productions ;  and  although  it  does  not  always  happen  that  poet  and 
public  come  to  the  same  conclusion  on  such  points,  I  believe  the  decision  id 
question  has  been  all  but  unanimously  approved  of.  The  admirable  execu- 
tion of  the  piece,  so  far  as  it  goes,  leaves  nothing  to  wish  for ;  the  only  cri- 
ticism has  been,  that  the  catastrophe  appears  unworthy  of  the  preparation. 
Bums  lays  the  scene  of  this  remarkable  performance  almost  on  the  spot 
where  he  was  bom ;  and  all  the  terrific  circumstances  by  which  he  has 
marked  the  progress  of  Tam's  midnight  joumey,  are  drawn  from  local  trm- 
dition. 

*'^  B?  this  time  he  was  ctom  the  ford 
Whare  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor*d. 
And  past  the  birks  and  meiKle  stane, 
Whare  dnicken  Charlie  brak*s  neck-bane  ; 
And  through  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunter's  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Mungo*s  mither  hang*d  hersell.** 

None  of  these  tragic  memoranda  were  derived  from  imagination.  Nor  was 
Tam  o*  Shanter  himself  an  imaginary  character.  Shanter  is  a  fium  close 
to  Kirko8wald*s,  that  smuggling  village,  in  which  Bums,  when  nineleeo 
years  old,  studied  mensuration,  and  **  first  became  acquainted  with  scenes 
of  swaggering  riot.**     The  then  occupier  of  Shanter,  by  name  Douglas 

*  ^*  The  manufacturer's  term  for  a  fine  linen,  woven  on  a  reed  of  1700  divisiooa.**— Creawt. 

f  The  aboTe  is  quoted  from  a  MS.  kmmal  of  Cromek.  Mr.  M^Diarmid  ooollniiB  dM 
statement,  and  adds,  that  the  poet,  havmg  committed  the  ycrses  to  writing  on  the  top  of  bis 
tod^yke  oyer  the  water,  came  mto  the  bouse,  and  read  them  hnmediatdj  m  Ugk  tmmtkk  H 
the  fircskle.  ' 
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Graliame,  was,  by  all  accounts,  equally  what  the  Tain  of  the  poet  appears, 
— a  jolly,  careless,  rustic,  who  took  much  more  interest  in  the  contraband 
traffic  of  the  coast,  than  the  rotation  of  crops.  Burns  knew  the  man  well ; 
and  to  his  dying  day,  he,  nothing  loath,  passed  among  his  rural  compeers 
by  the  name  of  Tarn  b'  Shanter. 

A  few  words  will  bring  us  to  the  close  of  Bums*8  career  at  Elliesland. 
Mr.  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  happening  to  pass  through  Nithsdale  in  1790, 
met  Burns  riding  rapidly  near  Closebum.  The  poet  was  obliged  to  pursue 
his  professional  journey,  but  sent  on  Mr.  Ramsay  and  his  fellow-traveller 
to  Elliesland,  wliere  he  joined  them  as  soon  as  his  duty  permitted  him, 
saying,  as  he  entered,  "  I  come,  to  use  the  words  of  Shakspeare,  stewed 
in  hasted  Mr.  Ramsay  was  *<  much  pleased  with  his  uxor  Sabina  quality 
and  his  modest  mansion,  so  unlike  the  habitation  of  ordinary  rustics." 
The  evening  was  spent  delightfully.  A  gentleman  of  dry  temperament, 
who  looked  in  accidentally,  soon  partook  the  contagion,  and  sat  listen- 
ing to  Bums  with  the  tears  running  over  his  cheeks.  *<  Poor  Bums  !**  say^ 
Mr.  Ramsay,  **  from  that  time  1  met  him  no  more.** 

The  summer  afler,  some  English  travellers,  calling  at  Elliesland,  were 
told  that  the  poet  was  walking  by  the  river.  They  proceeded  in  search  ot 
him,  and  presently,  **  on  a  rock  that  projected  into  the  stream,  they  saw 
a  man  employed  in  angling,  of  a  singular  appearance.  He  had  a  cap  made 
of  a  fox's  skin  on  his  head  ;  a  loose  great-coat,  fastened  round  him  by  a 
belt,  from  which  depended  an  enormous  Highland  broadsword.  It  was 
Bums.  He  received  them  with  great  cordiality,  and  asked  them  to  share 
his  humble  dinner.**  These  travellers  also  classed  the  evening  they  spent 
at  Elliesland  with  the  brightest  of  their  lives. 

Towards  the  close  of  1791,  the  poet,  finally  despairing  of  his  farm,  de- 
termined to  give  up  his  lease,  which  the  kindness  of  his  landlord  rendered 
easy  of  arrangement ;  and  procuring  an  appointment  to  the  Dumfries  divi- 
sion, which  raised  his  salary  from  the  revenue  to  £70  per  annum,  removed 
his  family  to  the  county  town,  in  which  he  terminated  his  days.  His  con- 
duct as  an  excise  officer  had  hitherto  met  with  uniformt  approbation  ;  and 
he  nourished  warm  hopes  of  being  promoted,  when  he  had  thus  avowedly 
devoted  himself  altogether  to  the  service.  He  lefl  Elliesland,  however, 
with  a  heavy  heart.  The  affection  of  his  neighbours  was  rekindled  in  all  its 
early  fervour  by  the  thoimhts  of  parting  with  him ;  and  the  roup  of  his 
farming-stock  and  other  effects,  was,  in  spite  of  whisky,  a  very  melancholy 
scene.  The  competition  for  his  chatties  was  eager,  each  being  anxious  to 
secure  a  memorandum  of  Bums*s  residence  among  them.  It  is  pleasing  to 
know,  that  among  other  <<  titles  manifold*'  to  their  respect  and  gratitude, 
Bums  had  superintended  the  formation  of  a  subscription  library  in  the  parish. 
His  letters  to  the  booksellers  on  this  subject  do  him  much  honour :  his 
choice  of  authors  (which  business  was  naturally  lefl  to  his  discretion)  being 
in  the  highest  degree  judicious.  Such  institutions  are  now  common,  almost 
universal,  indeed,  in  all  the  rural  districts  of  southem  Scotland ;  but  it 
should  never  be  forgotten  that  Bums  was  among  the  first,  if  not  the  very 
first,  to  set  the  example.  *<  He  was  so  good,'*  says  Mr.  Riddel,  **  as  to 
take  the  whole  management  of  this  concem  ;  he  was  treasurer,  librarian, 
and  censor,  to  our  little  society,  who  will  long  have  a  grateful  sense  of  his 
public  spirit,  and  exertions  for  their  improvement  and  information.'*  Once, 
and  only  once,  did  Bums  quit  his  residence  at  Elliesland  to  revisit  Edin* 
barg^     His  d)ject  was  to  close  accounts  with  Creech ;  thai  b)]i»Xi^%i^  %(&• 
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oomplished,  he  returned  Inmicdiately,  and  he  never  again  saw  the  c«[Htd 
He  thus  writes  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  : — ''  To  a  man  who  has  a  home,  howerer 
humble  and  remote,  if  that  home  is,  like  mine,  the  scene  of  domestic  com- 
fort, the  bustle  of  Edinburgh  will  soon  be  a  business  of  sickening  disgust — 

*^  Vain  pomp  and  glor   of  the  world,  I  hate  you  !** 

**  When  I  must  skulk  into  a  comer,  lest  the  rattling  equipage  of  some  gap- 
ing blockhead  should  mangle  me  in  the  mire,  I  am  tempted  to  exclaim, 
what  merits  had  he  had,  or  what  demerits  have  I  had,  in  some  state  of 
pre>existence,  that  he  is  ushered  into  this  state  of  being  with  the  sceptre 
of  rule,  and  the  kej  of  riches  in  his  punj  fist,  and  I  kicked  into  the  world, 
the  sport  of  folly  or  the  victim  of  pride  ....  oflen  as  I  have  glided  with 
humble  stealth  through  the  pomp  of  Prince's  Street,  it  has  suggested  itself 
to  me  as  an  improvement  on  the  present  human  figure,  that  a  man,  in  pro- 
portion to  his  own  conceit  of  his  consequence  in  the  world,  could  have 
pushed  out  the  longitude  of  his  common  size,  as  a  snail  pushes  oat  hit 
lioms,  or  as  we  draw  out  a  perspective." 


CHAPTER  Vm. 

CowTCMTS.— Xr  mure  beset  i&  toion  than  coMntry — Hii  early  hiographer$,  (^I}r.  Curris  noi  «•» 
eefUdyt  have  coloured  tiw  darkly  under  that  head — //  is  not  correct  to  tpeak  of  th§  pott  at 
honing  $unk  into  a  toper,  or  a  solitary  drinker ^  or  of  his  revds  as  other  than  occasional^  or  of 
Aeir  havinp  inter  feted  with  the  pnnetual  discharge  of  his  official  duties — He  is  MoiMi  to 
have  been  the  ajftctioxaie  and  beloved  huxbandf  cdthough  passing  foUies  imputed  ;  and  the 
eoustant  and  most  aiuiduont  instructor  of  his  citildren — Impulses  of  the  French  JRevoluHon 
-^Symptoms  of  fratrrttizing —  The  attmtionofhis  official  superiors  is  called  to  them  Prae^ 
HeaBy  no  blow  is  inflictnl^  only  the  bad  name — Interesting  details  of  this  pertod^^Oives  hie 
mhok  soul  to  song  making-^ Preference  in  that  for  his  native  dialeetf  with  the  other  attend' 
ant  facts,  as  to  that  portitm  of  his  immortal  lays. 


''  The  King*f  mott  humble  terranty  I 
Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute; 
But  I  am  yours  at  dinner-time. 
Or  else  the  devil*s  in  iL**  • 

The  four  principal  biographers  of  our  poet,  Heron,  Currie,  Walker,  and 
Irving,  concur  in  the  general  statement,  that  his  moral  course  from  the 
time  when  he  settled  in  Dumfries,  was  downwards.  Heron  knew  more  of 
the  matter  personally  than  any  of  the  others,  and  his  words  are  these : — 
*<  In  Dumfries  his  dissipation  became  still  more  deeply  habitual.  He  was 
here  exposed  more  than  in  the  country,  to  be  solicited  to  share  the  riot 
of  the  dissolute  and  the  idle.  Foolish  young  men,  such  as  writers'  ap- 
prentices, young  surgeons,  merchants*  clerks,  and  his  brother  excise- 
men, flocked  ^eagerly  about  him,  and  from  time  to  time  pressed  him  to 
drink  with  them,  that  they  might  enjoy  his  wicked  wit  The  Caledonian 
Club,  too,  and  the  Dumfries  and  Galloway  Hunt,  had  occasional  meet- 
ings in  Dumfries  afler  Bums  came  to  reside  there,  and  the  poet  was  of 
course  invited  to  share  their  hospitality,  and  hesitated  not  to  accept  the 
invitation.  The  morals  of  the  town  were,  in  consequence  of  its  becom- 
ing so  much  the  scene  of  public  amusement,  not  a  little  corrupted,  and 
though  a  husband  and  a  &ther.  Burns  did  not  escape  suffering  by  the  gene- 
ral contamination,  in  a  manner  which  I  forbear  to  describe.  In  the  inter- 
vals between  his  different  fits  of  intemperance,  he  suffered  the  keenest  an- 
guish of  remorse  and  horribly  afflictive  foresight.  His  Jean  behaved  with 
a  degree  of  maternal  and  conjugal  tenderness  and  prudence,  which  made 
him  feel  more  bitterly  the  evils  of  his  misconduct,  though  they  could  not 
reclaim  him."-^Thi8  picture,  dark  as  it  is,  wants  some  distressing  shades 
that  mingle  in  the  parallel  one  by  Dr.  Currie  ;  it  wants  nothing,  however, 
of  which  truth  demands  the  insertion.  That  Bums,  dissipated,  ere  he  went 
to  Dumfries,  became  stiU  more  dissipated  in  a  town,  than  he  had  been  in 
the  country,  is  certain.    It  may  also  be  true,  that  his  wife  had  her  own 

*  ^  The  above  answer  to  an  invitation  was  written  extempore  on  a  leaf  torn  from  bia  £&• 
InmtkUMSS 


xcii  LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURXS. 

particular  causes,  sometimes,  for  dissatisfaction.  But  that  Bums  ever  sunk 
into  a  toper — that  he  ever  was  addicted  to  solitary  drinking — that  his  bot- 
tle ever  interfered  with  his  discharge  of  his  duties  as  an  exciseman^-or 
that,  in  spite  of  some  transitory  follies,  he  ever  ceased  to  be  a  most  affec- 
tionate husband — all  these  charges  have  been  insinuated — and  they  are  all 
fcUse.  His  intemperance  was,  as  Heron  says,  mfit$;  his  aberrations  of  all 
Kinds  were  occasional,  not  systematic ;  they  were  all  to  himself  the  sources 
of  exquisite  misery  in  the  retrospect ;  they  were  the  aberrations  of  a  man 
whose  moral  sense  was  never  deadened ;— of  one  who  encountered  more 
temptations  from  without  and  from  within,  tlian  the  immense  majority  of 
mankind,  far  from  having  to  contend  against,  are  even  able  to  imagine ; — 
of  one,  finally,  who  prayed  for  pardon,  where  alone  effectual  pardon  could 
be  found ; — and  who  died  ere  he  had  reached  that  term  of  life  up  to  which 
the  passions  of  many,  who,  their  mortal  career  being  regarded  as  a  whole, 
are  honoured  as  among  the  most  virtuous  of  mankind,  have  proved  too 
strong  for  the  control  of  reason.  We  have  already  seen  that  the  poet  was 
careful  of  decorum  in  all  things  during  the  brief  space  of  his  prosperity  at 
Elliesland,  and  that  he  became  less  so  on  many  points,  as  the  prospects  of 
his  forming  speculation  darkened  around  him.  It  seems  to  be  equally  certain, 
that  he  entertained  high  hopes  of  promotion  in  the  excise  at  the  period  of 
his  removal  to  Dumfries  ;  and  that  the  comparative  recklessness  of  his 
later  conduct  there,  was  consequent  on  a  certain  overclouding  of  these  pro- 
fessional expectations.  The  case  is  broadly  stated  so  by  Walker  and  Paul ; 
and  there  are  hints  to  the  same  effect  in  the  narrative  of  Cunrie.  The 
statement  has  no  doubt  been  exaggerated,  but  it  has  its  foundation  in  truth ; 
and  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Train,  supervisor  at  Castle  Douglas  in  Gallo- 
way, I  shall  presently  be  enabled  to  give  some  details  which  may  throw 
light  on  this  business. 

Burns  was  much  patronised  when  in  Edinburgh  by  the  Honourable  Henry 
Erskine,  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates,  and  other  leading  Whigs  cif 
the  place — much  more  so,  to  their  honour  be  it  said,  than  by  any  of  the 
influential  adherents  of  the  then  administration.  His  landTord  at  Elliea- 
land,  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  his  neighbour,  Mr.  Riddel  of  Friars- Cane, 
and  most  of  the  other  gentlemen  who  showed  him  special  attention,  belong- 
ed to  the  same  political  party ;  and,  on  his  removal  to  Dumfries,  it  so  hi^ 
pened,  that  some  of  his  immediate  superiors  in  the  revenue  service  of  the 
district,  and  other  persons  of  standing  authority,  into  whose  society  be  wm 
thrown,  entertained  sentiments  of  the  same  description.  Bums,  whenever 
in  his  letters  he  talks  seriously  of  political  matters,  uniformly  describes  hit 
early  jacobitism  as  mere  ''  matter  of  fancy.*'  It  may,  however,  be  easily 
believed,  that  a  fiuicy  like  his,  long  indulged  in  dreams  of  that  sort*  waa 
well  prepared  to  pass  into  certain  other  dreams,  which  likewise  inv(dved 
feelings  of  dissatisfaction  with  **  the  existing  order  of  things.**  Many  of 
the  old  elements  of  political  disaffection  in  Scotland,  put  on  a  new  shape  at 
the  outbreaking  of  the  French  Revolution  ;  and  Jacobites  became  half  jaco- 
bins, ere  they  were  at  all  aware  in  what  the  doctrines  of  jacobinism  wete 
to  end.  The  Whigs  naturally  regarded  the  first  dawn  of  freedom  in  France 
with  feelings  of  sympathy,  delight,  exulution.  The  general,  the  all  but 
universal  tone  of  feeling  was  favourable  to  the  first  assailants  of  tlie  Bour* 
bon  despotism ;  and  there  were  few  who  more  ardently  participated  in  the 
general  sentiment  of  the  day  than  Bums.  Tlie  revulsion  of  feeling  that 
iook  place  in  this  country  at  large,  wlien  wanton  atroctttea  began  to  stain 
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the  course  of  the  French  J  devolution,  and  Burke  lifled  his  powerful  voice, 
was  great.  Scenes  more  painiiil  at  the  time,  and  more  so  even  now  in  the 
retrospect,  than  had  for  generations  afflicted  Scotland,  were  the  conse- 
qoences  of  the  rancour  into  which  party  feelings  on  both  sides  now  rose  and 
fermented.  Old  and  dear  ties  of  friendship  were  torn  in  sunder ;  society 
was  for  a  time  shaken  to  its  centre.  In  the  most  extravagant  dreams  oi 
the  Jacobites  there  had  always  been  much  to  command  respect,  high  chi* 
vabous  devotion,  reverence  for  old  affections,  ancestral  loyalty,  and  the 
gmerosity  of  romance.  In  the  new  species  of  hostility,  every  thing  seemed 
mean  as  well  as  perilous  ;  it  was  scorned  even  more  than  hated.  The  very 
name  stained  whieitever  it  came  near ;  and  men  that  had  known  and  loved 
each  other  from  boyhood,  stood  aloof,  if  this  influence  interfered,  as  if  it 
had  been  some  loaUisome  pestilence. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  stately  Toryism  at  this  time  in  the  town  oi 
Dumfries,  which  was  the  favourite  winter  retreat  of  many  of  the  best  gen- 
tlemen's families  of  the  south  of  Scotland.  Feelings  that  worked  more 
violently  in  Edinburgh  than  in  London,  acquired  additional  energy  still,  in 
this  provincial  capital.  All  men*s  eyes  were  upon  Bums.  He  was  the 
standing  marvel  (iF  the  place ;  his  toasts,  his  jokes,  his  epigrams,  his  songs, 
were  the  daily  food  of  conversation  and  scandal ;  and  he,  open  and  care- 
less, and  thinking  he  did  no  great  harm  in  saying  and  singing  what  many 
of  his  superiors  had  not  the  least  objection  to  hear  and  applaud,  soon  be- 
gan to  be  considered  among  the  local  admirers  and  disciples  of  King  (leorge 
the  Third  and  his  minister,  as  the  most  dangerous  of  all  the  apostles  of  se- 
dition,— and  to  be  shunned  accordingly. 

"  The  records  of  the  Excise-Office  are  silent  concerning  the  suspicions 
#hich  the  Commissioners  of  the  time  certainly  took  up  in  regard  to  Bums 
IS  a  political  offender — according  to  the  phraseology  of  the  tempestuous 
period,  a  democrat  In  that  department,  as  then  conducted,  I  am  assured 
that  nothing  could  have  been  more  unlike  the  usual  course  of  things,  than 
that  one  syllable  should  have  been  set  down  in  writing  on  such  a  subject, 
unless  the  case  had  been  one  of  extremities.  That  an  inquiry  was  insti- 
tuted, we  know  from  Bums*s  own  letters — ^but  what  the  exact  termination 
of  the  inquiry  was,  will  never,  in  all  probability,  be  ascertained.  Accord- 
ing to  the  tradition  of  the  neighbourhood.  Bums,  inter  aUa^  gave  great  of- 
fence by  demurring  in  a  large  mixed  company  to  the  proposed  toast,  "  the 
health  of  William  Pitt ;"  and  left  the  room  in  indignation,  because  the  so- 
ciety rejected  what  he  wished  to  substitute,  namely,  *'  the  health  of  a 
greater  and  a  better  roan,  George  Washington.'*  1  suppose  the  warmest 
admirer  of  Mr.  Pitt*s  talents  and  politics  would  hardly  venture  now-a-days 
to  dissent  substantially  from  Bums's  estimate  of  the  comparative  merits  of 
these  two  great  men.  I'he  name  of  Washington,  at  all  events,  when  con- 
tem{)orary  passions  shall  have  finally  sunk  into  the  peace  of  the  grave,  will 
unquestionably  have  its  place  in  the  first  rank  of  heroic  virtue, — a  station 
which  demands  the  exhibition  of  victory  pure  and  unstained  over  tempta- 
tions and  trials  extraordinary,  in  kind  as  well  as  strength.  But  at  the  time 
when  Bums,  being  a  servant  of  Mr.  Pitt's  government,  was  guilty  of  this 
indiscretion,  it  is  ^vious  that  a  great  deal  ^<  more  was  meant  than  reached 
the  ear."  In  the  poet's  own  correspondence,  we  have  traces  of  another  oc- 
currence of  the  same  sort  Bums  thus  writes  to  a  gentleman  at  whose 
table  he  had  dined  the  day  before :— ^^  I  was,  I  know,  drunk  last  night,  but 
I  an  sober  this  mornbg.   From  the  expresfions  Captain  ■    rnadi^  loit 
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of  to  roe,  had  I  had  nobody*s  welfare  to  care  for  but  *my  own,  we  should 
certainly  have  come,  according  to  the  manner  of  the  world,  to  the  neces- 
sity of  murdering  one  another  about  the  business.  The  words  were  sudi 
as  generally,  I  believe,  end  in  a  brace  of  pistols  ;  but  I  am  still  pleased  to 
think  that  I  did  not  ruin  the  peace  and  welfare  of  a  wife  and  children  in 
a  drunken  squabble.  Farther,  you  know  that  the  report  of  certain  political 
opinions  being  mine,  has  already  once  before  brought  me  to  the  brink  of 
destruction.  £  dread  last  night's  business  may  be  interpreted  in  the  same 
way.  You,  I  beg,  will  take  care  to  prevent  it.  I  tax  your  wish  for  Mrs. 
Bums*s  welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting  on  every  gentleman  who  was  pre* 
sent  to  state  this  to  him ;  and,  as  you  please,  show  this  letter.  What,  af- 
ter all,  was  the  obnoxious  toast  ?  May  our  tucoegs  in  the  present  war  be  equal 
to  the  justice  of  our  cause — a  toast  that  the  most  outrageous  frenzy  of  loyalty 
cannot  object  to." — Bums,  no  question,  was  guilty  of  unpoliteness  as  well 
as  indiscretion,  in  offering  any  such  toasts  as  ^ese  in  mixed  company ;  but 
that  such  toasts  should  have  been  considered  as  attaching  any  grave  sus- 
picion to  his  character  as  a  loyal  subject,  is  a  circumstance  which  can  only 
be  accounted  for  by  reference  to  the  exaggerated  state  of  political  feelings 
on  all  matters,  and  among  all  descriptions  of  men,  at  that  melancholy  pe- 
riod of  disaffection,  distrust,  and  disunion.  Who,  at  any  other  period  than 
that  lamentable  time,  would  ever  have  dreamed  of  erecting  the  drinking, 
or  declining  to  drink,  the  health  of  a  particular  minister,  or  the  approving, 
or  disapproving,  of  a  particular  measure  of  government,  into  the  test  of  a 
man's  loyalty  to  his  King  ? 

Burns,  eager  of  temper,  loud  of  tone,  and  with  declamation  and  sarcasm 
equally  at  command,  was,  we  may  easily  believe,  the  most  hated  of  hunum 
beings,  because  the  roost  dreaded,  among  the  provincial  champions  of  the 
administration  of  which  he  thought  fit  to  disapprove.  But  that  he  ever,  in 
his  most  ardent  moods,  upheld  the  principles  of  those  whose  applause  of 
the  French  Revolution  was  but  the  mask  of  revolutionary  designs  at  home, 
afler  these  principles  had  been  really  developed  by  those  that  maintained 
them,  and  understood  by  him,  it  may  be  safely  denied.  There  is  not,  in 
all  his  correspondence,  one  syllable  to  give  countenance  to  such  a  charge. 
His  indiscretion,  however,  aid  not  always  confine  itself  to  words ;  imd 
though  an  incident  now  about  to  be  recorded,  belongs  to  the  year  1792, 
before  the  French  war  broke  out,  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  it  formed 
the  main  subject  of  the  inquiry  which  the  Excise  Commissioners  thought 
themselves  called  upon  to  institute  touching  the  politics  of  our  poet. 

At  that  period  a  great  deal  of  contraband  traffic,  chiefly  from  the  Isle  of 
Man,  was  going  on  along  the  coasts  of  Galloway  and  Ayrshire,  and  the 
whole  of  the  revenue  officers  from  Gretna  to  Dumfries,  were  placed  under 
the  orders  of  a  superintendent  residing  in  Annan,  who  exerted  himself 
Eealously  in  intercepting  the  descent  of  the  smuggling  vessels.  On  the 
27th  of  February,  a  suspicious-looking  brig  was  discovered  in  the  Solway 
Frith,  and  Bums  was  one  of  the  party  whom  the  superintendent  conducted 
to  watch  her  motions.  She  got  into  shallow  water  the  day  afterwards,  and 
the  officers  were  enabled  to  discover  that  her  crew  were  numerous,  annedt 
and  not  likely  to  yield  without  a  struggle.  Lewars,  a  brother  exciseman, 
an  intimate  friend  of  our  poet,  was  accordingly  sent  to  Dumfries  for  a 
guard  of  dragoons ;  the  superintendent,  Mr.  Crawford,  proceeded  himself 
OQ  a  similar  errand  to  Ecdefechan,  and  Bums  waa  left  with  some  men  un* 
dbr  bk  otden,  to  watch  the  brig,  and  prevent  landiDg  or  eacape.    Frooi 
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the  private  journal  of  one  of  the  excisemen,  (now  in  my  hands),  it  appears 
that  Bums  maaifested  considerable  im{>(itience  while  thus  occupied,  being 
left  for  many  hours  in  a  wet  salt-marsh,  with  a  force  which  he  knew  to  be 
inadequate  for  the  purpose  it  was  meant  to  fulfil.  One  of  his  comrades 
hearing  him  abuse  his  ^iend  Lewars  in  particular,  for  being  slow  about  his 
joumej,  the  man  answered,  that  he  also  wished  the  devil  had  him  for  his 
pains,  and  that  Bums,  in  the  meantime,  would  do  well  to  indite  a  song  upon 
the  sluggard :  Bums  said  nothing ;  but  afler  taking  a  few  strides  by  himself 
among  the  reeds  and  shingle,  rejoined  his  party,  and  chanted  to  Uiem  this 
well-lmown  ditty : — 

^  The  de*il  oun*  fiddling  thro*  the  town. 
And  dancM  awa*  wi*  tiic  Exciseman ; 
And  ilk  auld  wife  cry*d,  *  Auld  Mahoun, 
*•  We  wish  jTou  luck  o'  the  prize,  man. 

Crorua. — *  Wc*ll  mak*  our  maut,  and  brew  our  drink, 
'  We*ll  dance  and  ting  and  rejoice,  man ; 
'  And  mony  thanka  to  the  muckle  black  de*il, 
*  That  danc*d  awa*  wi*  the  Exciseman. 

*  There*8  threesome  reels,  and  foursome  reels, 

*  There*s  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man  ; 

*  But  the  ae  best  dance  e*er  cam*  to  our  Ian*, 

*  Was  the  deil*s  awa'  wi*  the  Exciseman.*  ** 

Lewars  arrived  shortly  afterwards  with  his  dragoons ;  and  Burns,  putting 
himself  at  their  head,  waded,  sword  in  hand,  to  the  brig,  and  was  the  first  to 
board  her.  The  crew  lost  heart,  and  submitted,  though  their  numbers  were 
greater  than  those  of  the  assailing  force.  The  vessel  was  condenmed,  and, 
with  all  her  arms  and  stores,  sold  by  auction  next  day  at  Dumfries :  upon 
which  occasion  Bums,  whose  behaviour  had  been  highly  commended, 
thought  fit  to  purchase  four  carronades,  by  way  of  trophy.  But  his  glee 
went  a  step  farther ; — he  sent  the  guns,  with  a  letter,  to  the  French  Con- 
vention, requesting  that  body  to  accept  of  them  as  a  mark  of  his  admiration 
snd  respect.  The  present,  and  its  accompaniment,  were  intercepted  at  the 
custom-house  at  Dover ;  and  here,  there  appears  to  be  little  room  to  doubt, 
was  the  principal  circumstance  that  drew  on  Burns  the  notice  of  his  jealous 
superiors.  We  were  not,  it  is  true,  at  war  with  France ;  but  every  one 
knew  and  felt  that  we  were  to  be  so  ere  long ;  and  nobody  can  pretend 
that  Bums  was  i^ot  guilty,  on  this  occasion,  of  a  most  absurd  and  presump- 
tuous breach  of  decomm.  Wlien  he  learned  the  impression  that  had  been 
created  by  his  conduct,  and  its  probable  consequences,  he  wrote  to  his  pa- 
tron, Mr.  Graham  c^  Fintray,  the  following  letter,  dated  December  1792: 

**  Sir, — I  have  been  surprised,  confounded,  and  distracted  by  Mr.  Mit- 
chell, the  collector,  telling  me  that  he  has  received  an  order  from  your 
board  to  inquire  into  my  political  conduct,  and  blaming  me  as  a  person 
disaffected  to  govemment  Sir,  you  are  a  husband  and  a  father.  You 
know  what  you  would  feel  to  see  Uie  much-loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and 
your  helpless,  prattling  little  ones  tumed  adrifl  into  the  world,  degraded 
and  disgraced,  from  a  situation  in  which  they  had  been  respectable  and  re- 
spected, and  left  almost  without  the  necessary  support  of  a  miserable  exist- 
ence. Alas  1  Sir,  must  I  think  that  such  soon  will  be  my  lot  ?  and  fi-om  the 
damned  dark  insinuations  of  hellish,  groundless  envy  too  ?  I  believe,  Sir,  I 
wj  ftver  it^  and  in  the  sight  of  Omniscicncei  that  I  woiildiiot  UMsl  di^ 
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berate  falsehood,  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors,  if  worse  can  be,  thas 
those  I  have  mentioned,  hung  over  my  head.  And  I  say  that  the  allegs* 
tion,  whatever  villain  has  made  it,  is  a  He.  To  the  British  Constitution, 
on  revolution  principles,  next,  aher  my  God,  I  am  most  devoutly  attached. 
You,  ijir,  have  been  much  and  generously  my  friend.  Heaven  knows  horn 
warmly  I  have  felt  the  obligation,  and  how  gratefully  I  have  thanked  you 
Fortune,  Sir,  lias  made  you  powerful,  and  mc  impotent ;  has  given  you  pa- 
tronage, and  me  dependence.  I  would  not,  for  my  single  self,  call  on  your 
humanity  :  were  such  my  insular,  unconnected  situation,  1  would  disperse 
the  tear  that  now  swells  in  my  eye ;  I  could  brave  misfortune ;  I  could  face 
ruin  ;  at  the  worst,  '  death's  thousand  doors  stand  open.'  Hut,  good  God  ! 
the  tender  concerns  that  I  have  mentioned,  the  claims  and  ties  that  1  see 
at  this  moment,  and  feel  around  me,  how  they  unnerve  courage  and  wither 
resolution  !  To  your  patronage,  as  a  man  of  some  genius,  you  have  allowed 
me  a  claim  ;  and  your  esteem,  as  an  honest  man,  1  know  is  my  due.  To 
these,  Sir,  permit  me  to  appeal.  By  these  may  I  adjure  you  to  save  me 
from  that  miserj'  which  threatens  to  overwhelm  mc ;  and  wliirh.  with  my 
latest  breath.  1  will  say  I  have  not  deserved  !" 

On  the  2d  of  January,  (a  week  or  two  afterwards^,  we  tind  him  writini:  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop  in  these  terms : — "  Mr.  C.  can  be  of  little  service  to  me  at 
present ;  at  least,  1  should  be  shy  of  applying.  I  cannot  probably  be  set- 
tled as  a  supervisor  for  several  years.  1  must  wait  the  rotation  of  lists, 
&c.  Besides,  some  envious  malicious  devil  has  raised  a  little  demur  on  my 
political  principle's,  and  I  wish  to  let  that  matter  settle  before  I  offer  my- 
self too  much  *in  the  eye  of  my  superiors.  I  have  set  henceforth  a  seal  oo 
my  lips,  as  to  these  unlucky  politics ;  but  to  you  I  must  breathe  my  senti- 
ments. In  this,  as  in  every  thing  else,  I  shall  show  the  undisguised  emo- 
tions oi'  my  soul.  War,  1  deprecate :  misery  and  ruin  to  thousands  are  in 
the  blast  that  announces  the  destructive  demon.     But " 

**  The  remainder  of  this  letter,"  says  Cromek,  "  has  been  torn  away  by 
some  barbarous  hand." — Tliere  can  be  little  doubt  that  it  was  torn  away  by 
one  of  the  kindest  hands  in  the  world,  that  of  Mrs.  Dunlop  herself,  and 
from  the  most  praise-worth  motive. 

The  exact  result  of  the  Excise  Board's  investi<ri)tion  is  hidden,  as  has 
been  said  above,  in  obscurity ;  nor  is  it  at  all  likely  that  the  cloud  will  be 
withdrawn  hereafter.  A  general  impression,  however,  appears  to  have 
gone  forth,  that  the  affair  terminated  in  something  which  Burns  himseU 
considered  as  tantamount  to  the  destruction  oi'  all  hofn;  of  future  promo- 
tion in  his  profession  ;  and  it  has  been  insinuated  by  almost  every  one  ol 
his  biographers,  that  the  crushing  of  these  hopes  operated  unliappily,  even 
fatally,  on  the  tone  of  his  mind,  and,  in  consequence,  on  the  habits  of  his 
life.  In  a  word,  the  early  death  of  Bums  has  been  (by  implication  at  least) 
ascribed  mainly  to  the  circumstances  in  question.  Even  Sir  Walter  Scott 
has  distinctly  mtimated  his  acquiescence  in  this  prevalent  notion.  ^  The 
political  predilections,"  says  he,  *'  for  they  could  hardly  be  termed  princi- 
•  pies,  of  Bums,  were  entirely  determined  by  his  feelings.  At  his  first  ap- 
pearance, he  felt,  or  affected,  a  propensity  to  Jacobitism.  Indeed,  a  youth 
of  his  warm  imagination  in  Scotland  thirty  years  ago,  could  liardly  escape 
this  bias.  The  side  of  Charles  Edward  was  that,  not  surely  of  sound  sense 
and  sober  reason,  but  of  romantic  gallantry  and  high  achievement.  The 
inadequacy  of  the  meuns  by  which  that  prince  attempted  to  regain  the 
ciown  fonctUnl  by  hih  fathers,  the  strange  and  almost  poetical  adveBturcs 
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vhich  he  underwent,— the  Scottish  martial  character,  honoured  in  his  vic- 
toriea,  and  degraded  and  crushed  in  his  defeat, — the  tales  of  the  veterans 
who  had  followed  his  adventurous  standard,  were  all  calculated  to  impress 
ii|ion  the  mind  of  a  poet  a  warm  interest  in  the  cause  of  the  House  of 
Stuart.  Yet  the  impression  was  not  of  a  very  serious  cast ;  for  Bums  him- 
lelf  acknowledges  in  one  of  his  letters,  (Reliques,  p.  240),  that  *  to  tell 
die  matter  of  fact,  except  when  my  passions  were  heated  by  some  acci- 
dental cause,  my  Jacobitism  was  merely  by  way  of  vive  la  bagatelle,'  The 
nme  enthusiastic  ardour  of  disposition  swayed  Bums  in  his  choice  of  poli- 
tical tenets,  when  the  country  was  agitated  by  revolutionary  principles. 
That  the  poet  should  have  chosen  the  side  on  which  high  talents  were 
most  likely  to  proctve  celebrity ;  that  he  to  whom  the  fastidious  distinc- 
tkns  of  society  were  always  odious,  should  have  listened  with  compla- 
cence to  the  voice  of  French  philosophy,  which  denounced  them  as  usur- 
pations on  the  rights  of  man,  was  precisely  the  thing  to  be  expected.  Yet 
we  cannot  but  think,  that  if  his  superiors  in  the  Excise  department  had 
tried  the  experiment  of  soothing  rather  tlian  irritating  his  feelings,  they 
might  have  spared  themselves  the  disgrace  of  rendering  desperate  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  uncommon  talents.  For  it  is  but  too  certain,  that  from  the 
moment  his  hopes  of  promotion  were  utterly  blasted,  his  tendency  to  dis- 
sipation hurried  him  precipitately  into  those  excesses  which  shortened  his 
life.  We  doubt  not,  that  in  that  awful  period  of  national  discord,  he  had 
done  and  said  enough  to  deter,  in  ordinary  cases,  the  servants  of  govem- 
ment  from  countenancing  an  avowed  partizan  of  faction.  But  this  partizan 
was  Bums !  Surely  the  experiment  of  lenity  might  have  been  tried,  and 
perhaps  successfully.  The  conduct  of  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray,  our  poet*s 
oolj  shield  against  actual  dismission  and  consequent  ruin,  reflects  the  high- 
est credit  on  that  gentleman.*' 

In  the  general  strain  of  sentiment  in  this  passage,  who  can  refuse  to 
ooncur  ?  but  I  am  bound  to  say,  that  afler  a  careful  examination  of  all  the 
documents,  printed  and  MS.,  to  which  £  have  had  access,  I  have  great 
doiibta  as  to  some  of  the  principal  facts  assumed  in  this  eloquent  state- 
ment. I  have  before  me,  for  example,  a  letter  of  Mr.  Findlater,  formerly 
Collector  at  Glasgow,  who  was,  at  the  period  in  question,  Bums*s  imme- 
diate superior  in  the  Dumfries  district,  in  which  that  very  respectable  per- 
9oa  distinctly  says  : — '*  I  may  venture  to  assert,  that  when  Bums  was  ac- 
af  a  leaning  to  democracy,  and  an  inquiry  into  his  conduct  took 
he  was  subjected,  in  consequence  thereof,  to  no  more  than  perhaps 
i  verbal  or  private  caution  to  be  more  circumspect  in  future.  Neither  do 
I  brieve  his  promotion  was  thereby  affected,  as  has  been  stated.  That, 
had  he  lived,  would,  1  have  every  reason  to  think,  have  gone  on  in  the 
omhJ  routine.  His  good  and  steady  friend  Mr.  Graham  would  have  attended 
to  thia.  What  cause,  therefore,  was  there  for  depression  of  spirits  on  thi 
loeount  ?  or  how  should  he  have  been  hurried  thereby  to  a  premature 
pmre  ?  /never  saw  his  spirit  fiul  till  he  was  borne  down  by  the  pressure 
of  diieaae  and  bodily  weakness ;  and  even  then  it  would  occasionally  revive, 
nd  like  an  expiring  lamp,  emit  bright  flashes  to  the  last.** 

When  the  war  had  fairly  broken  out,  a  battalion  of  volunteers  was  form- 
ed in  Dumfries,  and  Bums  was  an  original  member  of  the  corps.  It  is 
v«j  true  that  his  accession  was  objected  to  by  some  of  his  neighbours  ; 
bit  tfaeae  were  over*  ruled  by  the  gentlemen  who  took  the  lead  in  the  busi* 
and  the  poet  soon  became,  as  might  have  been  expected,  the  grett- 
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est  possible  favourite  with  his  brothers  in  arms.  His  commandifig 
Colonel  De  Peyster,  attests  his  zealous  discharge  of  his  duties  as  a 
ber  of  the  corps ;  and  their  attachment  to  him  was  on  the  increase  to  the 
last  He  was  their  laureate,  and  in  that  capacity  did  more  good  service  to 
the  govemment  of  the  country,  at  a  crisis  of  Uie  darkest  alarm  and  dan* 
ger,  than  perhaps  any  one  person  of  his  rank  and  station,  with  the  ex« 
ception  of  Dibdin,  had  the  power  or  the  inclination  to  render.  *<  Bums," 
says  Allan  Cunningham,  **  was  a  zealous  lover  of  his  country,  and  has 

stamped  his  patriotic  feelings  in  many  a  lasting  verse Hib  poor  and 

honest  Sodger  laid  hold  at  once  on  the  public  feeling,  and  it  was  ereTj- 
where  sung  with  an  enthusiasm  which  only  began  to  abate  when  Campbell's 
Exile  of  Erin  and  Wounded  Hussar  were  published.  Dumfries,  which 
sent  so  many  of  her  sons  to  the  wars,  rung  with  it  from  port  to  port ;  and 
the  poet,  wherever  he  went,  heard  it  echoing  from  house  and  hall.  I  wish 
this  exquisite  and  useful  song,  with  Scots  wha  hae  wC  Wattaee  bled, — the 
Song  of  Deaths  and  Does  haughty  Gaul  Invasion  Threat^ — all  lyrics  which 
enforce  a  love  of  country,  and  a  martial  enthusiasm  into  men*s  breasts,  had 
obtained  some  reward  for  the  poet.  His  perishable  conversation  was  re* 
membered  by  the  rich  to  his  prejudice — his  imperishable  lyrics  were  re- 
warded only  by  the  admiration  and  tears  of  his  fellow  peasants.** 

Lastly,  whatever  the  rebuke  of  the  Excise  Board  amounted  to— ^Mr. 
James  Gray,  at  that  time  schoolmaster  in  Dumfries,  and  seeing  much  o^ 
Burns  both  as  the  teacher  of  his  children,  and  as  a  personal  friend  and  as- 
sociate of  literary  taste  and  talent,  is  the  only  person  who  gives  any  thing 
like  an  exact  statement :  and  according  to  him.  Bums  was  admonished 
<*  that  it  was  his  business  to  act,  not  to  think**) — in  whatever  language  the 
censure  was  clothed,  the  Excise  Board  did  nothing  from  which  Bums  had 
any  cause  to  suppose  that  his  hopes  of  ultimate  promotion  were  extinguish- 
ed. Nay,  if  he  had  taken  up  such  a  notion,  rightly  or  erroneously,  Mr. 
Findlater,  who  had  him  constantly  under  his  eye,  and  who  enjoyed  all  hit 
confidence,  and  who  enjoyed  then,  as  he  still  enjoys,  the  utmost  confidence 
of  the  Board,  must  have  known  the  fact  to  be  so.  Such,  I  cannot  help 
thinking,  is  the  fair  view  of  the  case  :  at  all  events,  we  know  that  Buraa, 
the  year  before  he  died,  was  permitted  to  act  as  &  Superriftor  ;  a  thing  not 
likely  to  have  occurred  had  there  been  any  resolution  against  promoting 
him  in  his  proper  order  to  a  permanent  situation  of  that  superior  rank. 

On  V.ie  whole,  then,  I  am  of  opinion  that  the  Excise  Board  have  bees 
dealt  with  harshly,  when  men  of  eminence  have  talked  of  their  conduct  to 
Burns  as  affixing  disgrace  to  them.  It  appears  that  Bums,  being  guilty 
unquestionably  of  great  indiscretion  and  indecorum  both  of  word  and  deed, 
was  admonished  in  a  private  manner,  that  at  such  a  period  of  national  dis- 
traction, it  behoved  a  public  officer,  gifled  with  talents  and  necessarily  with 
influence  like  his,  very  carefully  to  abstain  from  conduct  which,  now  that 
passions  have  had  time  to  cool,  no  sane  man  will  say  became  his  situation : 
that  Buras's  subsequent  conduct  effaced  the  unfavourable  impression  creat* 
ed  in  the  minds  of  his  superiors ;  and  that  he  had  begun  to  taste  the  fhiita 
of  their  recovered  approbation  and  confidence,  ere  his  career  was  closed  by 
illness  and  death.  These  Commissioners  of  Excise  were  themselves  sub- 
ordinate officers  of  the  government,  and  strictly  responsible  for  thoae  UR- 
der  them.  That  they  did  try  the  experiment  of  lenity  to  a  certain  extent, 
appears  to  be  made  out :  that  they  could  have  been  justified  in  trying  it  to  a 
farther  extent,  ia  at  the  least  doubtful  But  with  regard  to  the  pTmnnant 
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of  the  oountrj  itielft  I  must  say  I  think  it  is  much  more  difficult  to  defend 
them.  Mr.  Hit's  ministry  gave  Dibdin  a  pension  of  £200  a-year  for  writ- 
ing his  Sea  Songs ;  and  one  cannot  help  remembering,  that  when  Bums  did 
begin  to  excite  the  ardour  and  patriotism  of  his  countrymen  by  such  songs 
IS  Mr.  Cunningham  has  been  alluding  to,  there  were  persons  who  had 
erery  opportunity  of  representing  to  the  Premier  the  claims  of  a  greater 
than  Dibdin.  Lenity,  indulgence,  to  whatever  length  carried  in  such 
quarters  as  these,  would  have  been  at  once  safe  and  graceful.  What  the 
ninor  politicians  of  the  day  thought  of  Bums^s  poetry  1  know  not ;  but 
Mr.  Pitt  himself  appreciated  it  as  highly  as  any  man.  <<  I  can  think  of 
DO  verse,**  said  the  great  Minister,  when  Bums  was  no  more — **  i  can  think 
of  no  verse  since  Shakspeare*s,  that  has  so  much  the  appearance  of  com- 
ing sweetly  from  nature.*'  * 

Had  Bums  put  forth  some  newspaper  squibs  upon  Lepaux  or  Camot,  or 
a  smart  pamphlet  '*  On  the  State  of  the  Country,*'  he  might  have  been 
more  attended  to  in  his  lifetime.  It  is  common  to  say,  **  what  is  every-  ^ 
body's  business  is  nobody's  business  ;"  but  one  may  be  pardoned  for  think- 
ing that  in  such  cases  as  this,  that  which  the  general  voice  of  the  country 
does  admit  to  be  everybody's  business,  comes  in  fact  to  be  the  business  of 
those  whom  the  nation  intrusts  with  national  concerns. 

To  return  to  Sir  Walter  Scott*s  reviewal — it  seems  that  he  has  some- 
what overstated  the  political  indiscretions  of  which  Burns  was  actually 
guilty.  Let  us  hear  the  counter-statement  of  Mr.  Gray,  f  who,  as  has  al- 
ready been  mentioned,  enjoyed  Bums's  intimacy  and  confidence  during  his 
residence  in  Dumfries. — No  one  who  ever  knew  anything  of  that  excellent 
man,  will  for  a  moment  suspect  him  of  giving  any  other  than  what  he  be- 
lieves to  be  true. 

**  Bums  (says  he)  was  enthusiastically  fond  of  liberty,  and  a  lover  of  the 
popular  part  of  our  constitution  ;  but  he  saw  and  admired  the  just  and  de- 
licate proportions  of  the  political  fabric,  and  nothing  could  be  farther  from 
his  aim  than  to  level  with  the  dust  the  venerable  pile  reared  by  the  labours 
and  the  wisdom  of  ages.  That  provision  of  the  constitution,  however,  by 
which  it  is  made  to  contain  a  self-correcting  principle,  obtained  no  incon- 
siderable share  of  his  admiration  :  he  was,  therefore,  a  zealous  advocate  of 
constitutional  reform.  The  necessity  of  this  he  oflen  supported  in  conver- 
istion  with  all  the  energy  of  an  irresistible  eloquence ;  but  there  is  no  evi- 
dence that  he  ever  went  farther.  He  was  a  member  of  no  political  club. 
At  the  time  when,  in  certain  societies,  the  mad  cry  of  revolution  was  rais- 
ed from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to  the  other,  his  voice  was  never  heard  in 
their  debates,  nor  did  he  ever  support  their  opinions  in  writing,  or  corre- 
spond with  them  in  any  form  whatever.  Though  limited  to  an  income 
rhich  any  other  man  would  have  considered  poverty,  he  refused  1 .50  a- 
jear  offered  to  him  for  a  weekly  article,  by  the  proprietors  of  an  opposition 
paper ;  and  two  reasons,  equally  honourable  to  him,  induced  him  to  reject 
thu  proposal.    His  independent  spirit  spumed  indignantly  the  idea  of  be- 

*  I  am  amred  thst  Mr.  Htt  used  these  words  at  the  table  of  the  Ute  Lord  Liverpool, 
toon  after  Buna'a  death.  How  that  event  might  oome  to  be  a  natural  topic  of  conversation 
ttdiat  fable,  will  be  seen  in  the  seqoeL 

t  Mr.  Oraj  removed  from  the  school  of  Dumfries  to  the  High  School  of  Edinburgh,  in 
wfavh  cmincBt  seminary  he  for  many  years  laboured  with  distinguished  success.  Hethen be- 
csat  PiofcwM  of  Latin  in  the  InaCttutioD  at  Belfast;  he  afterwards  entered  into  holy  ordcra, 
and  died  a  few  vears  since  in  the  East  Indies,  as  officiating  chanlain  to  the  Company  in  the 
wsiidcacjorMadi 
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coming  the  hireling  of  a  party ;  and  whatever  may  hare  been  hk  optnion 
of  the  men  and  measures  that  then  prevailed,  he  did  not  think  it  right  to 
fetter  the  operations  of  that  government  by  which  he  was  employed." 

The  satement  about  the  newspaper,  refers  to  Mr.  Perry  of  the  Morning 
Chronicle,  who,  at  the  suggestion  of  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  made  the 
proposal  referred  to,  and  received  for  answer  a  letter  which  may  be  seen 
m  the  Genera]  Correspondence  of  our  poet,  and  the  tenor  of  which  is  m 
accordance  with  what  Mr.  Gray  has  said.  Mr.  Perry  afterwards  pressed 
Bums  to  settle  in  London  as  a  regular  writer  for  his  paper,  and  the  poet 
declined  to  do  so,  alleging  that,  however  small,  his  Excise  appointmeDt 
was  a  certainty,  which,  in  justice  to  his  family,  he  could  not  think  of  aban 
doning.  * 

Bums,  afler  the  Excise  inquiry,  took  care,  no  doubt,  to  avoid  similar 
scrapes ;  but  he  had  no  reluctance  to  meddle  largely  and  zealously  in  the 
squ!d)bles  of  county  politics  and  contested  elections  ;  and  thus,  by  merely 
espousing,  on  all  occasions,  the  cause  of  the  Whig  candidates,  kept  up  veiy 
eroctually  the  spleen  which  the  Tories  had  originally  conceived  on  tolera- 
bly legitimate  grounds.  One  of  the  most  celebrated  of  these  effusions  was 
written  on  a  desperately  contested  election  for  the  Dumfries  district  of 
boroughs,  between  Sir  James  Johnstone  of  Westerhall,  and  Mr.  Milltf  the 
younger  of  Dalswinton ;  Burns,  of  course,  maintaining  the  cause  of  his  pa- 
tron's family.     There  is  much  humour  in  it : — 

THE  FIVE  CARLINES. 

•        1.  There  were  fife  oarlinef  in  the  touth,  they  fell  upon  a  Kfaeme^ 
To  tend  a  lad  to  liunnun  town  to  bring  Uiem  tidings  hame. 
Nor  onlr  bring  them  tidings  hame,  but  do  their  ernnds  there. 
And  aiblini  gowd  and  honour  baith  might  be  that  laddie*f  ihare. 

S.  There  was  Macgy  by  the  banks  o*  Nith,  f  « <l«me  w*  pride  «Nng|^ 
And  Manor)  o*  the  Monylochs,  ±  a  carline  auld  and  teugh : 
And  blinldn  Bess  o*  Annandale,  1  that  dwelt  near  Solway-dde, 
And  whisky  Jean  that  took  her  ipU  in  Oalloway  sae  wide ;  || 
And  black  Joan  frae  Crichtoo  Peel,  %  o*  gipsy  kith  and  kin,— 
Fife  wighter  carlines  war  na  foun*  the  south  countrie  within. 

t.  To  send  a  lad  to  Lunnun  town,  they  met  upon  a  day, 

And  mony  a  knight  and  mony  a  laird  their  errand  fain  wad  gM, 

But  nae  ane  could  their  fancy  please ;  O  ne*er  a  ane  but  tway. 

i.  The  first  he  was  a  belted  knight,  **  bred  o*  a  border  dan. 
And  he  wad  sae  to  Lunnun  town,  mi^^t  nae  man  him  withMan*, 
And  he  wad  ao  theii  errands  wed,  and  meikle  he  wad  say, 
And  ilka  ane  at  Lunnun  court  would  bid  to  him  gude  day. 

Sb  The  next  came  in  a  sodger  youth,  ff  and  spak  wi*  modest  gitflS, 
And  he  wad  gae  to  Lunnun  town,  if  sae  their  pleasure  was ; 
He  wadna  hecht  them  courtlf  gifts,  nor  meikle  spcedi  pretend. 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  neart,  wad  ne^er  desert  a  fticnd. 

8.  Now,  wham  to  choose  and  wham  reftise,  at  strife  thir  caiBnei  fU, 
For  some  had  gentle  folks  to  please,  and  some  wad  please  thcmseU. 

7«  Then  out  spak  mim.mou*d  Mec  o*  Nith,  and  she  spak  up  wi*  piida^ 
And  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youtn.  whatef  er  might  betide ; 
For  the  auld  guidman  o*  Lunnun  Xt  ^"^^  '^^  diona  care  a  pin  ; 
Bot  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth  to  greet  hii  eldcrt  too.  || 

*  ma  is  ilalsd  SB  the  authority  of  MiJor  Bfilkr. 
tDonftiia.  t  LadHnaben.  i  Aaaaa.  I 

^flaB^ohar.  *•  Sir  J.  Jdmatooe.        fh  Mitelfilkr. 

SrOaoiganL  %|  ThaPriaoearWaSis. 


LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS.  ol 

t.  Thm  vp  ■pnof  Bete  o*  Amwndale.  and  «  deidlj  aitfa  ih^s  tattk* 
HmU  iIm  wm  Tptt  the  border  knight,  though  she  shonld  Tote  her  katt 
Vbr  to-df&wli  hike  feathen  fidr,  and  looU  o*  change  are  fiun ; 
But  1  hae  tried  the  border  kniglit,  and  1*11  try  him  yet  again. 

&  Saya  Uack  Joan  frae  Grichton  PeeL,  a  carline  ftoor  and  |[rim, 
Thfe  aald  guidmaa,  and  the  yoiing  guidman,  for  me  ma v  sink  or  swim  ; 
For  foob  will  freat  o*  right  or  wrang,  while  knaTes  laugn  them  to  scorn  ; 
But  the sodger*s  firiendsnae  blawn  the  best,  so  he  shalTbear  the  horn. 

10.  Then  whisky  Jean  spak  ower  her  drink.  Ye  weel  ken,  kimmers  a% 
The  aald  guidman  o'  Lannun  court,  hc*s  back*s  been  at  the  wa* ; 
And  rooay  a  friend  that  kiss*t  his  cup,  is  now  a  fremit  wight. 
Bat  U*8  ne*er  be  said  o*  whisky  Jean—Ill  send  the  border  knight. 

IL  Then  sknr  niae  Maijory  o*  the  Lodls,  and  wrinkled  was  her  brow, 
Her  ancient  weed  was  lusset  gray,  her  aukl  Scots  bluid  was  true ; 
There*s  some  great  folks  set  ught  by  me, — I  set  as  light  by  them ; 
But  I  will  sen*  to  Lunnun  toun  wham  I  like  best  at  name. 

12.  flae  how  this  weighty  plea  may  end,  nae  mortal  wif^t  can  tell, 
God  grant  the  King  ana  ilka  man  may  look  wed  to  himselL 

The  above  is  &r  the  best  humoured  of  these  productions.  The  election 
to  which  it  refers  was  carried  in  Major  Miller's  favour,  but  after  a  severe 
eontestt  and  at  a  very  heavy  expense. 

These  political  conflicts  were  not  to  be  mingled  in  with  impunity  by  the 
chosen  laureate,  wit,  and  orator  of  the  district.  He  himself,  in  an  unpub- 
lished piece*  speaks  of  the  terror  excited  by 

^  ■  Bams*8  venom,  when 

He  dips  in  nil  unmix*d  his  eager  pen. 

And  pottxi  hia  Tengeanoe  in  the  burning  line  ;** 

aod  represents  his  victims,  on  one  of  these  electioneering  occasionSy  as 
leading  a  choral  shout  that 


He  for  his  heresies  in  church  and  state. 


Might  richly  merit  Muir*s  and  Palmer*s  fate. 

But  what  rendered  him  more  and  more  the  object  of  aversion  to  one  set  of 
people,  was  sure  to  connect  him  more  strongly  with  the  passions,  and,  un* 
fortunately  for  himself  and  for  us,  with  the  pleasures  of  the  other  ;  and  we 
have,  among  many  confessions  to  the  same  purpose,  the  following,  which  I 
quote  as  the  shortest,  in  one  of  the  poet*s  letters  from  Dumfries  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop.  *'  I  am  better,  but  not  quite  free  of  my  complaint  (he  refers  to 
the  palpitadoo  of  heart)  You  must  not  think,  as  you  seem  to  insinuate^ 
that  in  my  way  of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that  I  have  enough  ;  but  occa- 
tiofial  hard  drinking  is  the  devil  to  me.'*  He  knew  well  what  he  was  doing 
whenever  he  mingled  in  such  debaucheries :  he  had,  long  ere  this,  describ- 
ed himself  as  parting  "  with  a  slice  of  his  constitution*  every  time  he  was 
guilty  of  such  excess. 

This  brings  us  back  to  a  subject  on  which  it  can  give  no  one  pleasure  to 
expatiate. 

*'  Dr.  Ciirrie,'*  says  Gilbert  Bums,  *'  knowing  the  events  of  the  latter 
years  of  my  brother's  life,  only  from  the  reports  which  had  been  propagat* 
ed,  and  thinking  it  necessary,  lest  the  candour  of  his  work  should  be  called 
b  qnestiottt  to  state  the  substance  of  these  reports,  has  given  a  very  exag- 
gerated view  cf  the  fiulings  of  my  brother's  life  at  that  period,  which  is  cer^ 
tfeinly  to  be  r^etted*" — *'  I  love  Dr.  Currie,"  says  tlie  Rev.  James  Gray, 
already  more  Uian  once  referred  to,  but  I  love  the  memory  of  Bums  more* 
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and  no  consideration  shall  deter  me  horn  a  bold  declaration  of  die  tmth. 
The  poet  of  7%e  Cottars  Saturday  Night,  who  felt  all  the  charms  cf  the 
humble  piety  and  virtue  which  he  sung,  is  charged,  (in  Dr.  Currie's  Nar- 
rative), with  vices  which  would  reduce  him  to  a  level  with  the  most  degrad- 
ed of  his  ^>ecies.  As  1  knew  him  durmg  that  period  of  his  life  emphati- 
cally called  his  evil  days,  /  am  enabled  to  speak  from  my  own  observatum. 
It  is  not  my  intention  to  extenuate  his  errors,  because  they  were  combined 
with  genius ;  on  that  account,  they  were  only  the  more  dangerous,  be- 
cause the  more  seductive,  and  deserve  the  more  severe  reprehension  ;  but 
I  shall  likewise  claim  that  nothing  may  be  said  in  malice  even  against  him. 
It  came  under  my  <hm  view  professionally,  that  he  superin- 
tended the  education  of  his  children  with  a  degree  of  care  that  I  have  ne- 
ver seen  surpassed  by  any  parent  in  any  rank  of  life  whatever.  In  the  bo- 
som of  his  family  he  spent  many  a  delightful  hour  in  directing  the  studies 
of  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  uncommon  talents.  I  have  frequently  found  him 
explaining  to  this  youth,  then  not  more  than  nine  years  of  age,  the  Elng- 
Ush  poets,  from  Shakspeare  to  Gray,  or  storing  his  mind  with  examples  of 
heroic  virtue,  as  they  live  in  the  pages  of  our  most  celebrated  English  hL»- 
torians  I  would  ask  any  person  of  common  candour,  if  employmeDta  like 
these  are  consistent  with  habitual  dmrihenfiess  ? 

*<  It  is  not  denied  that  he  sometimes  mingled  with  society  unworthy  of  him. 
He  was  of  a  social  and  convivial  nature.  He  was  courted  by  all  classes  of 
men  for  the  fascinating  powers  of  his  conversation,  but  over  his  social  scene 
uncontrolled  passion  never  presided.  Over  the  social  bowl,  his  wit  flashed 
for  hours  together,  penetrating  whatever  it  struck,  like  the  fire  from  hea- 
ven ;  but  even  in  the  hour  of  thoughtless  gaity  and  merriment,  1  never 
knew  it  tainted  by  indecency.  It  was  playful  or  caustic  by  turns,  foDow- 
ing  an  allusion  through  all  its  windings ;  astonishing  by  its  rapidity,  or 
amusing  by  its  wild  originality,  and  grotesque,  yet  natural  combinations, 
but  never,  within  my  observation,  disgusting  by  its  grossness.  In  bis 
morning  hours,  1  never  saw  him  like  one  suffering  from  the  effects  of  last 
night's  intemperance.  He  appeared  then  clear  and  unck>ttded.  He  was 
the  eloquent  advocate  of  humanity,  justice,  and  political  freedom.  From 
his  paintings,  virtue  appeared  more  lovely,  and  piety  assumed  a  more  ce- 
lestial mien.  While  his  keen  eye  was  pregnant  with  fancy  and  feeling, 
and  his  voice  attuned  to  the  very  passion  which  he  wished  to  commwiicate, 
it  would  hardly  have  been  possible  to  conceive  any  being  more  interesting 
and  delightful.  I  may  likewise  add,  that  to  the  very  end  of  his  life,  reading 
was  his  favourite  amusement.  I  have  never  known  any  man  so  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  elegant  English  authors.  He  seemed  to  have  the 
poets  by  heart.  The  prose  authors  he  could  quote  either  in  their  own 
words,  or  clothe  their  ideas  in  language  more  beautiful  than  their  own. 
Nor  was  there  ever  any  decay  in  any  of  the  powers  of  his  mind.  To  the 
last  day  of  his  life,  his  judgment,  his  memory,  his  imagination,  were  fresh 
and  vigorous,  as  when  he  composed  The  Cottars  Saturday  Night,  The 
truth  is,  that  Burns  was  seldom  intoxicated.  The  drunkard  soon  becomes 
besotted,  and  is  shunned  even  by  the  convivial.  Had  he  been  so,  he  could 
not  long  have  continued  the  idol  of  every  party.  It  wiU  be  freely  confes- 
sed, thit  the  hour  of  enjoyment  was  ot\en  prolonged  beyond  the  limit 
marked  by  prudence ;  but  what  man  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  in  situa* 
tions  where  he  was  conscious  of  giving  so  much  pleasure,  he  could  at  all 
.imea  have  listened  to  her  voice  ? 
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*  The  men  with  whom  he  generally  associated,  were  not  of  the  lowest 
order.  He  numbered  among  his  intimate  friends,  many  of  the  most  respec- 
table inhabitants  of  Dumfries  and  the  vicinity.  Several  of  those  were  at- 
tached to  him  by  ties  that  the  hand  of  calumny,  busy  as  it  was,  could  ne- 
ver snap  asunder.  They  admired  the  poet  for  his  genius,  and  loved  the 
man  for  the  candour,  generosity,  and  kindness  o£  his  nature.  His  early 
friends  dung  to  him  through  good  and  bad  report,  with  a  zeal  and  fidelity 
that  prove  their  disbelief  of  the  malicious  stories  circulated  to  his  disad- 
vantage. Among  them  were  some  of  the  most  distinguished  characters  in 
this  country,  and  not  a  few  females,  eminent  for  delicacy,  taste,  and  genius. 
They  were  proud  of  his  friendship,  and  cherished  him  to  the  last  moment 
of  his  existence.  He  was  endeared  to  them  even  by  his  misfortunes,  and 
they  still  retain  for  his  memory  that  affectionate  veneration  which  virtue 
akme  inspires.'* 

Part  of  Mr.  Gray*8  letter  is  omitted,  only  because  it  touches  on  subjects, 
as  to  which  Mr.  Findlater  s  statement  must  be  considered  as  of  not  merely 
sufficient,  but  the  very  highest  authority. 

**  My  connexion  with  Robert  Burns,*'  says  that  most  respectable  man, 
**  commenced  immediately  af^er  his  admission  into  the  Excise,  and  con- 
timied  to  the  hour  of  his  death.  *  In  ail  that  time,  the  superintendence  of 
his  behaviour,  as  an  officer  of  the  revenue,  was  a  branch  of  my  especial  pro- 
vince, and  it  may  be  supposed  that  i  would  not  be  an  inattentive  observer 
of  the  fenerai  conduct  of  a  man  and  a  poet,  so  celebrated  by  his  country- 
men. In  the  former  capacity,  he  was  exemplary  in  his  attention ;  and 
was  even  jealous  of  the  least  imputation  on  his  vigilance  :  as  a  proof  of 
which,  it  may  not  be  foreign  to  the  subject  to  quote  a  part  of  a  letter  from 
htm  to  myself,  in  a  case  of  only  seeming  inattention. — *  I  know,  Sir,  and  re- 
gret deeply,  that  this  business  glances  with  a  malign  aspect  on  my  charac- 
ter as  an  officer ;  but,  as  I  am  really  innocent  in  the  affair,  and  as  the  gentle- 
nan  is  known  to  be  an  illicit  dealer,  and  particularly  as  this  is  the  single  in- 
stance of  the  least  shadow  of  carelessnes  or  impropriety  in  my  conduct  as 
an  officer,  I  shall  be  peculiarly  unfortunate  if  my  character  shall  fall  a  sa- 
cri6ce  to  the  dark  manoeuvres  of  a  smuggler.* — 'lliis  of  itself  afibrds  more 
than  a  presumption  of  his  attention  to  business,  as  it  cannot  be  supposed  he 
would  have  written  in  such  a  style  to  me,  but  from  the  impulse  of  a  consci- 
ous rectitude  in  this  department  of  his  duty.  Indeed,  it  was  not  till  near 
the  latter  end  of  his  days  that  there  was  any  falling  off  in  this  respect ;  and 
this  was  amply  accounted  for  in  the  pressure  of  disease  and  accumulating 
infirmities.  I  will  further  avow,  that  1  never  saw  him,  which  was  very  fre- 
<]uently  while  he  lived  at  Elliesland,  and  still  more  so,  almost  every  day, 
after  he  removed  to  Dumfries,  but  in  hours  of  business  he  was  quite  him- 
self, and  capable  ot  discharging  the  duties  of  his  office ;  nor  was  he  ever 
known  to  drink  by  himself,  or  seen  to  indulge  in  the  use  of  liquor  in  a  fore- 
noon  I  have  seen  Bums  in  all  his  various  phases,  in  his  convivial 

noments,  in  his  sober  moods,  and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family ;  indeed,  I 
believe  1  saw  more  of  him  than  any  other  individual  had  occasion  to  see, 
titer  he  became  an  Excise  officer,  and  1  never  beheld  any  thing  like  the 
gross  enonnities  with  which  he  is  now  charged :  That  when  set  down  in 
an  evening  with  a  few  friends  whom  he  liked,  he  was  apt  to  prolong  the 
SKial  hour  beyond  the  bounds  which  prudence  would  dictate,  is  unques- 

*  Ux.  Findlater  watched  by  Duriiit  the  i.ii{ht  before  he  died. 
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tionable ;  but  in  his  family,  I  will  venture  to  say*  he  was  nerer 
wise  than  attentive  and  affectionate  to  a  high  degree." 

These  statements  are  entitled  to  every  consideration :  they  come  finom 
men  altogether  incapable,  for  any  purpose,  of  wilfully  stating  that  which 
they  know  to  be  untrue. 

To  whatever  Bums's  excesses  amounted,  they  were,  it  is  obvious,  and 
that  frequently,  the  subject  of  rebuke  and  remonstrance  even  from  his  own 
dearest  friends.  That  such  reprimands  should  have  been  received  at  tiroes 
with  a  strange  mixture  of  remorse  and  indignation,  none  that  have  consi- 
dered the  nervous  susceptibility  and  haughtiness  of  Bums's  character  can 
hear  with  surprise.  But  this  was  only  when  the  good  advice  was  oraL  No 
one  knew  better  than  he  how  to  answer  the  written  homilies  of  such  per- 
sons as  were  most  likely  to  take  the  freedom  of  admonishing  him  on  points 
of  such  delicacy ;  nor  is  there  any  thing  in  uH  his  correspondence  more 
amusing  than  his  reply  to  a  certain  solemn  lecture  of  William  NicolL  •  . 
**  O  thou,  wisest  among  the  wise,  meridian  blaze  of  prudence,  full  roooD 
of  discretion,  and  chief  of  many  counsellors  !  how  infinitely  is  thy  puddle- 
headed,  rattle-headed,  wrong-headed,  round-headed  slave  indebted  to  thy 
supereminent  goodness,  that  from  the  luminous  path  of  thy  own  right-lined 
rectitude  thou  lookest  benignly  down  on  an  erring  wretch,  of  whom  the 
zig-zag  wanderings  defy  all  the  powers  of  calculation,  from  the  simple  co- 
pulation of  units,  up  to  the  hidden  mysteries  of  fluxions  !  May  one  feeUe 
ray  of  that  light  of  wisdom  which  darts  from  thy  sensorium,  straight  as  the 
arrow  of  heaven,  and  bright  as  the  meteor  of'^  inspiration,  may  it  be  my 
portion,  so  that  I  may  be  less  unworthy  of  the  face  and  favour  of  that  fis- 
ther  of  proverbs  and  master  of  maxims,  that  antipod  of  folly,  and  magoel 
among  the  sages,  the  wise  and  witty  Willy  Nicoll  I  Amen  !  amen  !  Yee» 
so  be  it! 

*<  For  me !  I  am  a  beast,  a  reptile,  and  know  nothing  !**  &e.  &c.  &c* 

To  how  many  that  have  moralized  over  the  life  and  death  of  Boma^ 
might  not  such  a  Tu  quogue  be  addressed  ! 

The  strongest  argument  in  favour  of  those  who  denounce  the  statements 
of  Heron,  Currie,  and  their  fellow  biographers,  concerning  the  habits  of  the 
poet,  during  the  latter  years  of  his  career,  as  culpably  and  egregiously  ex- 
aggerated, still  remains  to  be  considered.  On  the  whole,  Burns  gave  sa- 
tisfaction by  his  manner  of  executing  the  duties  of  his  station  in  £e  reve- 
nue service ;  he,  moreover,  as  Mr.  Gray  tells  us,  (and  upon  this  ground 
Mr.  Gray  could  not  possibly  be  mistaken),  took  a  lively  interest  in  the  edu- 
cation of  his  children,  and  spent  more  hours  in  their  private  tuition  than 
fathers  who  have  more  leisure  than  his  excisemanship  lefl  him,  are  oftea 
in  the  custom  of  so  bestowing. — **  He  was  a  kind  and  attentive  father,  and 
took  great  delight  in  spending  his  evenings  in  the  cultivation  of  the  minds 
of  his  children.  Their  education  was  the  grand  object  of  his  life,  and  he 
did  not,  like  most  parents,  think  it  sufficient  to  send  them  to  public  schoo«s; 
he  was  their  private  instructor,  and  even  at  that  early  age,  bestowed  great 
pains  in  training  their  minds  to  habits  of  thought  and  reflection,  and  id 
keeping  them  pure  from  every  form  of  vice.  This  he  considered  as  a  sa- 
cred duty,  and  never,  to  the  period  of  his  last  illness,  relaxed  in  his  dili- 
ffence.  With  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  not  more  than  nine  years  of  age,  he 
had  read  many  of  the  favourite  poets,  and  some  of  the  best  historians  in 
our  language ;  and  what  is  more  remarkable,  gave  him  considerable  aid  in 
the  study  of  Latin.    This  boy  attended  the  Grammar  School  of  Dumfries 
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and  soon  attracted  my  notice  by  the  ttrengUi  of  his  talent,  and  the  ardour 
of  his  ambition.  Berore  he  had  been  a  year  at  school,  I  thought  it  right 
to  advance  him  a  form,  and  he  began  to  read  Ccesar,  and  gave  roe  transla* 
tions  of  that  author  of  such  beauty  as  I  confess  surprised  me.  On  inquiry, 
f  found  that  his  fiither  made  him  turn  over  his  dictionary,  till  he  was  able 
to  translate  to  him  the  passage  in  such  a  way  tliat  he  could  gather  the  au- 
thor's meaning,  and  that  it  was  to  him  he  owed  that  polished  and  forcible 
English  with  which  I  was  so  greatly  struck.  I  have  mentioned  this  inci- 
dent merely  to  show  what  minute  attention  he  paid  to  this  important 
branch  of  parental  duty.**  *  Lastly,  although  to  all  men's  regret  he  wrote, 
after  his  removal  to  Dumfriesshire,  only  one  poetical  piece  of  considerable 
length,  ( 7am  o*  Shanter)^  his  epistolary  correspondence,  and  his  songs  to 
Johnson's  Museum,  and  to  the  collection  of  Mr.  George  Thomson,  furnish 
undeniable  proof  that,  in  whatever  ^fiig  of  dissipation  he  unhappily  indulg- 
ed, he  never  could  possibly  have  sunk  into  any  thing  like  that  habitiml 
.grossness  of  manners  and  sottish  degradation  of  mind,  which  the  writers  in 
question  have  not  hesitated  to  hold  up  to  the  commiseration  of  mankind. 

Of  his  letters  written  at  Elliesland  and  Dumfries,  nearly  three  octavo 
volumes  have  been  already  printed  by  Currie  and  Cromek ;  and  it  would 
be  easy  to  swell  the  collection  to  double  this  extent.  Enough,  however, 
has  b^n  published  to  enable  every  reader  to  judge  for  himself  of  the  cha- 
racter of  Bums*s  style  of  epistolary  composition.  The  severest  criticism 
bestowed  on  it  has  been,  that  it  is  too  elaborate — that,  however  natural 
the  feelings,  the  expression  is  frequently  more  studied  and  artificial  than 
belongs  to  that  species  of  composition.  Be  this  remark  altogether  just  in 
point  of  taste,  or  otherwise,  the  fact  on  which  it  is  founded,  furnishes 
strength  to  our  present  position.  The  poet  produced  in  these  years  a  great 
body  of  elaborate  prose-writing. 

We  have  already  had  occasion  to  notice  some  of  his  contributions  to 
Johnson's  Museum.  He  continued  to  the  last  month  of  his  life  to  take  a 
lively  interest  in  that  work ;  and  besides  writing  for  it  some  dozens  of  ex- 
cellent original  songs,  his  diligence  in  collecting  ancient  pieces  hitherto 
unpublished,  and  his  taste  and  skill  in  eking  out  fragments,  were  largely^ 
and  most  happily  exerted,  all  along,  for  its  benefit  Mr.  Cromek  saw 
among  Johnson's  papers,  no  fewer  than  184  of  the  pieces  which  enter  into 
the  collection,  in  Bums's  handwriting. 

His  connexion  with  the  more  important  work  of  Mr.  Thomson  commenc- 
ed in  September  1792 ;  and  Mr.  Gray  justly  says,  that  whoever  considers 
his  oMTespondence  with  the  editor,  and  the  collection  itself,  must  be  satis- 
fied, that  from  that  time  till  the  commencement  of  his  last  illness,  not 
many  days  ever  passed  over  his  head  without  the  production  of  some  new 
stanxas  ror  its  pages.  Besides  old  materials,  for  the  most  part  embellished 
with  lines,  if  not  verses  of  his  own,  and  a  whole  body  of  hints,  suggestions, 
and  criticisms.  Bums  gave  Mr.  Thomson  about  sixty  original  songs.  The 
longs  in  this  collection  are  by  many  eminent  critics  placed  decidedly  at 
the  head  of  all  our  poet's  perrormances :  it  is  by  none  disputed  that  very 
many  of  them  are  worthy  of  his  most  felicitous  inspiration.  He  bestowed 
mwm  more  care  on  them  than  on  his  contributions  to  the  Museum ;  and 
the  taste  and  feeling  of  the  editor  secured  the  work  against  any  intrusions 
of  that  over-warm  element  which  was  too  apt  to  mingle  in  his  amatory  ef- 

*  Letter  fton  ths  R«v.  Jamci  Omy  to  Mr.  Gilbert  Burnt.    See  his  Editkm,  voL  I.  Ap» 
mia^  N«.  V.  j,^ 
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soul ;  and — ^whatever  pleasures  I  might  wish  for,  or  whatever  raptures  tfaej 
might  give  me — yet,  tf  they  interfere  with  that  first  principley  it  is  having 
these  pleasures  at  a  dishonest  price  ;  and  justice  forbids,  and  generositf 
disdains  the  purchase."  * 

Of  all  Bums's  love  songs,  the  best,  in  his  own  opinion,  was  that  which 
begins, 

'^  Yestreen  I  had  »  nint  o*  wiDe. 
A  place  where  boajr  mw  na*.** 

Mr.  Cunningham  says,  "  if  the  poet  thought  so,  I  am  sorry  for  it  ;**  whOe 
the  Reverend  Hamilton  Paul  fully  concurs  in  the  author's  own  estimate  of 
the  performance. 

There  is  in  the  same  collection  a  love  song,  which  unites  the  suffirages, 
and  ever  will  do  so,  of  all  men.  It  has  furnished  B3rron  with  a  motto, 
and  Scott  has  said  that  that  motto  is  **  worth  a  thousand  romances*" 


*'  Had  we  never  k>?ed  gae  kindly. 
Had  we  never  loved  gae  blindly. 
Never  met — or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne*er  been  broken-hearted.** 

There  are  traditions  which  connect  Bums  with  the  heroines  of  these  be- 
witching songs. 

I  envy  no  one  the  task  of  inquiring  minutely  in  how  far  these  traditions 
rest  on  the  foundation  of  truth.  They  refer  at  worst  to  occasional  errors. 
"  Many  insinuations,**  says  Mr.  Gray,  **  have  been  made  against  the  poet*s 
character  as  a  husband,  but  without  the  slightest  proof;  and  I  might  pass 
from  the  charge  with  tliat  neglect  which  it  merits ;  but  I  am  happy  to  say 
that  I  have  in  exculpation  the  direct  evidence  of  Mrs.  Bums  herself,  who, 
among  many  amiable  and  respectable  qualities,  ranks  a  veneration  for  the 
memory  of  her  departed  husband,  whom  she  never  names  but  in  terms  of 
the  profoundest  respect  and  the  deepest  regret,  to  lament  his  misfortunes, 
or  to  extol  his  kindnesses  to  herself,  not  as  the  momentary  overflowings  of 
the  heart  in  a  season  of  penitence  for  offences  generously  forgiven,  but  an 
habitual  tenderness,  which  ended  only  with  his  life.  I  place  this  evidence, 
which  I  am  proud  to  bring  forward  on  her  own  authority,  against  a  thou* 
sand  anonymous  calumnies.**  f 

Among  the  effusions,  not  amatory,  which  our  poet  contributed  to  Mr. 
Thomson's  Collection,  the  famous  song  of  Bannockbum  holds  the  first  place. 
We  have  already  seen  in  how  lively  a  manner  Bums*s  feelings  were  kindled 
when  he  visited  that  glorious  field.  According  to  tradition,  the  tune  play- 
ed when  Bruce  led  his  troops  to  the  charge,  was  **  Hey  tuttie  tattie ;" 
and  it  was  humming  this  old  air  as  he  rode  by  himself  through  Glenken,  a 
wild  district  in  Galloway,  during  a  terrific  storm  of  wind  and  rain,  that  the 
poet  composed  his  immortal  lyric  in  its  first  and  noblest  form.  This  is  one 
more  instance  of  his  delight  in  the  stemer  aspects  of  nature. 

^  Come,  winter,  with  thine  angry  howl. 
And  raging  bend  the  naked  " —    ** 


^  There  is  hardly,**  says  he  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  there  is  scarcely  any 
earthly  object  gives  me  more — 1  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  pleasure 

*  Corretpondcooe  with  Mr.  Thornton,  p.  191. 

t  iMtat  in  Gilbert  Bamt'i  Edition,  roL  I.  Appndix,  p.  4S7« 
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—but  something  which  exalts  me,  something  which  enraptures  me — than 
to  walk  in  the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood  in  a  cloudy  winter  day,  and  hear  the 
stormy  wind  howling  among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It  is  my 
best  season  for  devotion  :  my  mind  is  wrapt  up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to 
fluNy  who,  to  use  the  pompous  language  of  the  Hebrew  Bard,  *  walks  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind.  " — To  the  iMty  his  best  poetry  was  produced  amidsl 
scenes  df  solemn 
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Covrnm.—  Tk€  poeCt  wurtaJ  period  offproaehe* — fltt  peeuUar  Umpertmeni'-'SpmficmM  tf 
pnmaimn  eld  age — Tke»e  not  diminiihed  by  narrow  drcMMttanets,  by  ckaprmfiom  utgbtt, 
amd  by  the  death  of  a  Daughter — The  poet  mieeee  pMie  patronage :  andeven  tiffairJhdtM 
of  hi*  own  gemive—ihe  appmpriation  of  which  is  dthated  fur  the  casuiste  v^  yielded  to  him 
merely  fA«  ehdi — Hie  magnammity  when  death  is  at  hand ;  hie  imtenriewe,  eonvereatiome, 
and  addreeeee  ae  a  dying  man — Dice,  2\et  July  1796— PkMic  funeral,  at  whiek  wumy  at' 
tendf  and  amonget  the  reet  the  future  Premier  of  England^  who  had  eteadily  r^fiued  to  a^ 
knowledge  the  poet^  living — Hie  family  munifieaitiy  provided  for  by  the  publio^^Analyne  ef 
character — Hie  integrity,  reUgioue  etate,  and  geniue^^ Strictures  upon  him  and  hie  writinge 
by  Scott,  CatnpbeB,  Byron,  and  othen. 


**  I  dread  thee.  Fate,  tekntleaa  and  lerefe. 
With  an  a  poet*t,  huibaiid*t,  fiither*t  fear.** 

We  are  drawing  near  the  close  of  this  great  poet*s  mortal  career ;  and  I 
would  fain  hope  the  details  of  the  last  chapter  may  have  prepared  the  hu- 
mane reader  to  contemplate  it  with  sentiments  of  sorrow,  pure  and  unde- 
based  with  any  considerable  intermixture  of  less  genial  feelings. 

For  some  years  before  Bums  was  lost  to  his  countrV)  it  is  sufficiently 
plain  that  he  had  been,  on  political  grounds,  an  object  of  suspicion  and  dis* 
trust  to  a  large  portion  of  the  population  that  had  most  opportunity  of  ob- 
serving him.  The  mean  subalterns  of  party  had,  it  is  very  easy  to  suppose, 
delighted  in  decrying  him  on  pretexts,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  equally — 
to  their  superiors  ;  and  hence,  who  will  not  willingly  believe  it?  the  tem- 
porary and  local  prevalence  of  those  extravagantly  injurious  reports,  the 
essence  of  which  Dr.  Currie,  no  doubt,  thought  it  his  duty,  as  a  biographer, 
to  extract  and  circulate. 

A  gentleman  of  that  county,  whose  name  I  have  already  more*than  once 
had  occasion  to  refer  to,  has  often  told  me,  that  he  was  seldom  more  grie- 
ved, than  when  riding  into  Dumfries  one  fine  summer's  evening,  about  this 
time,  to  attend  a  county  ball,  he  saw  Bums  walking  alone,  on  the  shady 
side  of  the  principal  street  of  the  town,  while  the  opposite  side  was  gay 
with  successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the 
festivities  of  the  night,  not  one  of  whom  appeared  willing  to  recognize  him. 
llie  horseman  dismounted  and  joined  Bums,  who,  on  his  proposing  to  him 
to  cross  the  street,  said,  <*  Nay,  nay,  my  young  friend, — that's  all  over 
now ;"  and  quoted,  afler  a  pause,  some  verses  of  Lady  Griuel  BaiUie's 
ballad^ 

^  Hk  bonnet  stood  anee  fti*  fliir  on  his  hiow, 
Hbaald  ane  lookM  better  than  monjr  ane*ft  new  t 
Bvt  now  he  leCt*t  wear  oo  j  way  it  will  hing. 
And  CMti  himteU  dowie  upon  the  eom-U^ 


LIFE  OF  ROBBRT  BURN&  ad 

**'  O  were  we  young,  as  we  ance  hae  been, 
We  tud  hae  been  gallopins  doun  on  yon  green. 
And  linking  it  ower  the  lily  white  leay— 
And  werena  my  fieari  light  I  wad  dU.^ 

It  was  little  in  Burns's  character  to  let  his  feelings  on  certain  subjects,  es- 
cape in  this  fashion.  He,  immediately  afler  citing  these  verses,  assumed 
the  sprightliness  of  his  most  pleasing  manner  ;  and  taking  his  young  friend 
home  with  him,  entertained  him  very  agreeably  until  the  hour  of  the  ball 
arrived,  with  a  bowl  of  his  usual  potation,  and  Bonnie  Jean's  singing  of 
some  verses  which  he  had  recently  composed. 

Tlie  untimely  death  of  one  who,  had  he  lived  to  any  thing  like  the  usual 
term  of  human  existence,  might  have  done  so  much  to  increase  his  fame 
as  a  poet,  and  to  purify  and  dignify  his  character  as  a  man,  was,  it  is  too 
probable,  hastened  by  his  own  intemperances  and  imprudences:  but  it 
seems  to  be  extremely  improbable,  that,  even  if  his  manhood  had  been  a 
course  of  saintlike  virtue  in  all  respects,  the  irritable  and  nervous  bodily 
constitution  which  he  inherited  from  his  father,  shaken  as  it  was  by  the 
toils  and  miseries  of  his  ill-starred  youth,  could  have  sustained,  to  any 
thing  like  the  psalmist's  **  allotted  span,'*  the  exhausting  excitements  of  an 
intensely  poetical  temperament.  Since  the  first  pages  of  this  nwrative  were 
sent  to  the  press,  I  have  heard  from  an  old  acquaintance  of  the  bard,  who 
often  shared  his  bed  with  him  at  Mossgiel,  that  even  at  that  early  period, 
when  intemperance  assuredly  had  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter,  those 
ominous  symptoms  of  radicsd  disorder  in  the  digestive  system,  the  **  palpi- 
tation and  suffocation'*  of  which  Cjilbert  speaks,  were  so  regularly  his  noc- 
turnal visitants,  that  it  was  his  custom  to  have  a  great  tub  of  cold  water 
by  his  bedside,  into  which  he  usually  plunged  more  than  once  in  the  course 
of  the  night,  thereby  procuring  instant,  though  but  shortlived  relief.  On 
a  frame  thus  originally  constructed,  and  thus  early  tried  with  most  se- 
vere afflictions,  external  and  internal,  what  must  not  have  been,  under  any 
subsequent  course  of  circumstances,  the  effect  of  that  exquisite  sensibi- 
lity of  mind,  but  for  which  the  world  would  never  have  heard  any  thing 
eiUier  of  the  sins,  or  tlie  sorrows,  or  the  poetry  of  Bums  ! 

« .The  fates  and  characters  of  the  rhyming  tribe,"  *  (thus  writes  the 
poet  himself),  "  often  employ  my  tl)oaghts  when  I  am  disposed  to  be  me- 
lancholy. There  is  not,  among  all  the  martyrologies  that  ever  were  pen- 
ned, so  rueful  a  narrative  as  the  lives  of  the  poets. — In  the  comparative 
view  of  wretches,  the  criterion  is  not  what  they  are  doomed  to  suffer,  but 
how  they  are  formed  to  bear.  Take  a  being  of  our  kind,  give  him  a  stronger 
imagination  and  a  more  delicate  sensibility,  which  between  them  will  ever 
engender  a  more  ungovernable  set  of  passions,  than  are  the  usual  lot  of 
man  ;  implant  in  him  an  irresistible  impulse  to  some  idle  vagary,  such  as, 
arranging  wild  flowers  in  fantastical  nosegays,  tracing  the  grasshopper  to 
his  haunt  by  his  chirping  song,  watching  the  frisks  of  the  little  minnows 
m  the  sunny  pool,  or  hunting  after  the  intrigues  of  butterflies — in  short, 
send  him  adrLH  after  some  pursuit  which  shall  eternally  mislead  him  from 
the  paths  o£  lucre,  and  yet  curse  him  with  a  keener  relish  than  any  man 
living  for  the  pleasures  that  lucre  can  purchase ;  lastly,  fill  up  the  measure 
of  his  woes  by  bestowing  on  him  a  spuming  sense  of  his  own  dignity,  and 
70a  have  created  a  wight  nearly  as  miserable  as  a  poet" 

•  Letter  to  Mist  Canlmin  in  ITU. 
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In  these  few  short  sentences,  as  it  appears  to  me,  Bums  has  traced  his  ow^ 
character  far  better  than  any  one  else  has  done  it  since. — But  with  this  lot 
what  pleasures  were  not  mingled  ? — "  To  you,  Madam,**  he  proceeds,  •*  I 
need  not  recount  the  fairy  pleasures  the  muse  bestows  to  counterbalance 
this  catalogue  of  evils.  Bewitching  poetry  is  like  bewitching  \voman ;  she 
has  in  all  ages  been  accused  of  misleading  mankind  from  the  counsels  of 
wisdom  and  the  paths  of  prudence,  involving  them  in  diiliculties,  baiting 
them  with  poverty,  branding  them  with  in&my,  and  plunging  them  in  the 
whirling  vortex  of  ruin  ;  yet,  where  is  the  man  but  must  own  that  all  our 
happiness,  on  earth  is  not  worthy  the  name — that  even  the  holy  hermit's 
solitary  prospect  of  pardisiacal  bliss  is  but  the  glitter  of  a  northern  sun,  ris- 
ing over  a  frozen  region,  compared  with  the  many  pleasures,  the  nameless 
raptures,  that  we  owe  to  the  lovely  Queen  of  the  heart  of  man  !" 

It  is  common  to  say  of  those  who  over-indulge  themselves  in  material 
stimulants,  that  they  live  fast ;  what  wonder  that  the  career  of  the  poet's 
thick-coming  fancies  should,  in  the  immense  majority  of  cases,  be  rapid 
too? 

That  Bums  lived  fiuty  in  both  senses  of  the  phrase,  we  have  abundant 
evidence  from  himself;  and  that  the  more  earthly  motion  was  somewhat  ac- 
celerated as  it  approached  the  close,  we  may  believe,  without  finding  it  at  all 
necessary  to  mingle  anger  with  our  sorrow.  <*  Even  in  his  earliest  poems,** 
as  Mr.  Wordsworth  says,  in  a  beautiful  passage  of  his  letter  to  Mr.  Gray, 
^<  through  the  veil  of  assumed  habits  and  pretended  qualities,  enough  of 
the  real  man  appears  to  show,  that  he  was  conscious  of  sufficient  cause  to 
dread  his  own  passions,  and  to  bewail  his  errors  !  We  have  rejected  as  false 
sometimes  in  the  latter,  and  of  necessity  as  false  in  the  spirit,  many  of  the 
testimonies  that  others  have  home  against  him  : — but,  by  his  own  hand — 
in  words  the  import  of  which  cannot  be  mistaken — it  has  been  recorded 
that  the  order  of  his  life  but  faintly  corresponded  with  the  clearness  of  his 
views.  It  is  probable  that  he  would  have  proved  a  still  greater  poet  if,  by 
strength  of  reason,  he  could  have  controlled  the  propensities  which  his  sen- 
ribility  engendered  ;  but  he  would  have  been  a  poet  of  a  different  class : 
and  certain  it  is,  had  that  desirable  restraint  been  early  established,  many 
peculiar  beauties  which  enrich  his  veraes  could  never  have  existed,  and 
many  accessary  influences,  which  comAote  greatly  to  their  effect,  would 
have  been  wanting.    For  instance,  the  momentous  truth  of  the  passage — 

<*  Om  point  mnit  ftfll  be  craitlj  dark. 

The  moving  wlby  chejr  do  it : 
And  jutt  as  lamelj  can  ye  mark. 

How  far  perhaps  thejr  rue  it. 

Then  gentlv  ican  your  brother  man. 

Still  senuier  lister  woman — 
Though  thej^  may  gang  a  kennin'  wrang  s 

To  step  aside  is  human,** 

oould  not  posttbly  have  been  conveyed  with  such  pathetic  forc6»  by  any 
poet  that  eyer  lived,  speaking  in  his  own  voice ;  unless  it  were  felt  that, 
like  Bums,  he  was  a  man  who  preached  from  the  text  of  his  own  errors : 
and  whose  wisdom,  beautiful  as  a  flower  that  might  have  risen  from  seed 
fown  fhnn  alK>ye,  was  in  fact  a  scion  from  the  root  of  personal  suffering.** 

In  how  far  the  **  thoughtless  follies'*  of  the  poet  did  actually  hasten  his 
end,  it  is  needless  to  conjecture.  They  had  tlieir  share,  unquestionably, 
tihog  with  other  influencea  wliich  it  wotiJd  be  inhuman  to  characterise  as 
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mere  follies — sudi,  for  example,  as  that  general  depression  of  spirits  which 
haunted  him  from  his  youth,  and,  in  all  likelihood,  sat  more  heavily  on 
mctk  a  being  as  Bums  than  a  man  of  plain  common  sense  might  guess, — or 
even  a  casual  expression  of  discouraging  tendency  from  the  persons  on 
whose  good-will  all  hopes  of  substantial  advancement  in  the  scale  of  world- 
ly promotion  depended, — or  that  partial  exclusion  from  the  species  of  so- 
ciety our  poet  had  been  accustomed  to  adorn  and  delight,  which,  from 
however  inadequate  causes,  certainly  did  occur  during  some  of  the  latter 
years  of  his  life. — All  such  sorrows  as  these  must  have  acted  with  twofold 
tyranny  upon  Burns ;  harassing,  in  the  first  place,  one  of  the  roost  sensitive 
minds  that  ever  filled  a  human  bosom,  and,  alas  !  by  consequence,  tempting 
to  additional  excesses.  How  he  struggled  against  the  tide  of  his  misery,  let 
the  following  letter  speak. — It  was  written  February  25,  1794,  and  addres- 
sed to  Mr.  Alexander  Cunningham,  an  eccentric  being,  but  generous  and 
faithful  in  his  friendship  to  Burns,  and,  when  Burns  was  no  more,  to  his 
&mily. — *<  Canst  thou  minister,"  says  the  poet,  *'  to  a  mind  diseased? 
Canst  thou  speak  peace  and  rest  to  a  soul  tost  on  a  sea  of  troubles,  without 
one  friendly  star  to  guide  her  course,  and  dreading  that  the  next  surge  may 
overwhelm  her  ?  Canst  thou  give  to  a  frame,  tremblingly  alive  as  the  tor- 
tures of  suspense,  the  stability  and  hardihood  of  the  rock  that  braves  the 
blast  ?  If  thou  canst  not  do  the  least  of  these,  why  would*st  thou  disturb 
me  in  ray  miseries,  with  thy  inquiries  after  me  ?  For  these  two  months  I 
have  not  been  able  to  lift  a  pen.  My  constitution  and  frame  were  ab  ori' 
gme^  blasted  with  a  deep  incurable  taint  of  hypochondria,  which  poisons  my 
existence.  Of  late  a  number  of  domestic  vexations,  and  some  pecuniary 
share  in  the  ruin  of  these  ••«•«  times — losses  which,  though  trifling,  were 
yet  what  I  could  ill  bear,  have  so  irritated  me,  that  my  feelings  at  times 
could  only  be  envied  by  a  reprobate  spirit  listening  to  the  sentence  that 
dooms  it  to  perdition.  Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation  ?  I 
have  exhausted  in  reflection  every  topic  of  comfort.  A  heart  at  ease  would 
have  been  charmed  with  my  sentiments  and  reasonings ;  but  as  to  myself,  I 
was  like  Judas  Iscariot  preaching  the  gospel ;  he  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  those  around  him,  but  his  own  kept  its  native  incorrigibility. 
Still  there  are  two  great  pillars  that  bear  us  up,  amid  the  wreck  of  misfor- 
tune and  misery.  The  one  is  compoaed  of  the  different  modifications  of  a 
certain  noble,  stubborn  something  in  man,  known  by  the  names  of  courage, 
fortitude,  magnanimity.  The  other  is  made  up  of  those  feelings  and  sen- 
tiinenta,  which,  however  the  sceptic  may  deny,  or  the  enthusiast  disfigure 
them,  are  yet,  I  am  convinced,  original  and  component  parts  of  the  human 
soul ;  those  senses  of  the  mind,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression,  which 
connect  us  with,  and  link  us  to  those  awful  obscure  realities — an  all-power- 
ful and  equally  beneficent  God — and  a  world  to  come,  beyond  death  and 
the  grave.  The  first  gives  the  nerve  of  combat,  while  a  ray  of  hope  beams 
on  the  field  ; — the  last  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  into  the  wounds  which 
time  can  never  cure. 

**  I  do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cunningham,  that  you  and  I  ever  talked 
o&  the  subject  of  religion  at  all.  I  know  some  who  laugh  at  it,  as  the  trick 
of  the  crafly  few,  to  lead  the  undisceming  many  ;  or  at  most  as  an  uncer- 
tun  obscurity,  which  mankind  can  never  know  any  thing  of,  and  with  which 
tkey  are  fools  if  they  give  themselves  much  to  do.  Nor  would  I  quarrel 
with  a  man  for  his  irreligion,  any  more  than  I  would  for  his  want  of  a  mu« 
ileal  ear.     I  would  regret  that  he  was  shut  out  from  what,  to  me  and  to 
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others,  were  such  superlative  sources  of  enjoyment.  It  is  in  this  poii  t  ol  TieWy 
and  for  this  reason,  that  I  will  deeply  imbue  the  mind  of  every  child  of 
mine  with  religion.  If  my  son  should  happen  to  be  a  man  of  feeding,  sen- 
timent, and  taste,  I  shall  thus  add  largely  to  his  enjoyments.  Let  me  flatter 
myself  that  this  sweet  little  fellow  who  is  just  now  running  about  my  desk» 
win  be  a  man  of  a  melting,  ardent,  glowing  heart ;  and  an  imagination,  de- 
lighted with  the  painter,  and  rapt  with  the  poet.  Let  me  figure  him, 
wandering  out  in  a  sweet  evening,  to  inhale  the  balmy  gales,  and  enjoy  the 
growing  luxuriance  of  the  spring ;  himself  the  while  in  the  blooming  youth 
of  life.  *  He  looks  abroad  on  all  nature,  and  through  nature  up  to  nature's 
(jod.  His  soul,  by  swifl,  delighted  degrees,  is  rapt  above  this  sublunary 
sphere,  until  he  can  be  silent  no  longer,  and  bursts  out  into  the  glorioua 
enthusiasm  of  Thomson, 

*  These,  as  they  chanfl^.  Almighty  Father,  these 
Are  but  the  varied  God — The  rolling  year 
Is  fuU  of  Thee  f 

and  80  on,  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that  charming  hymn. — These  are 
no  ideal  pleasures  ;  they  are  real  delights :  and  I  ask  what  of  the  delights 
among  the  sons  of  men  are  superior,  not  to  say,  equal  to  them?  And  they 
have  this  precious,  vast  addition,  that  conscious  virtue  stamps  them  for  her 
own ;  and  lays  hold  on  them  to  bring  herself  into  the  presence  of  a  witness- 
ing, judging,  and  approving  God.** 

They  who  have  been  told  that  Burns  was  ever  a  degraded  being — ^who 
have  permitted  themselves  to  believe  that  his  only  consolations  were  those 
of  *'  the  opiate  guilt  applies  to  grief,'*  will  do  well  to  pause  over  this  noble 
letter  and  judge  for  themselves.  Tiic  enemy  under  which  he  was  destined 
to  sink,  had  already  beaten  in  the  outworks  of  his  constitution  when  these 
lines  were  penned.  The  reader  has  already  had  occasion  to  observe,  that 
Burns  had  in  those  closing  years  of  his  life  to  struggle  almost  continually 
with  pecuniary  difficulties,  than  which  nothing  could  have  been  more  like- 
ly to  pour  bitterness  intolerable  into  the  cup  of  his  existence.  His  lively 
imagination  exaggerated  to  itself  every  real  evil ;  and  this  among,  and  per- 
haps above,  all  the  rest ;  at  least,  in  many  of  his  letters  we  find  him  alluding 
to  the  probability  of  his  being  arretted  for  debts,  which  we  now  know  to 
have  been  of  very  trivial  amount  at  die  worst,  which  we  also  know  he  him- 
self lived  to  discharge  to  the  utmost  farthing,  and  in  regard  to  which  it  is 
impossible  to  doubt  that  his  personal  friends  in  Dumfries  would  have  at  aO 
times  been  ready  to  prevent  the  law  taking  its  ultimate  course.  This  last 
consideration,  however,  was  one  which  would  have  given  slender  relief  to 
Burns.  How  he  shrunk  with  horror  and  loathing  from  the  sense  of  pecu- 
niary obligation,  no  matter  to  whom,  we  have  had  abundant  indications  al« 
ready. 

The  following  extract  from  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Macmurdo,  dated 
December  1793,  will  speak  for  iuelf : — **  Sir,  it  is  said  that  we  take  the 
greatest  liberties  with  our  greatest  friends,  and  I  pay  mjrself  a  very  high 
compliment  in  the  numner  in  which  I  am  going  to  apply  the  remark.  I 
have  owed  you  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any  man. — Here  is 
Ker*s  account,  and  here  are  six  guineas ;  and  now,  1  don*t  owe  a  shilling 
to  man,  or  woman  either.  But  for  these  damned  dirty,  dog*s-eared  little 
pages,  (bank-notes),  I  had  done  myself  the  honour  to  have  waited  on 
vou  long  ago.     Independent  of  the  obligations  your  hospitality  has  hid 
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me  under,  the  consciousness  of  your  superiority  in  the  rank  of  man  and 
gentleman  of  itself  was  fully  as  much  as  1  could  ever  make  head  against  ( 
but  to  owe  you  money  too,  was  more  than  I  could  fiice. 

The  question  natundly  arises :  Bums  was  all  this  while  pouring  out  hit 
beautiflu  songs  for  the  Museum  of  Johnson  and  the  greater  work  of  Thom- 
son ;  how  did  he  happen  to  derive  no  pecuniary  advantages  from  this  con- 
tinual exertion  of  his  genius  in  a  form  of  composition  so  eminently  calcu- 
lated for  popularity  ?  Nor,  indeed,  b  it  an  easy  matter  to  answer  this  very 
obvious  question.  The  poet  himself,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Carfrae,  dated 
1 789,  spc^dcs  thus  : — "  The  profits  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius  are,  I 
hope,  as  honourable  as  any  profits  whatever ;  and  Mr.  Mylne  s  relations 
are  most  justly  entitled  to  that  honest  harvest  which  fate  has  denied  him- 
self to  reap.**  And  yet,  so  far  from  looking  to  Mr.  Johnson  for  any  pecu- 
niary remuneration  for  the  very  laborious  part  he  took  in  his  work,  it  ap- 
pears from  a  passage  in  Cromek's  Reliques,  that  the  poet  asked  a  single 
copy  o(  the  Museum  to  give  to  a  fair  friend,  by  way  of  a  great  favour  to 
himsdf — and  that  that  copy  and  his  own  were  really  all  he  ever  received 
at  the  hands  of  the  publisher.  Of  the  secret  history  of  Johnson  and  his 
book  I  know  nothing ;  but  the  Correspondence  of  Burns  with  Mr.  Thomson 
contains  curious  enough  details  concerning  his  connexion  with  that  gentle- 
man's more  important  undertaking.  At  the  outset,  September  11^2,  we 
find  Mr.  Thomson  sajring,  **  We  will  esteem  your  poetical  assistance  a 
particular  favour,  besides  paying  any  reasonable  price  you  shall  please  to 
demand  for  it.  Profit  is  quite  a  secondary  consideration  with  us,  and  we 
are  resolved  to  save  neither  pains  nor  expense  on  the  publication.**  To 
which  Bums  replies  immediately,  **  As  to  any  remuneration,  you  may  think 
my  songs  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they  shall  absolutely  be  the  one 
or  the  other.  In  the  honest  enthusiasm  with  which  1  embark  in  your  un- 
dertaking, to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fee,  hire,  &c.  would  be  downright  pros- 
titution of  soul.  A  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  compose  or  amend  I 
shall  receive  as  a  favour.  In  the  rustic  phrase  of  the  season,  Gude  iqieed 
the  work."  The  next  time  we  meet  with  any  hint  as  to  money  matters  in 
the  Correspondence  is  in  a  letter  of  Mr.  Thomson,  1st  July  1793,  where 
be  says,  **  I  cannot  express  how  much  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  exqui- 
site new  songs  you  are  sending  me  ;  but  thanks,  my  friend,  are  a  poor  re- 
turn for  what  you  have  done :  as  I  shall  be  benefited  by  the  publication, 
you  must  suffer  me  to  enclose  a  small  mark  of  my  gratitude,  and  to  repeat 
it  afterwards  when  I  find  it  convenient.  Do  not  return  it,  for,  by  Heaven, 
if  you  do,  our  correspondence  is  at  an  end.**  lo  which  letter  (it  inclosed 
i'5)  Bums  thus  replies : — **  1  assure  you  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  truly  hurt 
me  with  your  pecuniary  parcel.  It  degrades  me  in  ray  own  eyes.  How- 
ever, to  retum  it  would  savour  of  affectation  ;  but  as  to  any  more  traffic  of 
that  debtor  and  creditor  kind,  I  swear  by  that  honour  which  crowns  the 
apright  statue  of  Robert  Burns  s  integrity — on  the  least  motion  of  it,  I 
will  indignantly  spurn  the  by-pest  transaction,  and  from  that  moment  com- 
menoe  entire  stranger  to  you.  Burns*s  character  for  generosity  of  senti- 
ment and  independence  of  mind  will,  I  trust,  long  outlive  any  of  his  wants 
which  the  cold  unfeeling  ore  can  supply :  at  least,  I  will  take  care  that 
inch  a  character  he  shall  deserve.*' — In  November  1 794,  we  find  Mr.  Thorn- 
ton writing  to  Bums,  '*  Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  retum  any  books.** — In  May 
1795,  *«  You  really  make  me  blush  when  you  tell  me  you  have  not  merited 
tliedrairiiiglromiiie;!^(lhiswasadraiirangof  Zi^  C^         " 
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by  Allan) ;  <*  I  do  not  think  I  can  ever  repay  you,  or  sufficiently  esteem 
and  respect  you,  for  the  liberal  and  kind  manner  in  which  you  have  enter- 
ed  into  the  spirit  of  my  undertaking,  which  could  not  have  been  perfected 
without  you.  So  I  beg  you  would  not  make  a  fool  of  me  again  by  speak- 
ing of  obligation.**     In  February  1796,  we  have  Bums  acknowledgiijg  a 

"  handsome  elegant  present  to  Mrs.  B ,"  which  was  a  worsted  shawl. 

Lastly,  on  the  12th  July  of  the  same  year,  (that  is,  little  more  than  a  week 
before  Bums  died),  he  writes  to  Mr.  Thomson  in  these  terms  : — *^  After 
all  my  boasted  independence,  cursed  necessity  compels  me  to  implore  you 
for  five  pounds.  A  cruel of  a  haberdasher,  to  whom  I  owe  an  ac- 
count, taking  it  into  his  head  that  I  am  dying,  has  commenced  a  process, 
and  will  infallibly  put  me  into  jail.  Do,  for  God's  sake,  send  me  that 
sum,  and  that  by  return  of  post.  Forgive  mc  this  earnestness  ;  but  the  hor- 
rors of  a  jail  have  put  me  half  distsacted. — I  do  not  ask  this  gratuitously  ; 
for,  upon  returning  health,  I  hereby  promise  and  engage  to  furnish  you 
with  five  pounds  worth  of  the  neatest  song  genius  you  have  seen."  To 
which  Mr.  Thomson  replies — "  Ever  since  1  received  your  melancholy  let- 
ter by  Mrs.  Hyslop,  1  have  been  ruminating  in  what  manner  I  could  en- 
deavour to  alleviate  your  sufferings.  Again  and  again  I  thought  of  a  pe- 
cuniary offer ;  but  the  recollection  of  one  of  your  letters  on  this  subject, 
and  the  fear  of  offending  your  independent  spirit,  checked  my  resolution. 
I  thank  you  heartily,  therefore,  for  the  frankness  of  your  letter  of  the  1 2th, 
and  with  great  pleasure  enclose  a  drafl  for  the  very  sum  I  proposed  send- 
ing.    Would  I  were  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  but  one  day  for  your 

sake  ! Pray,  my  good  Sir,  is  it  not  possible  for  you  to  muster  a  volume 

of  poetry  ? Do  not  shun  this  method  of  obtaining  the  value  of 

your  labour  ;  remember  Pope  published  the  liiad  by  subscription.  Think 
of  this,  my  dear  Bums,  and  do  not  think  me  intrusive  with  my  advice.'* 

Such  are  the  details  of  this  matter,  as  recorded  in  the  correspondence 
of  the  two  individuals  concerned.  Some  time  after  Burns*s  death,  Mr. 
Thomson  was  attacked  on  account  of  his  behaviour  to  the  poet,  in  a  novel 
called  Nubilia,  In  Professor  Walker's  Memoirs  of  Burns,  which  appeared 
in  1816,  Mr.  Thomson  took  the  opportunity  of  defending  himself  thus  :  — 

*'  I  have  been  attacked  with  much  bitterness,  and  accused  of  not  endea- 
vouring to  remunerate  Bums  for  the  songs  which  he  wrote  tor  my  collec- 
tion ;  although  there  is  the  clearest  evidence  of  the  contrary,  both  in  the 
printed  correspondence  between  the  poet  and  me,  and  in  the  public  testi- 
mony of  Dr.  Currie.  My  assailant,  too,  without  knowing  any  thing  of  the 
matter,  states,  that  I  had  enriched  myself  by  the  labours  of  Bums  ;  and, 
of  course,  that  my  want  of  generosity  was  inexcusable.  Now,  the  fact  is, 
that  notwithstanding  the  united  labours  of  all  the  men  of  genius  who  have 
enriched  my  collection,  I  am  not  even  yet  compensated  for  the  precious 
time  consumed  by  me  in  poring  over  musty  volumes,  and  in  corresponding 
with  every  amateur  and  poet  by  whose  means  1  expected  to  make  any  va- 
luable additions  to  our  national  music  and  song ; — for  the  exertion  and  mo- 
ney it  cost  me  to  obtain  accompaniments  from  the  greatest  masters  of  har- 
mony in  Vienna ; — and  for  the  sums  paid  to  engravers,  printers,  and  others. 
On  this  subject,  the  testimony  of  Mr.  Preston  in  London,  a  man  of  un- 
questionable and  well-known  character,  who  has  printed  the  music  for 
every  copy  of  my  work,  may  be  more  satisfactory  than  any  thing  I  can 
say :  In  August  1809,  he  wrote  me  as  follows :  <  I  am  concerned  at  the 
rerj  unwarrantable  attack  which  has  been  made  upon  you  by  the  author 
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of  NubUia ;  nothing  could  be  more  unjust  than  to  say  you  had  enriched 
yourself  by  Bums*s  labours ;  for  the  whole  concern,  though  it  includes  th# 
labours  of  Haydn,  has  scarcely  afforded  a  compensation  for  the  various  ex- 
penses, and  for  the  time  employed  on  the  work.  When  a  work  obtains 
any  celebrity,  publishers  are  generally  supposed  to  derive  a  profit  ten  times 
beyond  the  reality ;  the  sale  is  greatly  magnified,  and  the  expenses  are  not 
in  the  least  taken  into  consideration.  It  is  truly  vexatious  to  be  so  grossly 
and  scandalously  abused  for  conduct,  the  very  reverse  of  which  has  been 
manifest  through  the  whole  transaction.' — Were  1  the  sordid  man  that  the 
anonymous  author  calls  me,  I  had  a  most  inviting  opportunity  to  profit 
much  more  than  I  did  by  the  lyrics  of  our  great  bard.  He  had  written 
above  fifty  songs  expressly  for  my  work  ;  they  were  in  my  possession  un- 
published at  his  death  ;  I  had  the  right  and  the  power  of  retaining  them 
till  I  should  be  ready  to  publish  them  ;  but  when  I  was  informed  that  an 
edition  of  the  poet's  works  was  projected  for  the  benefit  of  his  family,  I  put 
diem  in  immediate  possession  of  the  whole  of  his  songs,  as  well  as  letters, 
and  thus  enabled  Dr.  Currie  to  complete  the  four  volumes  which  were  sold 
for  the  family's  behoof  to  Messrs.  Cadcll  and  Davies.  And  I  have  the  sa- 
tisfaction of  knowing,  that  the  most  zealous  friends  of  the  family,  Mr.  Gun- 
ninghame,  Mr.  Sjrme,  and  Dr.  Currie,  and  the  poet's  own  brother,  consi- 
dered my  sacrifice  of  the  prior  right  of  publishing  the  songs,  as  no  ungrate* 
fill  return  for  the  disinterested  and  liberal  conduct  of  the  poet.  Accord- 
ingly, Mr.  Gilbert  Bums,  in  a  letter  to  me,  which  alone  might  suffice  for 
an  answer  to  all  the  novelist's  abuse,  tlms  expresses  himself : — '  If  ever 
I  come  to  Edinburgh,  1  will  certainly  call  on  a  person  whose  handsome  con- 
duct to  my  brother  s  family  has  secured  my  esteem,  and  confirmed  me  in 
the  opinion,  that  musical  taste  and  talents  have  a  close  connexion  with  the 
harmony  of  the  moral  feelings.'  Nothing  is  farther  from  my  thoughts 
than  to  claim  any  merit  for  what  I  did.  1  never  would  have  said  a  word 
on  the  subject,  but  for  the  harsh  and  groundless  accusation  which  has  been 
brought  forward,  either  by  ignorance  or  animosity,  and  which  1  have  long 
suffered  to  remain  unnoticed,  from  my  great  dislike  to  any  public  ap- 
pearance." 

This  statement  of  Mr.  Thomson  supersedes  the  necessity  of  any  addi- 
tional remarks,  (writes  Professor  Walker).  When  Uic  public  is  satisfied; 
when  the  relations  of  Burns  are  grateful ;  and,  above  all,  when  the  delicate 
mind  of  Mr.  Thomson  is  at  peace  with  itself  in  contemplating  his  conduct, 
there  can  be  no  necessity  for  a  nameless  novelist  to  contradict  tlieni. 

So  far,  Mr.  Walker : — Why  Bums,  wlio  was  of  opinion,  when  he  wrote 
his  letter  to  Mr.  Carfrae,  that  '*  no  profits  are  more  honourable  than  those 
of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius,"  and  whose  own  notions  of  independence 
had  sustained  no  shock  in  the  receipt  of  hundreds  of  pounds  from  Creech, 
should  have  spurned  the  suggestion  of  pecuniary  recompense  from  '1  hom- 
son,  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  explain  :  nor  do  I  profess  to  understand  why  Mr. 
Thomson  took  so  little  pains  to  argue  Uie  matter  {/?  limine  witli  the  poet, 
and  convince  him,  that  tlie  time  which  he  himself  considered  as  fairly  en- 
titled to  be  paid  for  by  a  common  bookseller,  ought  of  right  to  be  valued 
and  acknowledged  on  similar  terms  by  the  editor  and  proprietor  of  a  book 
containing  both  songs  and  music.  They  order  these  things  differently 
now :  a  living  ]3rric  poet  whom  none  will  place  in  a  higher  rank  than  Bums, 
has  kmg,  it  is  understood,  been  in  the  habit  of  receiving  about  as  much 
money  annually  for  an  annval  handful  of  songs,  as  was  ever  naid  to  our 
bttrd  for  the  whole  body  of  his  writings. 
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Of  the  increasing  irritability  ofour  poet's  temperament,  amidst  those  tmi 
bles,  external  and  internal,  that  preceded  his  last  illness,  his  letters  fiimish 
proofs,  to  dwell  on  which  could  only  inflict  unnecessary  pain.  Let  one  ex« 
ample  suffice. — **  Sunday  closes  a  period  of  our  curst  revenue  busine^ 
and  may  probably  keep  me  employed  with  my  pen  until  noon.  Fine  em- 
ployment for  a  poet*8  pen  !  Here  I  sit,  altogether  Novemberish,  a  d 
melange  of  fretfulncss  and  melancholy  ;  not  enough  of  the  one  to  rouse  me 
to  passion,  nor  of  the  other  to  repose  me  in  torpor ;  my  soul  flouncing  and 
'fluttering  round  her  tenement,  like  a  wild  finch,  caught  amid  the  horrors 
of  winter,  and  newly  thrust  into  a  cage.  Well,  I  am  persuaded  that  it 
was  of  me  the  Hebrew  sage  prophesied,  when  he  foretold — *  And  behold, 
on  whatsoever  this  man  doth  set  his  heart,  it  shall  not  prosper  !'  Pray  that 
wisdom  and  bliss  be  more  frequent  visitors  of  K.  B." 

Towards  the  close  of  179d  Bums  was.  as  has  been  previously  mention- 
ed, employed  as  an  acting  Supervisor  of  Excise.  This  was  apparently  a 
step  to  a  permanent  situation  of  that  higher  and  more  lucrative  class ;  and 
from  thence,  there  was  every  reason  to  believe,  the  kind  patronage  of  Mr. 
Graham  might  elevate  him  yet  farther.  These  hopes,  however,  were  mingl- 
ed and  darkened  with  sorrow.  For  four  months  of  that  year  his  youngest 
child  lingered  through  an  illness  of  which  every  week  promised  to  be  the 
last ;  and  she  was  finally  cut  off  when  the  poet,  who  had  watched  her  with 
anxious  tenderness,  was  from  home  on  professional  business.  This  was  a 
severe  blow,  and  his  own  nerves,  though  as  yet  he  had  not  taken  any  seri- 
ous alarm  about  hb  ailments,  were  ill  fitted  to  withstand  it 

*<  There  had  need,"  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  16th  December,  **  there 
had  much  need  be  many  pleasures  annexed  to  the  states  of  husband  and 
father,  for  God  knows,  they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  I  cannot  describe 
to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless  hours  these  ties  frequently  give  me.  I  see  a 
train  of  helpless  little  folks  ;  me  and  my  exertions  all  their  stay ;  and  oa 
what  a  britUe  thread  does  the  life  of  man  hang  !  If  1  am  nipt  off  at  the 
command  of  fate,  even  in  all  the  vigour  of  manhood  as  1  am,  such  thing* 
happen  every  day — gracious  God  !  what  would  become  of  my  little  flock  ! 
Tis  here  that  I  envy  your  people  of  fortune. — A  father  on  his  death-bed, 
taking  an  everlasting  leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed  woe  enough  ;  but 
the  man  of  competent  fortune  leaves  his  sons  and  daughters  independency 
and  friends ;  while  I — but  1  shall  run  distracted  if  I  think  any  longer  oo 
the  subject.'* 

To  the  same  lady,  on  the  29th  of  the  month,  he,  after  mentioning  hit 
supervisorship,  and  saying  that  at  last  his  political  sins  seemed  to  be  for- 
given him — goes  on  in  this  ominous  tone — '*  What  a  transient  business  is 
life  !  Very  lately  I  was  a  boy  ;  but  t'other  day  a  young  man ;  and  1  already 
begin  to  feel  the  rigid  tibre  and  stiffening  joints  of  old  age  coming  ikst  over 
my  frame."  We  may  trace  the  melancholy  sequel  in  the  few  following 
extracts. 

'*  3l«f  January  179(5. — I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of  afflic- 
tion, llie  autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling  child,  and 
that  at  a  distance  too,  and  so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  pay 
the  last  duties  to  her.  1  had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that  shock* 
when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic  fever,  and 
long  the  die  spun  doubtful ;  until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick  bed,  it  seeait 
to  have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  beginning  to  crawl  across  my  room,  and 
ooce  indeed  have  been  before  my  own  door  in  the  street. 
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^  When  pleuQTC  fasdnatet  the  mental  tigfat. 
Affliction  jnirifloi  the  visual  ray. 
Region  haiu  the  drear,  the  untned  night, 
That  ihuts,  for  erer  snuty !  life's  doubtftil  day.** 

Bot  a  few  days  afler  this,  Bums  was  so  exceedingly  imprudent  as  to  join 
a  festive  circle  at  a  tavern  dinner,  where  he  remained  till  about  three  in  the 
rooming.  The  weather  was  8e\ere,  and  he,  being  much  intoxicated,  took 
no  precaution  in  thus  exposing  his  debilitated  frame  to  its  influeiice.  It 
has  been  said,  that  he  fell  asleep  upon  the  snow  on  his  way  home.  It 
is  certain,  that  next  morning  he  was  sensible  of  an  icy  numbness  through 
all  his  joints — that  his  rheumatism  returned  with  tenfold  force  upon  him — 
and  that  from  that  unhappy  hour,  his  mind  brooded  ominously  on  the  fatal 
issae.  The  course  of  medicine  to  which  he  submitted  was  violent ;  con- 
finement, accustomed  as  he  had  been  to  much  bodily  exercise,  preyed 
miserably  on  all  his  powers ;  he  drooped  visibly,  and  all  the  hopes  of  his 
friends,  that  health  would  return  with  summer,  were  destined  to  disap* 
point  ment. 

**  4ih  Jume  1706.* — I  am  in  such  miserable  health  as  to  be  utterly  inca- 
pable of  showing  my  loyalty  in  any  way.  Hackt  as  I  am  with  rheuma- 
tisms, 1  meet  every  face  with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  and  Balaam, — 
*  Come  carse  me  Jacob ;  and  come  defy  me  Israel/  ** 

**  1th  July I  fear  the  voice  of  the  Bard  will  soon  be  heard  among  you 

no  more. — For  these  eight  or  ten  monfhs  I  have  been  ailing,  sometimes 
bed-fast  and  sometimes  not ;  but  these  last  three  months  I  have  been  tor- 
tured with  an  excruciating  rheumatism  which  lias  reduced  roe  to  nearly  the 
last  stage.  You  actually  would  not  know  mc  if  you  saw  me — pale,  emaci- 
ated, and  so  feeble,  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from  my  chair. — My  spirits 
fled  t  fled  !     But  I  can  no  more  on  the  subject." 

This  last  letter  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Cunningham  of  Edinburgh,  from 
the  small  village  of  Brow  on  the  Solway  Frith,  about  ten  miles  from  Dum- 
fries, to  which  the  poet  removed  about  the  end  of  June ;  **  the  medicalf 
folks,*'  as  he  says,  '*  having  told  him  that  his  last  and  only  chance  was 
bathing,  oountry  quarters,  and  riding.*'  In  separating  himself  by  their  ad- 
vice from  liis  family  for  these  purposes,  he  carried  with  him  a  heavy  bur- 
den of  care.  "  The  duce  of  the  matter,**  lie  writes,  "  is  this  ;  when  an  ex- 
ciseman is  off  duty,  bis  salary  is  reduced.  What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrifl, 
shall  1  maintain  myself  and  keep  a  horse  in  country  quarters  on  135?** 
He  implored  his  friends  in  EdinlHnrgh,  to  make  interest  with  the  Board  to 
grant  him  his  full  salary  ;  if  they  do  not,  I  must  lay  my  account  with  an 
esut  truly  en  poete — if  1  die  not  of  disease,  I  must  perish  with  hunger." 

Mrs.  Itiddell  of  (ileiiriddel,  a  beautiful  and  very  accomplished  woman, 
to  whom  many  of  Burns*s  most  interesting  letters,  in  tlie  latter  years  of  his 
life,  were  addressed,  happened  to  be  in  tlie  neighbourhood  of  Brow  when 
Bums  reached  his  bii thing  quarters,  and  exerted  herself  to  make  him  as 
comfortable  as  circumstances  permitted.  Having  sent  her  carriage  for  his 
conveyance,  the  ])oet  visited  her  on  the  .ith  July ;  and  slie  has,  in  a  letter 
published  by  Dr.  C  urrie,  thus  described  his  appearance  and  conversation 
on  that  occasion  : — 

'*  I  was  struck  with  his  appearance  on  entering  tlie  room.  The  stamp 
of  death  was  impressed  on  his  features.  He  seemed  already  touching  the 
Wok  of  eternity.     Hb  tint  salutation  was,  '  Well,  Madam,  have  you  any 

*  Thebirth-da?  ofOeoiaellL 
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commands  for  the  other  world  ?'  I  replied  that  it  seemed  a  doabtful 
which  of  us  should  be  there  soonest,  and  that  I  hoped  he  would  yet  live  to 
write  my  epitaph.  (I  was  then  in  a  poor  state  of  health.)  He  looked  in  my 
face  with  an  air  of  great  kindness,  and  expressed  his  concern  at  seeing  me 
look  so  ill,  with  his  accustomed  sensibility.  At  table  he  ate  little  or  no* 
thing,  and  he  complained  of  having  entirely  lost  the  tone  o£  his  stomach. 
We  had  a  long  and  serious  conversation  about  his  present  situation,  and 
the  approaching  termination  of  all  his  earthly  prospects.  He  spoke  of  his 
ieath  without  any  of  the  ostentation  of  philosophy,  but  with  firmness  as 
well  as  feeling — as  an  event  likely  to  happen  very  soon,  and  which  gave 
him  concern  chiefly  from  leaving  his  four  children  so  young  and  unprotect* 
ed,  and  his  wife  in  so  interesting  a  situation — in  the  hourly  expectation  of 
lying-in  of  a  fifth.  He  mentioned,  with  seeming  pride  and  satisfaction, 
the  promising  genius  of  his  eldest  son,  and  the  flattering  marks  of  appnn 
bation  he  had  received  from  his  teachers,  and  dwelt  particularly  on  his 
hopes  of  that  boy's  future  conduct  and  merit.  His  anxiety  for  his  family 
seemed  to  hang  heavy  upon  him,  and  the  more  perhaps  from  the  reflection 
that  he  had  not  done  them  all  the  justice  he  was  so  well  quahfied  to  do. 
Passing  from  this  subject,  he  showed  great  concern  about  the  care  of  his  lite* 
rary  fame,  and  particularly  the  publication  of  his  posthumous  works.  He 
said  he  was  well  aware  that  his  death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that 
every  scrap  ot*  his  writings  would  be  revived  against  him  to  the  injury  of  his 
future  reputation  :  that  letters  and  verses  written  with  unguarded  and  in^ 
proper  freedom,  and  which  he  earnestly  wished  to  have  buried  in  oblivion, 
would  be  handed  about  by  idle  vanity  or  malevolence,  when  no  dread  of  his 
resentment  would  restrain  them,  or  prevent  the  censures  of  shrill-tongued 
malice,  or  the  insidious  sarcasms  of  envy,  from  pouring  forth  all  their  ve- 
nom  to  blast  his  fame.  He  lamented  that  he  had  written  many  epigrams 
on  persons  against  whom  he  entertained  no  enmity,  and  whose  characters 
he  should  be  sorry  to  wound ;  and  many  indifferent  poetical  pieces,  which 
he  feared  would  now,  with  all  their  imperfections  on  their  head,  be  thrust 
upon  the  world.  On  tins  account  he  deeply  regretted  having  deferred  to 
put  his  papers  into  a  state  of  arrangement,  as  he  was  now  quite  incapable  ol 
the  exertion. — The  conversation  was  kept  up  with  great  evenness  and  ani- 
mation on  his  side.  I  have  seldom  seen  his  mind  greater  or  more  collected. 
There  was  frequently  a  considerable  degree  of  vivacity  in  his  sallies,  and 
they  would  probably  have  had  a  greater  sliare,  had  not  the  concern  and 
dejection  I  could  not  disguise,  damped  the  spirit  of  pleasantry  he  seemed 
not  unwilling  to  indulge. — We  parted  about  sun-set  on  the  evening  of  that 
day  (the  5th  of  July  179b) ;  the  next  day  1  saw  him  again,  and  we  parted 
to  meet  no  more  !** 

I  do  not  know  the  exact  date  of  the  following  letter  to  Mrs  Bums: — 
•«  Brow,  Thursday. — My  dearest  Love,  I  delayed  writing  until  I  could 
tell  you  what  effect  sea-bathing  was  likely  to  produce.  It  would  be  injus* 
tice  to  deny  that  it  has  eased  my  pains,  and  1  think  has  strengthened  me . 
but  my  appetite  is  still  extremely  bad.  No  flesh  nor  fish  can  I  swallow . 
porridge  and  milk  are  the  only  things  I  can  taste.  I  am  very  happy  to 
hear,  by  Miss  Jess  Lewars,  that  you  are  all  well.  My  very  best  and  kind- 
est compliments  to  her  and  to  all  the  children.  I  will  see  you  on  Sandaf . 
Your  affectionate  husband,  R.  U." 

There  is  a  very  affecting  letter  to  Gilbert,  dated  the  7  th,  in  which  the 
poet  says,  *<  I  am  dangerously  ill,  and  not  likely  to  get  better God  keep 
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my  wife  and  children."  On  the  1 2th,  he  wrote  the  letter  to  Mr.  George 
Thomson,  above  quoted,  requesting  £5  ;  and,  on  the  same  day,  he  penned 
also  the  following — the  last  letter  that  he  ever  wrote — to  his  friend  Mrs. 
Dunlop. 

'*  Madam,  I  have  written  you  so  often,  without  receiving  any  answer, 
that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but  for  the  circumstances  in  which  I 
am.  An  illness  which  has  long  hung  about  me,  in  all  probability  will  speed- 
ily send  me  beyond  that  bourne  whence  no  traveller  returns.  Your  friend- 
ship, with  which  for  many  years  you  honoured  me,  was  a  friendship 
dearest  to  my  soul.  Your  conversation,  and  especially  your  correspondence, 
were  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  instructive.  With  what  pleasure  did 
1  use  to  break  up  the  seal !  The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to 
my  poor  palpitating  heart.     Farewell ! ! !" 

I  give  the  following  anecdote  in  the  words  of  Mr.  M'Diarmid  :* — 
"  Rousseau,  we  all  know,  when  dying,  wished  to  be  carried  into  the  open 
air,  that  he  might  obtain  a  parting  look  of  the  glorious  orb  of  day.  A  night 
or  two  before  Bums  lefl  Brow,  he  drank  tea  with  Mrs.  Craig,  widow  of  the 
minister  of  Ruthwell.  His  altered  appearance  excited  much  silent  sympa- 
thy ;  and  the  evening  being  beautiful,  and  the  sun  shining  brightly  through 
the  casement,  Miss  Craig  (now  Mrs.  Henry  Duncan),  was  afraid  the  light 
might  be  too  much  for  him,  and  rose  with  the  view  of  letting  down  the  win- 
dow blinds.  Bums  immediately  guessed  what  she  meant ;  and,  regarding 
the  young  lady  with  a  look  of  great  benignity,  said,  '  1  hank  you,  my  dear, 
fix*  your  kind  attention  ;  but,  oh,  let  him  shine  ;  he  will  not  shine  long  for 
me.' " 

On  the  18th,  despairing  of  any  benefit  from  the  sea,  our  poet  came  back 
to  Dumfries.  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham,  who  saw  him  arrive  **  visibly  chang- 
ed in  his  looks,  being  with  difficulty  able  to  stand  upright,  and  reach  his 
own  door,"  has  given  a  striking  picture,  in  one  of  his  essays,  of  the  state  of 
popular  feeling  in  the  town  during  the  short  space  which  intervened  between 
his  return  and  his  death — **  Dumfries  was  like  a  besieged  place.  It  was 
known  he  was  dying,  and  the  anxiety,  not  of  the  rich  and  learned  only,  but 
of  the  mechanics  and  peasants,  exceeded  all  belief.  Wherever  two  or 
three  people  stood  together,  their  talk  was  of  Burns,  and  of  him  alone. 
They  spoke  of  his  history — of  his  person — of  his  works — of  his  family— of 
his  fiune — and  of  his  untimely  and  approaching  fate,  with  a  warmth  and  an 
enthusiasm  which  will  ever  endear  Dumfries  to  my  remembrance.  All  that 
he  said  or  was  saying — the  opinions  of  the  physicians,  (and  Maxwell  was  a 
kind  and  a  skilful  one),  were  eagerly  caught  up  and  reported  from  street  to 
street,  and  from  house  to  house." 

*'  His  good  humour,"  Cunningham  adds,  "  was  unruffled,  and  his  wit  ne- 
ver forsook  him.  He  looked  to  one  of  his  fellow  volunteers  with  a  smile, 
IS  he  stood  by  the  bed-side  with  his  eyes  wet,  and  said,  *  John,  don't  let 
die  awkward  squad  fire  over  me.*  He  repressed  with  a  smile  the  hopes  of 
his  friends,  and  told  them  he  had  lived  long  enough.  As  his  life  drew  near 
t  dote,  the  eager  yet  decorous  solicitude  of  his  fellow  townsmen  increased. 
It  is  the  practice  of  the  young  men  of  Dumfries  to  meet  in  the  streets 
during  thie  hours  of  remission  from  labour,  and  by  these  means  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  witnessing  the  general  solicitude  of  all  ranks  and  of  all  ages. 
His  differences  with  them  on  some  important  points  were  forgotten  and  for- 

*  I  tak*  the  opponunitv  of  once  more  acknowledging  my  great  obligations  to  this  gentle* 
Btt,  who  k«  I  luidcntaDa,  connected  bj  Itii  maniage  with  the  family  oi  tbs  ^w^ 
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given  ;  they  thought  only  of  his  genius — of  the  delight  his  compositiofis 
had  diffused — and  they  talked  of  him  with  the  same  awe  as  of  some  departs 
ing  spirit,  whose  voice  was  to  gladden  them  no  more.**  * 

**  A  tremour  now  pervaded  his  frame,"  says  Dr.  Currie,  on  the  authori^ 
of  the  physician  who  attended  him ;  **  his  tongue  was  parched ;  and  his  mind 
sunk  into  delirium,  when  not  roused  by  conversation.  On  the  second  and 
third  day  the  fever  increased,  and  his  strength  diminished.*'  On  the  fourth, 
July  21st  1796,  Robert  Burns  died. 

**  I  went  to  see  him  laid  out  for  the  grave,**  says  Mr.  Allan  Cunning- 
ham ;  ^*  several  elder  people  were  with  me.  He  lay  in  a  plain  unadorned 
coffin,  with  a  linen  sheet  drawn  over  his  face ;  and  on  the  bed,  and  around 
the  body,  herbs  and  flowers  were  thickly  strewn,  according  to  the  usage  of 
the  country.  He  was  wasted  somewhat  by  long  illness ;  but  death  had  not 
increased  the  swarthy  hue  of  his  face,  which  was  uncommonly  dark  and 
deeply  marked — his  broad  and  open  brow  was  pale  and  serene,  and  around 
it  his  sable  hair  lay  in  masses,  slightly  touched  with  grey.  The  room 
where  he  lay  was  plain  and  neat,  and  the  simplicity  of  the  poet*s  humble 
dwelling  pressed  the  presence  of  death  more  closely  en  the  heart  than  if 
his  bier  had  been  embellished  by  vanity,  and  covered  with  the  blazonry  of 
high  ancestry  and  rank.  We  stood  and  gazed  on  him  in  silence  for  the 
space  of  several  minutes — we  went,  and  others  succeeded  us — not  a  whis- 
per was  heard.     Tliis  was  several  days  after  his  death.** 

On  the  2bth  of  July,  the  remains  of  the  poet  were  removed  to  the  Trades 
Hall,  where  they  lay  in  state  until  the  next  morning.  The  volunteers  of 
Dumfries  were  determined  to  inter  their  illustrious  comrade  (as  indeed  he 
had  anticipated)  with  military  honours.  l*hc  chief  persons  of  the  town  and 
neighbourhood  resolved  to  make  part  of  the  procession  ;  and  not  a  few  tra- 
velled from  great  distances  to  witness  tlie  solemnity.  The  streets  were 
lined  by  the  Fencible  Infantry  of  Angusshire,  and  the  Cavalry  of  the  Cinque 
Ports,  then  quarted  at  Dumfries,  whose  commander.  Lord  Hawksbury,  (af- 
terwards Earl  of  Liverpool),  although  he  had  always  declined  a  personal 
introduction  to  the  poet,  f  officiated  as  one  of  the  chief  mourners.  *<  The 
multitude  who  accompanied  Burns  to  the  grave,  went  step  by  step,*'  says 
Cunningham,  "  witJi  the  chief  mourners.  They  might  amount  to  ten  or 
twelve  thousand.  Not  a  word  was  heard  ....  It  was  an  impressive  and 
mournful  sight  to  see  men  of  all  ranks  and  persuasions  and  opinions  ming- 
ling as  brothers,  and  stepping  side  by  side  down  the  streets  of  Dumfries, 
with  the  remains  of  him  who  had  sung  of  their  loves  and  joys  and  domes- 
tic endearments,  with  a  truth  and  a  tenderness  which  none  perhaps  have 
since  equalled.  I  could,  indeed,  have  wished  the  military  part  of  the  pro- 
cession away.  1'he  scarlet  and  gold — the  banners  displayed — the  mea- 
sured step,  and  the  military  array — with  the  sounds  of  martial  instruments 
of  music,  had  no  share  in  increasing  the  solemnity  of  the  burial  scene ;  and 
had  no  connexion  with  the  poet  1  looked  on  it  then,  and  1  consider  it 
now,  as  an  idle  ostentation,  a  piece  of  superfluous  state  which  might  have 
been  spared,  more  especially  as  his  neglected,  and  traduced,  and  insulted 
spirit  had  experienced  no  kindness  in  the  body  from  those  \otiy  people  who 

are  now  proud  of  being  numbered  as  his  coevals  and  countrymen. 

I  found  myself  at  the  brink  of  the  poet*s  grave,  into  which  he  was  about  to 
descend  for  ever.    There  was  a  pause  among  the  mourners,  as  if  loath  to 

*  la  Um  London  Mafudne,  1894.    Artide,  ^^  Robett  Bunt  and  Laid  Bjiaiu'* 
t  So  Iff.  «(fiiis  hM  inlbniMd  Ml.  M'DiMnikL 
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ptrt  with  his  remains ;  and  when  he  was  at  last  lowered,  and  the  first  sho- 
feiAil  of  earth  sounded  on  his  coffin  lid,  I  looked  up  and  saw  tears  on  man^ 
cheeks  where  tears  were  not  usual.  The  volunteers  justified  the  fears  oi* 
th»r  comrade,  bj  three  ragged  and  straggling  volleys.  The  earth  was 
heaped  up,  the  green  sod  laid  over  him,  and  the  multitude  stood  gaz- 
ing on  the  grave  for  some  minutes*  space,  and  then  melted  silently  away. 
The  day  was  a  fine  one,  the  sun  was  almost  without  a  cloud,  and  not  a 
drop  of  rain  fell  from  dawn  to  twilight.  I  notice  this,  not  from  any  con- 
currence in  the  common  superstition,  that  <  happy  h  the  corpse  which  the 
fain  rains  on,'  but  to  confute  the  pious  fraud  of  a  religious  Magazine, 
which  made  Heaven  express  its  wrath,  at  the  interment  of  a  profiuie  poet, 
in  thunder,  in  lightning,  and  in  rain." 

Daring  the  funeral  solemnity,  Mrs.  Bums  was  seized  with  the  pains  of 
labour,  and  gave  birth  to  a  posthumous  son,  who  quickly  followed  his  &- 
dier  to  the  grave.  Mr.  Cunningham  describes  the  appearance  of  the  fa- 
mily, when  they  at  last  emerged  from  their  home  of  sorrow  : — **  A  weep- 
ing widow  and  four  helpless  sons  ;  they  came  into  the  streets  in  their  mourn- 
ings, and  public  sympathy  was  awakened  afresh.  I  shall  never  forget  the 
looks  of  his  boys,  and  the  compassion  which  they  excited.  The  poet's  life 
had  not  been  without  errors,  and  such  errors,  too,  as  a  wife  is  slow  in  for- 
giving ;  but  he  was  honoured  then,  and  is  honoured  now,  by  the  unaliena- 
Me  affection  of  his  wife,  and  the  world  repays  her  prudence  and  her  love 
by  its  regard  and  esteem." 

Immediately  after  the  poet*s  death,  a  subscription  was  opened  for  the 
benefit  of  his  family ;  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  Dr.  Maxwell,  Mr.  Syme, 
Mr.  Cunningham,  and  Mr.  M*Murdo,  becoming  trustees  for  the  application 
of  die  money.  Many  names  from  other  parts  of  Scotland  appeared  in  the 
listi»  and  not  a  few  from  England,  especially  London  and  Liverpool.  Seven 
hundred  pounds  were  in  this  way  collected ;  an  additional  sum  was  for- 
warded from  India ;  and  the  profits  of  Dr.  Currie*8  Life  and  Edition  of 
Bums  were  also  considerable.  The  result  has  been,  that  the  sons  of  the 
poet  received  an  excellent  educationt  and  that  Mrs.  Burns  has  continued 
to  reside,  enjoying  a  decent  independence,  in  the  house  where  the  poet 
died,  situated  in  what  is  now,  by  the  authority  of  the  Magistrates  of  Dum- 
fries, called  Bums'  Street. 

**  Of  the  (four  surviving)  sons  of  the  poet,"  says  their  uncle  Gilbert  in 
1820,  '*  Robert,  the  eldest,  is  placed  as  a  clerk  in  the  Stamp  Office,  Lon- 
don, (Mr.  Bums  still  remains  in  that  establishment),  Francis  Wallace,  the 
second,  died  in  180.S ;  William  Nicoll,  the  third,  went  to  Madras  in  1811  ; 
tnd  James  Glencairo,  the  youngest,  to  Bengal  in  1812,  both  as  cadets  in 
the  Honourable  Company's  service."  These  young  gentlemen  have  all,  it 
b  believed,  conducted  themselves  through  life  in  a  manner  highly  honour- 
able to  themselves,  and  to  the  name  which  they  bear.  One  of  them, 
(James),  as  soon  as  his  circumstances  permitted,  settled  a  liberal  annuity 
on  his  estimable  mother,  which  she  still  survives  to  enjoy. 

The  great  poet  himself,  whose  name  is  enough  to  ennoble  his  children's 
diildren,  was,  to  the  eternal  disgrace  of  his  country,  suffered  to  live  and 
die  in  penury,  and,  as  far  as  such  a  creature  could  be  degraded  by  any  ex- 
ternal circumstances,  in  degradation.  Who  can  open  the  page  of  Burns, 
nd  remember  without  a  blush,  that  the  author  of  such  verses,  the  human 
lieing  whose  breast  glowed  with  such  feelings,  was  doomed  to  earn  mere 
breui  for  his  children  by  casting  up  the  stock  of  publicans'  cellars,  and  rid 


aadw  LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 

ing  over  moors  and  mosses  in  quest  of  smuggling  stills  ?  The  subscriptioa 
for  his  poems  was,  for  the  time,  large  and  liberal,  and  perhi^  absolves  the 
gentry  of  Scotland  as  individuals  ;  but  that  some  strong  movement  of  in- 
dignation did  not  spread  over  the  whole  kingdom,  when  it  was  known  thai 
Robert  Burns,  after  being  caressed  and  flattered  by  the  noblest  and  most 
learned  of  his  countrymen,  was  about  to  be  established  as  a  common  gauger 
among  the  wilds  of  Nithsdale — and  that,  afler  he  was  so  established,  no 
interference  from  a  higher  quarter  arrested  that  unworthy  career : — these 
are  circumstances  which  must  continue  to  bear  heavily  on  the  memory  of 
that  generation  of  Scotsmen,  and  especially  of  those  who  then  adminis- 
tered the  public  patronage  of  Scotland. 

In  defence,  or  at  least  in  palliation,  of  this  national  crime,  two  false  ar 
guments,  the  one  resting  on  facts  grossly  exaggerated,  the  other  having  no 
foundation  whatever  either  on  knowledge  or  on  wisdom,  have  been  rashly 
set  up,  and  arrogantly  as  well  as  ignorantly  maintained.  To  the  one, 
namely,  that  public  patronage  would  have  been  wrongfully  bestowed  on  the 
Poet,  because  the  Exciseman  was  a  political  partizan,  it  is  hoped  the  de- 
tails embodied  in  this  narrative  have  supplied  a  sufficient  answer :  had  the 
matter  been  as  bad  as  the  boldest  critics  have  ever  ventured  to  insinuate* 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  answer  would  still  have  remained — '*  this  partizan  was 
Burns."  The  other  argument  is  a  still  more  heartless,  as  well  as  absurd 
one  ;  to  wit,  that  from  the  moral  character  and  habits  of  the  man,  no  pa- 
tronage, however  liberal,  could  have  influenced  and  controlled  his  conduct, 
so  as  to  work  lasting  and  effective  improvement,  and  lengtlien  his  life  by 
raising  it  more  nearly  to  the  elevation  of  his  genius  This  is  indeed  a  can- 
did and  a  generous  method  of  judging !  Are  imprudence  and  intemperance, 
then,  found  to  increase  usually  in  proportion  as  the  worldly  circumstances 
of  men  are  easy  ?  Is  not  the  very  opposite  of  this  doctrine  acknowledged 
by  almost  all  that  have  ever  tried  the  reverses  of  Fortune's  wheel  them- 
selves— by  all  that  have  contemplated,  from  an  elevation  not  too  high  for 
sympathy,  the  usual  course  of  manners,  when  their  fellow  creatures  either 
encounter  or  live  in  constant  apprehension  of 

^^  The  thousand  ills  that  rise  where  money  fails, 
Debts,  threats,  and  duun,  bills,  bailifis,  writs,  and  jails  ?** 

To  such  mean  miseries  the  latter  years  of  Bums's  life  were  exposed,  no 
less  than  his  early  youth,  and  afler  what  natural  buoyancy  of  animal  spirits 
he  ever  possessed,  had  sunk  under  the  influence  of  time,  which,  surely 
bringing  experience,  fails  seldom  to  bring  care  also  and  sorrow,  to  spirits 
more  mercurial  than  his ;  and  in  what  bitterness  of  heart  he  submitted  to 
his  fate,  let  his  own  burning  words  once  more  tell  us.  *'  Take,"  says  he, 
writing  to  one  who  never  ceased  to  be  his  friend — '*  take  these  two  guineas, 
and  place  them  over  against  that  ••••«•  account  of  yours,  which  has  gag- 
ged my  mouth  these  five  or  six  months !  1  can  as  little  write  good  things 
as  apologies  to  the  man  I  owe  money  to.  O,  the  supreme  curse  of  mak- 
ing three  guineas  do  the  business  of  five  !  Poverty!  thou  half  sister  of 
death,  thou  cousin-german  of  hell !  Oppressed  by  thee,  the  man  of  senti- 
ment, whose  heart  glows  with  independence,  and  niclt^  with  sensibility, 
inly  pines  under  the  neglect,  or  writhes  in  bitter  nets  of  soul,  under  the 
contumely  of  arrogant,  unfeeling  wealtli.  Oppressed  by  thee,  tlie  mhi  of 
genius,  whose  ill-starred  ambition  plants  him  at  die  tables  of  the  fashion- 
Able  and  polite,  must  see,  in  suffering  silence,  hb  remark  neglectedt  and 
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hif  person  detpifed,    while  shallow  greatness,  in  his  idiot  attempts  at  wit, 
sIibU  meet  with  countenance  and  applause.     Nor  is  it  only  the  family  of 
worth  that  have  reason  to  complain  of  thee ;  the  children  of  folly  and  vice, 
though,  in  common  with  thee,  the  offspring  of  evil,  smart  equally  under 
thy  rod.     The  man  of  unfortunate  disposition  and  neglected  education,  is 
condemned  as  a  fool  for  his  dissipation,  despised  and  shunned  as  a  needy 
wretch,  when  his  follies,  as  usual,  bring  him  to  want ;  and  when  his  ncccs- 
ndes  drive  him  to  dishonest  practices,  he  is  abhorred  as  a  miscreant,  and 
perishes  by  the  justice  of  his  country.     But  far  otherwise  is  the  lot  of  the 
man  of  family  and  fortune.     His  early  follies  and  extravagance,  are  spirit 
and  fire ;  hU  consequent  wants,  are  the  embarrassments  of  an  honest 
fellow ;  and  when,  to  remedy  the  matter,  he  has  gained  a  legal  commis- 
sion to  plunder  distant  provinces,  or  massacre  peaceful  nations,  he  returns, 
perhaps,  laden  with  the  spoils  of  rapine  and  murder ;  lives  wicked  and 
respected,  and  dies  a  •••••••  and  a  lord ! — Nay,  worst  of  all,  alas  for 

helpless  woman  !  the  needy  prostitute,  who  has  shivered  at  the  comer  of 
the  street,  waiting  to  earn  the  wages  of  casual  prostitution,  is  left  neglect- 
ed and  insulted,  ridden  down  by  the  chariot  wheels  of  the  coroneted  rip, 
harrying  on  to  the  guilty  assignation  ;  she,  who,  without  the  same  neces- 
sities to  plead,  riots  nightly  in  the  same  guilty  trade. — Well :  divines  may 
Bay  of  it  what  they  please,  but  execretion  is  to  the  mind,  what  phlebotomy 
is  to  the  body :  the  vital  sluices  o^  both  are  wonderfully  relieved  by  their 
respective  evacuations."  * 

In  such  evacuations  of  indignant  spleen  the  proud  heart  of  many  an  un- 
fortunate genius,  besides  this,  has  found  or  sought  relief:  and  toother 
more  dangerous  indulgences,  the  affliction  of  such  sensitive  spirits  had  of- 
ten, ere  his  time,  condescended.  The  list  is  a  long  and  a  painful  one  ;  and 
it  includes  some  names  that  can  claim  but  a  scanty  share  in  the  apology  of 
Bums.  Addison  himself,  the  elegant,  the  philosophical,  the  religious  Ad- 
dison, must  be  numbered  with  these  offenders  :—Jonson,  Cotton,  fVior, 
Pftrnell,  Otway,  Savage,  all  sinned  in  the  same  sort,  and  the  transgressions 
of  them  all  have  been  leniently  dealt  with,  in  comparison  with  those  of  one 
whose  genius  was  probably  greater  than  any  of  theirs  ;  his  appetites  more 
fenid,  his  temptations  more  abundant,  his  repentance  more  severe.  The 
beautiful  genius  of  Collins  sunk  under  similar  contaminations ;  and  those 
who  have  from  dullness  of  head,  or  sourness  of  heart,  joined  in  the  Xxk)  ge- 
neral clamour  against  Burns,  may  learn  a  lesson  of  candour,  of  mercy,  and 
of  justice,  from  the  language  in  which  one  of  the  best  of  men,  and  lofUest 
of  moralists,  has  cons  men  ted  on  frailties  that  hurried  a  kindred  spirit  to  a 
like  mitimely  grave 

'*  In  a  long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long  habits  of  dissipation,*'  says 
Johnson,  *'  it  cannot  be  expected  that  any  character  should  be  exactly  uni- 
form. That  this  man,  wise  and  virtuous  as  he  was,  passed  always  unen- 
tangled  through  the  snares  of  life,  it  would  be  prejudice  and  temerity  to 
aflinn :  but  it  may  be  said  that  he  at  least  preserved  the  source  of  action 
ODDolluted,  that  his  principles  were  never  shaken,  that  his  distinctions  of 
rig^t  and  wrong  were  never  confounded,  and  that  his  faults  had  nothing  of 
nHdignity  or  design,  but  proceeded  from  some  unexpected  pressure  or  ca- 
ml  ten^tation.  Such  was  the  fate  of  Collins,  with  whom  I  once  de« 
lifjbled  to  converse,  and  whom  I  yet  remember  with  tendemeas.'' 

*  Ullcr  10  Mr.  Pttcr  Hfll*  bookidkry  Edinburgh.    Oenenl  Corrafpondc&oe,  p.  82a 
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Burns -was  an  honest  man :  after  all  his  struggles,  he  owed  no 
shilling  when  he  died.  His  heart  was  always  warm  and  his  hand  open. 
«  His  charities,'*  says  Mr.  Gray,  **  were  great  beyond  his  means  ;"  and  I 
have  to  thank  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham  for  die  following  anecdote,  for  which 
I  am  sure  every  reader  will  thank  him  too.  Mr.  Maxwell  of  Teraughty, 
an  old,  austere,  sarcastic  gentleman,  who  cared  nothing  about  poetry,  used 
to  say  when  the  Excise-books  of  the  district  were  produced  at  the  meet* 
ings  of  the  Justices, — '<  Bring  me  Bumals  joumal :  it  always  does  me  good 
to  see  it,  for  it  shows  that  an  honest  officer  may  carry  a  kind  heart  about 
with  him." 

Of  his  religious  principles,  we  are  bound  to  judge  by  what  he  has  uM 
himself  in  his  more  serious  moments.  He  sometimes  doubted  with  the 
sorrow,  what  in  the  main,  and  above  all,  in  the  end,  he  believed  with  the 
fervour  of  a  poet.  "It  occasionally  haunts  me,"  says  he  in  one  of  his  let- 
ters,— "  the  dark  suspicion,  that  immortality  may  be  only  too  good  news  to 
be  true ;"  and  here,  as  on  many  points  besides,  how  much  did  his  method  of 
thinking,  (I  fear  I  must  add  of  acting),  resemble  that  of  a  noble  poet  more 
recently  lost  to  us.  "  I  am  no  bigot  to  infidelity,"  said  Lord  Bjrron,  **  and 
did  not  expect  that  because  I  doubted  the  immortality  of  man,  I  should  be 
charged  with  denying  the  existence  of  a  God.  It  was  the  comparative  in* 
signuRcance  of  ourselves  and  our  world,  when  placed  in  comparison  with 
the  mighty  whole,  of  which  it  is  an  atom,  that  first  led  me  to  imagine  that 
our  pretensions  to  immortality  might  be  overrated."  I  dare  not  pretend 
to  quote  the  sequel  from  memory,  but  the  effect  was,  that  Byron,  like 
Bums,  complained  of  **  the  early  discipline  of  Scotch  Calvinism,"  and 
the  natural  gloom  of  a  melancholy  heart,  as  having  between  them  engen- 
dered "  a  hypochondriacal  (it«eaje,"  which  occasionally  visited  and  depres- 
sed him  through  life.  In  the  opposite  scale,  we  are,  in  justice  to  Bunis» 
to  place  many  pages  which  breathe  the  ardour,  nay  the  exultation  of  faith, 
and  the  humble  sincerity  of  Christian  hope ;  and,  as  the  poet  himself  has 
warned  us,  it  well  befits  us 

**  At  the  balance  to  be  mute.** 

Let  us  avoid,  in  the  name  of  Religion  herself,  the  fatal  error  of  those  who 
would  rashly  swell  the  catalogue  of  the  enemies  of  religion.  «  A  saUy  of 
levity,"  says  once  more  Dr.  Johnson,  *'  an  indecent  jest,  an  unreasonable 
objection,  are  sufficient,  in  the  opinion  of  some  men,  to  efface  a  name 
from  the  lists  of  Christianity,  to  exclude  a  soul  from  everlasting  life.  Such 
men  are  so  watchful  to  censure,  that  they  have  seldom  much  care  to  look 
for  favourable  interpretations  of  ambiguities,  or  to  know  how  soon  any 
step  of  inadvertency  has  been  expiated  by  sorrow  and  retractation,  but  let 
fly  their  fulminations  without  mercy  or  prudence  against  slight  offences  or 
casual  temerities,  against  crimes  never  committed,  or  immediately  repent- 
ed. The  zealot  should  recollect,  that  he  is  labouring,  by  this  ^equencr 
of  excommunication,  against  his  own  cause,  and  voluntarily  adding  strength 
to  the  enemies  of  truth.  It  must  always  be  the  condition  of  a  great  part 
of  mankind,  to  reject  and  embrace  tenets  upon  the  authority  of  those  whom 
they  think  wiser  than  themselves,  and  therefi:>re  the  addition  of  every  name 
to  infidelity,  m  some  degree  invalidates  that  argument  upon  which  the  re- 
ligion of  midtitudei  is  necessarily  fisunfled."  *    In  conclusion,  let  me  adopc 
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Ihe  beautiful  ientiment  of  that  illustrious  moral  poet  of  our  own  time, 
whoae  generous  defence  of  Bums  will  be  remembered  while  the  lan- 
fpiage  lasts ; — 

'*  liet  no  mean  hope  your  soaU  endive^ 
Be  independent,  generous,  brave ; 
Vour"  Poet  *^  such  example  gave, 

And  such  rcTere, 
But  be  admonished  by  his  gatTe, 

And  think  and  fear.^« 

It  is  possible,  perhaps  for  some  it  may  be  easy,  to  imagine  a  character 
of  a  much  higher  cast  than  that  of  Burns,  developed,  too,  under  circum- 
stances in  many  respects  not  unlike  those  of  his  history — the  character  of  a 
man  of  lowly  birth,  and  powerful  genius,  elevated  by  that  philosophy  which 
is  alone  pure  and  divine,  far  above  all  those  annoyances  of  terrestriid  spleen 
and  passion,  which  mixed  irom  the  beginning  with  the  workings  of  his  in- 
spiration, and  in  the  end  were  able  to  eat  deep  into  the  great  heart  which 
they  had  long  tormented.  Such  a  being  would  have  received,  no  ques- 
tiout  a  species  of  devout  reverence,  1  mean  when  the  grave  had  closed  on 
him,  to  which  the  warmest  admirers  of  our  poet  can  advance  no  preten- 
sioDS  for  their  unfortunate  favourite  ;  but  could  such  a  being  have  delight- 
ed his  species — could  he  even  have  instructed  them  like  Bums  ?  Ought 
we  not  to  be  thankful  for  every  new  variety  of  form  and  circumstance,  in 
and  under  which  the  ennobling  energies  of  true  and  lofly  genius  are  found 
addressing  themselves  to  the  common  brethren  of  the  race  ?  Would  we 
have  none  but  Miltons  and  Cowpers  in  poetry — but  Brownes  and  South- 
eys  in  prose  ?  Alas  !  if  it  were  so,  to  how  large  a  portion  of  tlie  species 
would  all  the  gifls  of  all  the  muses  remain  for  ever  a  fountain  shut  up  and 
a  book  sealed !  Were  the  doctrine  of  intellectual  excommunication  to  be 
thus  expounded  and  enforced,  how  small  the  library  that  would  remain  to 
kindle  the  fancy,  to  draw  out  and  refine  the  feelings,  to  enlighten  the  head 
by  expanding  the  heart  of  man  !  From  Aristophanes  to  Byron,  how  broad 
the  sweep,  how  woeful  the  desolation  1 

In  the  absence  of  that  vehement  sympathy  with  humanity  as  it  is,  its 
sorrows  and  its  joys  as  they  are,  we  might  have  had  a  great  man,  perhaps 
a  great  poet,  but  we  could  have  had  no  Burns.  It  is  very  noble  to  despise 
the  accidents  of  fortune ;  but  what  moral  homily  concerning  these,  could 
have  equalled  that  which  Burns's  poetry,  considered  alongside  of  Burns  s 
history,  and  the  history  of  his  fame,  presents  !  It  is  very  noble  to  be  above 
the  allurements  of  pleasure  ;  but  who  preaches  so  effectually  against  them, 
ss  he  who  sets  forth  in  immortal  verse  his  own  intense  sympathy  with  those 
that  yield,  and  in  verse  and  in  prose,  in  action  and  in  passion,  in  life  and 
b  d^th,  the  dangers  and  the  miseries  of  yielding  ? 

It  requires  a  graver  audacity  of  hypocrisy  than  falls  to  the  share  of  most 
men,  to  declaim  against  Burns's  sensibility  to  the  tangible  cares  and  toils 
of  his  earthly  condition  ;  there  are  more  who  venture  on  broad  denuncia- 
tioDS  ci  his  sympathy  with  the  joys  of  sense  and  passion.  To  these,  the 
great  moral  poet  already  quoted  speaks  in  the  following  noble  passage—* 
ttd  moat  he  speak  in  vain  ?  *<  Permit  me,'*  says  he,  **  to  remind  you,  that  it 
b  the  privilege  of  poetic  genius  to  catch,  under  certain  restrictions  of  which 
pcrfaapa  at  the  time  of  its  being  exerted  it  is  but  dimly  conscious,  a 

*  W«df«aftfa*»  addicM  to  tfat  loni  of  Biiiiit»  oo  visiting  hu  grave  in  ISM. 
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spirit  of  pleasure  wherever  it  can  be  found, — in  the  walks  isS  nature,  aod 
in  the  business  of  men. — The  poet,  trusting  to  primary  instincts,  luxuriates 
among  the  felicities  of  love  and  wine,  and  is  enraptured  while  he  describet 
the  fairer  aspects  of  war ;  nor  does  he  shrink  from  the  company  of  the  pas 
sioM  of  love  though  immoderate — from  convivial  pleasure  though  intempe- 
rate— nor  from  the  presence  of  war  though  savage,  and  recognised  as  the 
hand-niald  of  desolation.  Frequently  and  admirably  has  Burns  given  way 
to  these  impulses  of  nature  ;  both  with  reference  to  himself,  and  In  describ- 
ing the  condition  of  others.  Who,  but  some  impenetrable  dunce  or  narrow- 
minded  puritant  in  works  of  art,  ever  read  without  delight  the  picture 
which  he  has  drawn  of  the  convivial  exaltation  of  the  rustic  adventurer, 
Tam  o*  Shanter  ?  The  poet  fears  not  to  tell  the  reader  in  the  outset,  tluit 
his  hero  was  a  desperate  and  sottish  drunkard,  whose  excesses  were  fre- 
quent as  his  opportunities.  This  reprobate  sits  down  to  his  cups,  while 
the  storm  is  roaring,  and  heaven  and  earth  are  in  confusion ; — the  night  is 
driven  on  by  song  and  tumultuous  noise — laughter  and  jest  thicken  as  the 
beverage  improves  upon  the  palate — conjugal  fidelity  archly  bends  to  the 
service  of  general  benevolence — selfishness  is  not  absent,  but  wearing  the 
mask  of  social  cordiality — and,  while  these  various  elements  of  humanity 
are  blended  into  one  proud  and  happy  composition  of  elated  spirits,  thr 
anger  of  the  tempest  without  doors  only  heightens  and  sets  off  the  enjoy 
ment  within. — 1  pity  him  who  cannot  perceive  that,  in  all  this,  though 
there  was  no  moral  purpose,  there  is  a  moral  effect. 

**  Kings  majr  be  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious. 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious."  ^ 

•«  What  a  lesson  do  these  words  convey  of  charitable  indulgence  for  the 
vicious  habits  of  the  principal  actor  in  this  scene,  and  of  those  who  resem- 
ble him  ! — Men  who  to  the  rigidly  virtuous  are  objects  almost  of  loath- 
ing, and  whom  therefore  they  cannot  ser^'e  !  The  poet,  penetrating  the 
unsightly  and  disgusting  surfaces  of  things,  has  unveiled  with  exquisite 
skill  the  finer  ties  of  imagination  and  feeling,  that  oflen  bind  these  beings 
to  practices  productive  of  much  unhappiness  to  themselves,  and  to  those 
whom  ft  is  their  duty  to  cherish ; — and,  as  far  as  he  puts  the  reader  into 
possession  of  this  intelligent  sympathy,  he  qualifies  him  for  exercising  a 
salutary  influence  over  the  minds  of  those  who  are  thus  deplorably  de- 
ceived." • 

That  some  men  in  every  age  will  comfort  themselves  in  the  practice  ol 
certain  vices,  by  reference  to  particular  passages  both  in  the  history  and 
in  the  poetry  of  Bums,  there  is  all  reason  to  fear ;  but  surely  the  general 
influence  of  both  is  calculated,  and  has  been  found,  to  produce  far  differeot 
effects.  The  universal  popularity  which  his  writings  have  all  along  enjoy- 
ed among  one  of  the  most  virtuous  of  nations,  is  of  itself  as  it  would  seem, 
a  decisive  circumstance.  Search  Scotland  ovor,  from  the  Pentland  to  the 
Solway,  and  there  is  not  a  cottage  hut  so  poor  and  wretched  as  to  be  witli- 
out  its  Bible  ;  and  hardly  one  that,  on  the  same  shelf,  and  next  to  it  does 
not  possess  a  Bums.  Have  the  people  degenerated  since  their  adoption 
of  this  new  manual  ?  Has  their  attachment  to  the  Book  of  Books  declined  *'' 
Are  their  hearts  less  firmly  bound,  than  were  their  fathers',  to  the  old  faith 
■nd  the  old  virtues  ?  I  heiieve,  he  that  knows  the  most  of  the  country  will 

"  Woidiworth*ft  Letter  to  Ony,  ^  94. 
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be  the  iwidiett  to  answer  all  these  questions,  as  every  lorer  €^  genius  and 
▼irtne  would  destze  to  hear  them  answered. 

On  one  point  there  can  be  no  controversy ;  the  poetry  of  Bums  has  had 
most  powerful  influence  in  reviving  and  strengthening  the  national  feelings 
of  his  countrymen.  Amidst  penury  and  labour,  his  youth  fed  on  the  old 
minstreby  and  traditional  glories  of  his  nation,  and  his  genius  divined, 
that  what  he  felt  so  deeply  must  belong  to  a  spirit  that  might  lie  smothered 
around  hini»  but  could  not  be  extinguished.  The  political  circumstances 
of  Scotland  were,  and  had  been,  such  as  to  starve  the  flame  of  patriotism ; 
the  popular  literature  had  striven,  and  not  in  vain,  to  make  itself  English ; 
and,  alx>ve  all,  a  new  and  a  cold  system  of  speculative  philosophy  had  be- 
gun to  spread  widely  among  us.  A  peasant  appeared,  and  set  himself  to 
check  the  creeping  pestilence  of  this  indifference.  Whatever  genius  has 
since  then  been  devoted  to  the  illustration  of  the  national  manners,  and 
sustaining  thereby  of  the  national  feelings  of  the  people,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  thi^  Bums  wiU  ever  be  remembered  as  the  founder,  and,  alas !  in 
his  own  person  as  the  martjrr,  of  this  reformation. 

That  what  is  now-a-days  called,  by  solitary  eminence,  the  weaUh  of  the 
nation,  had  been  on  the  increase  ever  since  our  incorporation  with  a  greater 
and  wealthier  state — nay,  that  the  laws  had  been  improving,  and,  ab^e  all, 
the  administration  of  the  laws,  it  would  be  mere  bigotry  to  dispute.  It 
may  also  be  conceded  easily,  that  the  national  mind  had  been  rapidly  clear- 
ing itself  of  many  injurious  prejudices — that  the  people,  as  a  people,  had 
been  gradually  and  surely  advancing  in  knowledge  and  wisdom,  as  well  as 
in  wealth  and  security.  But  all  this  good  had  not  been  accomplished  with- 
out rude  work.  If  the  improvement  were  valuable,  it  had  been  purchased 
dearly.  **  The  spring  fire,"  Allan  Cunningham  says  beautifully  somewhere, 
**  which  destroys  the  furze,  makes  an  end  also  of  the  nests  of  a  thousand 
song-birds ;  and  he  who  goes  a-trouting  with  lime  leaves  little  of  life  in  the 
stream."  We  were  getting  fast  ashamed  of  many  precious  and  beautiful 
things,  cmly  for  that  they  were  old  and  our  own. 

It  has  already  been  remarked,  how  even  Smollett,  who  began  with  a 
mtfffnftl  tragedy,  and  one  of  the  noblest  of  national  l3nrics,  never  dared  to 
make  use  of  the  dialect  of  his  own  country;  and  how  Moore,  another  most 
enthusiastic  Scotsman,  followed  in  this  respect,  as  in  others,  the  example 
of  Smdlett,  and  over  and  over  again  counselled  Bums  to  do  the  like.  But 
a  stin  more  striking  sign  of  the  times  is  to  be  found  in  the  style  adopted 
by  both  of  these  novelists,  especially  the  great  master  of  the  art,  in  their 
representations  of  the  manners  and  characters  of  their  own  countrymen. 
In  Humphry  Clinker,  the  last  and  best  of  SmoUett*s  tales,  there  are  some 
traits  of  a^better  kind — ^but,  taking  his  works  as  a  whole,  the  impression  it 
conyejTS  is  certainly  a  painful,  a  disgusting  one.  The  Scotsmen  of  these 
aathors,  are  the  Jockeys  and  Archies  of  farce — 

Time  oat  of  mind  the  Southrons*  mirthmaken— 

the  beat  of  diem  grotesque  combmations  of  simplicity  and  hypocrisy,  pride 
and  menuiess.  When  such  men,  high-spirited  Scottish  gendemen,  posses- 
aed  of  learning  and  talents,  and,  one  of  them  at  least,  of  splendid  genius, 
fih,  or  fimcied,  the  necessity  of  making  such  submissions  to  the  prejudices  of 
the  dominant  nadon,  and  did  so  without  exciting  a  murmur  among  their  own 
coontrymen,  we  may  form  some  nodon  of  the  boldness  of  Bums*8  experi- 
ment; and  on  contrasting  the  state  of  things  then  with  what  is  before  us 
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DOW,  it  will  006t  no  effort  to  appreciate  the  nature  and  conaeqaeneea  af  the 
▼ictory  in  which  our  poet  led  the  waj^  by  achievements  never  in  tiieir  load 
to  be  surpatsed.  *'  Bums,"  says  Mr.  Campbell*  *<  has  given  the  eludr  vite 
to  his  diflubct ;" — he  gave  it  to  more  than  his  dialect.  **  He  was***  aays  a 
writer^  in  whose  language  a  brother  poet  will  be  recognised — **  he  was  in 
many  respects  bom  at  a  happy  time ;  happy  for  a  man  of  genios  like  hinit 
but  fatal  and  hopeless  to  the  more  common  mind.  A  whole  world  of  life 
lay  before  Bums,  whose  inmost  recesses,  and  darkest  nooks,  and  sunniest 
eminences,  he  had  familiarly  trodden  from  his  childhood.  All  that  world 
he  felt  could  be  made  his  own.  No  conqueror  had  overrun  its  ieitile  pro- 
vinces, and  it  was  for  him  to  be  crowned  supreme  over  all  the 

*  Lyric  magtn  of  tluit  high<40iil*d  land.* 

The  crown  that  he  has  won  can  never  be  removed  from  his  head.  Modi 
is  yet  left  for  other  poets,  even  among  that  life  where  his  spirit  deligfated 
to  work ;  but  he  has  built  monuments  on  all  the  high  places,  and  they  who 
follow  can  only  hope  to  leave  behind  them  some  far  humbler  memorials.**  * 

Dr.  Currie  says,  that  ''  \£  JiHion  be  the  soul  of  poetry,  as  some  assert, 
Bums  can  have  small  pretensions  to  the  name  of  poet.'*  The  success  dt 
Bums,  the  influence  of  his  verse,  would  alone  be  enough  to  overturn  aD 
the  systems  of  a  thousand  definers ;  but  the  Doctor  has  obviously  taken 
fiction  in  far  too  limited  a  sense.  There  are  indeed  but  few  of  Boms's 
pieces  in  which  he  is  found  creating  beings  and  circumstances,  both  alike 
alien  from  his  own  person  and  experience,  and  then  by  the  power  of  ima- 
gination, divinmg  and  expressing  what  forms  life  and  passion  would  assume 
with,  and  under  these. — But  there  are  some  ;  there  is  quite  enough  to  sa- 
tisfy every  reader  of  Halloween^  the  Jolly  Beggars^  and  7am  o  Skamiir^ 
(to  say  nothing  of  various  particular  songs,  such  as  Bruets  AddrttSf  Moc- 
nherMon*s  Lament,  &c.),  that  Burns,  if  he  pleased,  might  have  been  as  large- 
ly and  as  successfully  an  inventor  in  this  way,  as  he  is  in  another  wall^ 
perhaps  not  so  inferior  to  this  as  many  people  may  have  accustomed  them- 
selves to  believe  ;  in  the  art,  namely,  of  recombining  and  new-combinfaig, 
varying,  embellishing,  and  fixing  and  transmitting  the  elements  o£  a  most 
picturesque  experience,  and  most  vivid  feelings. 

Lord  Byron,  in  his  letter  on  Pope,  treats  with  high  and  just  contemjpC 
the  laborious  trifling  which  has  been  expended  on  distinguishing  by  air- 
drawn  lines  and  technical  slang- words,  the  elements  and  materials  or  poe- 
tical exertion  ;  and,  among  other  things,  expresses  his  scorn  of  the  attempts 
that  have  been  made  to  class  Bums  among  minor  poets,  merely  because  ha 
has  put  forth  few  large  pieces,  and  still  fewer  of  what  is  called  the  puielT 
imaginative  character.  Fight  who  will  about  words  and  forms,  **  Buras  s 
rank,"  says  he,  "  is  in  the  first  class  of  his  art  ;*'  and,  1  believe,  the  world 
at  large  are  now-a-days  well  prepared  to  prefer  a  line  from  such  a  pen  as 
Byron* s  on  any  such  subject  as  this,  to  the  most  luculent  dissertation  that 
ever  perplexed  the  brains  of  writer  and  of  reader.  SenHo,  ergo  sion,  says 
the  metaphysician ;  the  critic  may  safely  parody  the  saying,  and 
that  that  is  poetry  of  the  highest  order,  which  exerts  influence  of  tho 
powerful  order  on  the  hearts  and  minds  of  mankind* 

Bums  has  been  appreciated  duly,  and  he  has  had  the  fortune  to  be  praJs 
«d  ekiqueotly,  by  almost  every  poet  who  has  come  after  hiBk    To 
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all  thftt  bM  been  Mid  ofhim,  even  by  men  like  himielf,  of  tbe  first 
Ti  woold  flD  a  iKolume — and  a  noble  monument,  no  question*  tbat  vo- 
lame  would  be— the  noblest,  except  what  he  has  left  us  in  his  own  im- 
mortal verses,  which — were  some  dross  removed,  and  the  rest  arranged  in 
a  cbionolosical  order— would  I  believe  form,  to  the  intelligent,  a  more  per« 
feet  and  vivid  history  of  his  life  than  will  ever  be  composed  out  of  all  the 
materials  in  the  world  besides. 

**  The  impression  of  his  genius/*  says  Campbell,  *<  is  deep  and  univer- 
sii ;  and  viewing  him  merely  as  a  poet,  there  is  scarcely  another  regret 
connected  with  his  name,  than  that  his  productions,  with  all  their  merit, 
fall  short  of  the  talents  which  he  possessed.  That  he  never  attempted  any 
great  work  of  fiction,  may  be  partly  traced  to  the  cast  of  his  genius,  and 
partly  to  his  circumstances,  and  defective  education.  His  poetical  tempe- 
rament was  that  of  fitful  transports,  rather  than  steady  inspiration.  What- 
ever he  might  have  written,  was  likely  to  have  been  fraught  with  passion. 
There  is  always  enough  of  interest  in  life  to  cherish  the  feelings  of  genius ; 
but  it  requires  knowledge  to  enlarge  and  enrich  the  imagination.  Of  that 
knowledge  which  unrolls  the  diversities  of  human  manners,  adventures, 
and  characters,  to  a  poet's  study,  he  could  have  no  great  share ;  although 
he  stamped  the  little  treasure  which  he  possessed  in  the  mintage  of  sove- 
mffk  genius.  * 

**  iSstwithstanding,**  says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  **  the  spirit  of  many  of  his 
lyrics,  and  the  exquisite  sweetness  and  simplicity  of  oUiers,  we  cannot  but 
oeepty  regret  that  so  much  of  his  time  and  talents  was  frittered  away  in 
compiling  and  composing  for  musical  collections.  There  is  sufficient  evi- 
dencct  that  even  the  genius  of  Bums  could  not  support  him  in  the  monoton- 
oas  task  of  writing  love  verses,  on  heaving  bosoms  and  sparkling  eyes,  and 
twiating  them  into  such  rhythmical  forms  as  might  suit  Uie  capricious  evo- 
Intiona  of  Scotch  reels  and  strathspeys.  Besides,  this  constant  waste  of 
his  power  and  fency  in  small  and  insignificant  compositions,  must  neces- 
sarily have  had  no  little  effect  in  deterring  him  from  undertaking  any  grave 
or  important  tasL  Let  no  one  suppose  that  we  undervalue  the  songs  of 
Bums.  When  his  soul  was  intent  on  suiting  a  favourite  air  to  words  hu- 
norous  or  tender,  as  the  subject  demanded,  no  poet  of  our  tongue  ever 
dis|dayed  higher  skill  in  marrying  melody  to  immortal  verse.  But  the 
writiag  of  a  series  of  songs  for  large  musical  collections,  degenerated  into 
a  sknrish  labour  which  no  talents  could  support,  led  to  negligence,  and, 
sbove  all,  diverted  the  poet  from  his  grand  plan  of  dramatic  composition. 
To  produce  a  work  of  this  kind,  neither,  perhaps,  a  regular  tragedy  nor 
oooiedly,  but  something  partaking  of  the  nature  of  both,  seems  to  have  been 
long  toe  cherished  wish  of  Bums.  He  had  even  fixed  on  the  subject, 
which  was  an  adventure  in  low  life,  said  to  have  happened  to  Robert  Bruce, 
while  wandering  in  danger  and  disguise,  after  being  defeated  by  the  English. 
The  Scottish  dialect  would  have  rendered  such  a  piece  totally  unfit  for  the 
Mage ;  but  those  who  recollect  the  masculine  and  lofly  tone  of  martial  spirit 
viMfa  glows  in  the  poem  c£  Bannockbum,  will  si^  to  think  what  the  cha^ 
lacter  of  the  gallant  Bruce  might  have  proved  under  the  hand  of  Bums.  It 
would  undoubtedly  have  wanted  that  tinge  of  chivalrous  feeling  which  the 
BHHiera  of  the  age,  no  less  than  the  disposition  of  the  monarch,  demanded ; 
hot  this  deficiency  would  have  been  more  than  supplied  by  a  bard  who 
aould  haire  drawn  firom  his  own  perceptions,  the  unbending  energy  of  a 

vol.  tIL  141. 
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hero  sustaining  the  desertion  of  fiiends,  the  persecution  (d  enemies,  and 
the  utmost  malice  of  disastrous  fortune.  The  scene,  too,  being  partlj  kid 
in  humble  life,  admitted  that  display  of  broad  humour  and  exquisite  pathot, 
with  which  he  could,  interchangeably  and  at  pleasure,  adorn  his  cottage 
views.  Nor  was  the  assemblage  of  familiar  sentiments  incompatible  in 
Burn^  with  tliose  of  the  most  exalted  dignity.  In  the  inimitable  tale  tA 
Tarn  o*  Shanter^  he  has  left  us  sufficient  evidence  of  his  abilities  to  com- 
bine the  ludicrous  with  the  awful,  and  even  the  horrible.  No  poet,  witli 
the  exception  of  Shakspeare,  ever  possessed  the  power  of  exciting  the  most 
varied  and  discordant  emotions  with  such  rapid  transitions.  His  humour- 
ous description  of  death  in  the  poem  on  Dr,  Hornbook  borders  on  the  ter- 
rific, and  the  witches*  dance  in  the  kirk  of  Alloa  is  at  once  ludicrous  and 
horrible.  Deeply  must  we  then  regret  those  avocations  which  diverted  a 
fancy  so  varied  and  so  vigorous,  joined  with  language  and  expression  suited 
to  all  its  changes,  from  leaving  a  more  substantial  monument  to  his  own 
&me,  and  to  the  honour  of  his  country.*' 

The  cantata  of  the  Jolly  JBeggars,  which  was  not  printed  at  all  until  some 
time  after  the  poet*s  death,  and  has  not  been  included  in  the  editions  of  his 
works  until  within  these  few  years,  cannot  be  considered  as  it  deserves,  with- 
out strongly  heightening  our  regret  that  Bums  never  lived  to  execute  his 
meditated  drama.  That  extraordinary  sketch,  coupled  with  his  later  ly- 
rics in  a  higher  vein,  is  enough  to  show  that  in  him  we  had  a  master  capa- 
ble of  placing  the  musical  drama  on  a  level  with  the  loftiest  of  our  classi- 
cal forms.  Beggars  Busli^  and  Beggars  Opera,  sink  into  tameness  in  the 
comparison ;  and  indeed,  without  profanity  to  the  name  of  Shakspeare,  it 
may  be  said,  that  out  of  such  materials,  even  his  genius  could  hardly  hare 
constructed  a  piece  in  which  imagination  could  have  more  splendidly  pre- 
dominated over  the  outward  shows  of  things — in  which  the  sympathy- 
awakening  power  of  poetry  could  have  been  displayed  more  triumphantly 
under  circumstances  of  the  greatest  difficulty That  remarkable  perform- 
ance, by  the  way,  was  an  early  production  of  the  Mauchline  period.  I 
know  nothing  but  the  7am  o*  Shanttr  that  is  calculated  to  convey  so  high 
an  impression  of  what  Bums  might  have  done. 

As  to  Burns*s  want  of  education  and  knowledge,  Mr.  Campbell  may  not 
have  considered,  but  he  must  admit,  that  whatever  Bums*s  opportunities 
had  been  at  the  time  when  he  produced  his  first  poems,  such  a  man  as  lie 
was  not  likely  to  be  a  hard  reader,  (which  he  certainly  was),  and  a  conslanC 
observer  of  men  and  manners,  in  a  much  wider  circle  of  society  than  al- 
most any  other  great  poet  has  ever  moved  in,  from  three-and-twenty  to 
eight-and-thirty,  without  having  thoroughly  removed  any  pretext  for  au- 
guring unfavourably  on  that  score,  of  what  he  might  have  been  expected 
to  produce  in  the  more  elaborate  departments  of  his  art.  had  his  life  been 
spared  to  the  usual  limits  of  humanity.  In  another  way,  however,  I  can- 
not help  suspecting  that  Bums  s  enlarged  knowledge,  both  of  men  and  books, 
product  an  unfavourable  effect,  rather  than  otherwise,  on  the  ezertioQa, 
such  as  they  were,  of  his  later  years.  His  generous  spirit  was  open  to  the 
impression  of  every  kind  of  excellence  ;  his  lively  inuigination,  bending  its 
own  vigour  to  whatever  it  touched,  made  him  admire  even  what  other  peo- 
ple try  to  read  in  vain ;  and  after  travelling,  as  he  did,  over  the  geneftl 
surface  of  our  literature,  he  appeara  to  have  been  somewhat  startled  at  the 
consideration  of  what  he  himself  had,  in  comparative  ignorance,  adventor- 
cd«  and  to  have  been  more  intimidated  than  encouraged  by  the  retroqwct. 
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In  most  of  the  new  departments  in  which  he  made  some  trial  of  his  strength, 
(sadi,  for  example,  as  the  moral  epistle  in  Pope's  vein,  the  heroic  satire, 
Ac),  he  appears  to  have  soon  lost  heart,  and  paused.  There  is  indeed  one 
magnificent  exception  in  7am  o*  Shanter — a  piece  which  no  one  can  under- 
stand without  believing,  that  had  Bums  pursued  that  walk,  and  poured  out 
his  stores  of  traditionary  lore,  embellished  with  his  extraordinary  powers 
of  description  of  all  kinds,  we  might  have  had  from  his  hand  a  series  of  na- 
tional tales,  uniting  the  quaint  simplicity,  sly  humour,  and  irresistible  pathos 
«f  another  Chaucer,  with  the  strong  and  graceful  versification,  and  mascu- 
line wit  and  sense  of  another  Dry  den. 

This  was  a  sort  of  feeling  that  must  have  in  time  subsided. — But  let  us 

not  waste  words  in  regretting  what  might  have  been,  where  so  much  is 

Bums,  short  and  painful  as  were  his  years,  has  left  behind  him  a  volume 
in  which  there  is  inspiration  for  every  fancy,  and  music  for  every  mood ; 
which  lives,  and  will  live  in  strength  and  vigour — <<  to  soothe,'*  as  a  gene- 
rous lover  of  genius  has  said — <*  the  sorrows  of  how  many  a  lover,  to  in- 
6arae  the  patriotism  of  how  many  a  soldier,  to  fan  the  fires  of  how  many  a 
genius,  to  dbperse  the  gloom  of  solitude,  appease  the  agonies  of  pain,  en- 
courage virtue,  and  show  vice  its  ugliness  ;**  * — a  volume,  in  which,  centuries 
hence,  as  now,  wherever  a  Scotsman  may  wander,  he  will  find  the  dearest 
fontoiarion  of  his  exile. — Already  has 


i& 


Olory  without  end 


Scattered  the  donds  awajr ;  and  on  that  name  attend 
Hie  tean  and  praitea  of  all  time.**  "f 


The  mortal  remains  of  the  poet  rest  in  Dumfries  churchjrard.  For  nine- 
teen years  they  were  covered  by  the  plain  and  humble  tombstone  placed 
over  them  by  his  widow,  bearing  the  inscription  simply  of  his  name.  But 
t  ^endid  mausoleum  having  been  erected  by  public  subscription  on  the 
most  elevated  site  which  the  churchyard  presented,  the  remains  were  so- 
lemnly transferred  thither  on  the  8th  June  1815;  the  original  tombstone 
haviag  been  sunk  under  the  bottom  of  the  mausoleum.  This  shrine  of  the 
poet  is  annually  visited  by  many  pilgrims.  The  inscription  it  bears  is  given 
below.  Another  splendid  monumental  edifice  has  also  been  erected  to 
his  memory  on  a  commanding  situation  at  the  foot  of  the  Carrick  hills  in 
Ayrshire,  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  old  cottage  where  the  poet  was 
born ;  and  such  is  the  unceasing,  nay  daily  increasing  veneration  of  his 
admiring  countrymen,  that  a  third  one,  of  singular  beauty  of  design,  is 
DOW  in  progress,  upon  a  striking  projection  of  that  most  picturesque  emi- 
nence— the  Calton  Hill  of  Edinburgh  — The  cut  annexed  to  p.  cxxxvi, 
exhibits  a  view,  necessarily  but  an  imperfect  one,  of  the  monument  la^ 
mentioned. 


gee  the  Cernara  Literaria  of  Sir  E^erton  Brydges,  ▼<d.  iL  p.  65 
^  Ix»d  B7ion*8  Child  Harold,  Canto  iv.  36. 
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INBCRIPnON  UPON  THE  POET'S  MONUMENT  IN 
DUMFRIES  CHURCHYARD. 


IN  ASTEBNUM  HONOUM 

ROBERTI  BURNS 

fOMTAADM  CALEOOVIAE  SUI  ABTI  LONOB  PttNCm 

CUJUS  CAKMINA  EXIMIA  FaTEIO  tMMMOVE  SdllTA 

ANIMI  MAGI8  AKOBHTIS  TIQUe  ZNGENn 

QUAM  AKTE  TEL  CVLTU  CONiPICUA 

rACETUS  JUCUNDITATE  LEFOEE  ArFLUSNTIA 

OMNUUB  UTTERABUM  CULTOEIBUS  BATIi  KOTA 

CIVES  SUI  NECNON  PLEEIQOB  OMNEt 

MUSABUM  AMANTU8IMJ  MEMOBIAMQUB  TIBI 
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The  many  poeCkad  effuaioni  the  Peot's  death  gave  rise  to,  preientf  a 
wide  field  for  selection. — The  elefftac  verses  by  Mr.  Roscoe  of  Liverpool 
have  been  pr^rred^  as  the  most  nttmg  sequel  to  his  eventful  life. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  BURNS. 


Rc^m  hij^h  thy  Weak  migestic  hills, 

Thjr  thdter*d  raUeys  proudly  spread, 
And,  Scotia,  pour  thy  thousand  rills. 

And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red ; 
Bat,  ah  !  what  poet  now  shall  tread 

Thy  airy  heights,  thv  woodland  reigi^^ 
Stnct  lie,  the  sweetest  bard,  is  dead. 

That  ever  breathM  the  soothing  strain  ! 

As  green  thw  towering  pines  may  grow, 

/^  dear  thy  streams  may  speed  along, 
Ai  blight  thv  summer  tuns  may  glow, 

As  gaily  crwrm  dij  feathery  tnrong ; 
Bit  new,  unheeded  u  the  song. 

And  dull  and  lifeless  all  around. 
For  his  wild  harp  lies  all  unstrung, 

And  cold  the.  hand  that  waked  its  sound. 

What  though  thy  vigovsus  ofispring  riae, 

In  arts,  io  arms,  thy  tons  excd  ; 
Tbo*  beauty  in  thy  daughters*  eyea. 

And  health  in  every  feature  dwell  ? 
Yet  who  shall  now  their  praises  tdl, 

In  ntrains  impawiionM,  fond,  and  frue. 
Slice  be  no  moi«  die  song  shaU  swell 

To  love,  and  liberty,  and  thee  P 

With  step-dame  eye  and  frown  aeren 

His  hapless  youth  why  didst  diou  fiew  ? 
For  aU  thy  joys  to  him  were  dear. 

And  all  his  mows  to  thee  were  due; 
Nor  greater  bliss  his  bosom  knew. 

In  opening  youth^s  ddightfid  prime, 
Ulan  when  thv  favouring  ear  he  drew 

To  listen  to  nis  chaunted  rhyme. 

Thv  loody  wastes  and  frowning  skies 

1  o  him  were  all  with  rapture  fraught ; 
He  beard  with  ioy  the  tempest  rise 

That  wiked  nim  to  sublimer  thought ; 
And  oft  thy  winding  dells  he  sought,    [fume. 

Where  wild-fl(»wers  pourM  their  rathe  per- 
Aad  with  sincere  devotion  brought 

To  thee  the  subudci^s  earliest  Uoom. 


But  ah  1  no  fond  maternal  smfle 

His  unprotected  youth  enjoy *d. 
His  Kmbs  inurM  to  early  toil. 

His  days  with  earlv  hardships  tried; 
And  more  to  mark  tne  gloomy  void. 

And  bid  him  feel  his  misery. 
Before  his  infant  eyes  would  glide 

Day-dreams  of  immortalitv. 

"  tiL  not  by  cold  neglect  depress'd. 

With  sinewy  arm  he  tum*d  the  soil, 
)4iik  with  the  evening  sun  to  rest. 

And  met  at  mom  his  earliest  snule. 
Vaked  by  his  rustic  pipe,  meanwhile 

The  powers  of  fancy  came  along. 
And  rooth'd  his  lengthened  hours  of  toil. 

With  native  wit  and  sprightly  song. 

»Ah !  dajjTS  of  bliss,  too  swifUv  fled. 

When  vigorous  health  from  labour  springs, 
And  bland  contentment  smooths  the  bed. 

And  sleep  his  ready  opiate  brings ; 
And  hovenng  round  on  airy  wings 

Float  the  fight  forms  of  young  desire, 
That  of  unutterable  things 

The  soft  and  shadowy  nope  inspire. 

Now  tnells  of  mightier  power  prepar^ 

Bid  orighter  phantona  round  him  ounce ; 
lift  Flattery  spread  her  viewless  snare. 

And  Fame  attract  his  vagrant  glance ; 
Let  iprightiv  Pleasure  too  advance, 

Unveird  Tier  eyes,  unclaspM  her  aone, 
TiU,  lost  in  love*s  delirious  trance, 

He  scorns  the  joys  his  youth  has  known. 

Let  Friendship  pour  her  brightest  blaae. 

Expanding  all  the  bloom  of  soul; 
And  Mirth  concentre  all  her  rays. 

And  point  them  from  the  sparkling  bowl 
And  let  the  careless  moments  roU 

In  social  pleasure  unconfined. 
And  confidence  that  spurns  control 

Unlock  the  inmost  springs  of  mind : 


And  Ind  Ui  itqa  litem  bownt  intoog, 
Wberc  <l(Anee  with  iplKidoBi  na, 
Oi  Sdenct  bvli  her  bTOur*!!  throng 
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Wilh  tvery  impulie  of  deliRht, 
Duh  from  hu  lipi  the  tup  of  jof. 

And  ihioud  the  accne  in  •hsdtiof  tii^ 
And  let  Dopur,  with  wizard  light, 

DiidoM  the  yavning  ^ulf  belov. 
And  pour  inocwuit  on  nu  light 

Hci  apccticd  itli  and  ihapet  of  woe  i 

And  ibov  btneath  a  dtMilm  ahcd. 
With  lomiring  ham  tad  ineaming  ej 

Id  rilanl  grief  vbere  dniopi  her  bead, 
The  paitner  of  bii  «ulr  jojra ; 


And  bid  bioi  box  in  uodim 
A  huibtnd'i  and  a  Sibm'M  nam*. 

*Tia  done,  the  poireiful  diann  nieoeeda; 

Hii  high  reluctant  ipiril  bcndi ; 
In  bittemeu  of  toul  be  bleeds, 

Nor  longer  vith  fail  fate  contCTuk. 
An  idiin  laugh  the  velliia  rend* 

Aa  OBihH  tbiu  degraded  liei ; 
Till  pitying  Heareu  Ihe  Teil  eitoidt 

Tbal  ihnnidi  the  foet'i  ardent  tjaa. 

— Rear  hi^  thr  bleak  nujeetic  biSi, 

Thf  ihetlei*!!  vallefi  proudly  ipreail, 
And,  Scotia,  pour  tliy  thouaand  rilla, 

Atul  «aK  thy  heaiba  siib  bloMomi  ntf 
Bnl  never  more  ihall  poet  tread 

Tbr  airr  heighii,  thr  woodland  rdn. 
Since  be,  thTaweeuM  bud,  i.  dead, 

That  era  brealbed  (be  loothing  Mia^ 
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BURNS  AND  HIS  WRITINGS^ 

MR&  RIDDELL  OF  GLENRIDDBLL.* 


Thk  attention  €^  the  public  seems  to  be  much  occupied  at  present  with 
the  loes  it  has  recently  sustamed  in  the  death  of  the  Caledonian  poet,  Ro- 
bert Bums ;  a  loss  calculated  to  be  severely  felt  throughout  the  literanr 
world,  as  well  as  lamented  in  the  narrower  sphere  of  private  friendship.  U 
was  not  therefore  probable  that  sucli  an  event  should  be  long  unattended 
with  the  accustomed  profusion  of  posthumous  anecdotes  and  memoirs  which 
aie  usually  circulatea  immediately  after  the  death  of  every  rare  and  cele- 
brated personage :  I  had  however  conceived  no  intention  of  appropriating 
to  myself  the  privilege  of  criticising  Bums's  writings  and  character,  or  of 
anticipating  on  the  province  of  a  biographer. 

Conscious  indeed  of  my  own  inability  to  do  justice  to  such  a  subject,  I 
should  have  continued  wholly  silent,  had  misrepresentation  and  calumny 
been  less  industrious ;  but  a  regard  to  truth,  no  less  than  affection  for  the 
memonr  of  a  friend,  must  now  justify  my  offering  to  the  public  a  few  at 
least  of  those  observations  which  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  Bums,  and 
the  frequent  opportunities  I  have  had  of  observing  equally  his  happy  qua- 
lities and  hb  fiulings  for  several  years  past,  have  enabled  me  to  commu- 
nicate. 

It  win  actually  be  an  injustice  done  to  Bums's  character,  not  only  by 
foture  generations  and  foreign  countries,  but  even  by  his  native  Scotland, 
and  perhaps  a  number  of  his  contemporaries,  that  he  is  generally  talked  of, 
and  considered,  with  reference  to  Isis  poetical  talents  09^  .*  for  the  fact  is, 
even  allowing  his  great  and  original  genius  its  due  tribute  of  admiration, 
that  poetry  (I  appeal  to  all  who  have  had  the  advantage  of  being  person- 
ally acquainted  with  him)  was  actually  not  his^brte.  Many  others,  per- 
iapt, may  have  ascended  to  prouder  heights  in  the  region  of  Ptonassus, 
bat  none  certainly  ever  outshone  Bums  in  the  charms— the  sorcery,  I 


•  Mn.  RlddeO  kiMw  tlM  poet  w«n  t  die  had  «fT«ry  oppoftunity  lisr  obeervatioo  ef  what  lie  aid  and  did,  aa 
tilaior  «lMl«aa«ldof  Umanddonalowaidiluiii.  Her  teautlftiUy  written  .n«ir,«Mendly  yet  eandid. 
•««BewaO  raeiWad  andsenataUTdieiilatedat  Um  time.  U has  been  luerted  byDr.  Currie aiMs leml 
•Maaa.  aa  lalMwaBC  Abb  MielMBBea.  and  anHiarttatlw  fraaa  the  wrifj**  aewrata  toUonnaiifln  t  w  kAm 


MieiHBBee^  aad  andiarttatlve  froaa  the  writei'eaeniala  inliomiatioBt  wi  ham 
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would  almost  call  it,   of  fiucinating  conversation,   the  spontaneous  elo- 
quence of  social  argument,  or  the  unstudied  poignancy  of  brilliant  repar- 
tee ;  nor  was  any  man,  I  believe,  ever  gifled  wiui  a  larger  portion  of  the 
*  vkfida  vis  aninU.*     His  personal  endowments  were  perfectly  correspon- 
dent to  the  qualifications  of  his  mind :  his  form  was  manly ;  his  action, 
energy  itself ;  devoid  in  great  measure  perhaps  of  those  graces,  of  that 
polish,  acquired  only  in  the  refinement  of  societies  where  in  early  life  be 
could  have  no  opportunities  of  mixing  ;  but  where,  such  was  the  irresist- 
ible power  of  attraction  that  encircled  him,  though  his  appearance  and 
manners  were  always  peculiar,  he  never  failed  to  delight  and   to  excel. 
His  figure  seemed  to  bear  testimony  to  his  earlier  destination  and  employ- 
ments.    It  seemed  rather  moulded  by  nature  for  the  ro?gh  exercises  of 
Agriculture,  than  the  gentler  cultivation  of  the  Belles  Lettres.     His  fea- 
tures were  stamped  with  the  hardy  character  of  independence,  and  the 
firmness  of  conscious,  though  not  arrogant,  pre-eminence ;  the  animated 
expressions  of  counteqance  were  almost  peculiar  to  himself;   the  rapid 
lightnings  of  his  eye  were  always  the  harbingers  of  some  flash  of  genius, 
whether  they  darted  the  fiery  glances  of  insulted  and  indignant  superiori- 
ty,  or  beamed  with  the  impassioned  sentiment  of  fervent  and  impetuous 
aifections.     His  voice  alone  could  improve  upon  the  magic  of  his  eye  :  so- 
norous, replete  with  the  finest  modulations,  it  alternately  captivated  the 
ear  with  the  melody  of  poetic  numbers,  the  perspicuity  of  nervous  reason- 
ing, or  the  ardent  sallies  of  enthusiastic  patriotism.    The  keenness  of  sa- 
tire was,  I  am  almost  at  a  loss  whether  to  say,  his  forte  or  his  foible  ;  for 
though  nature  had  endowed  him  with  a  portion  of  the  most  pointed  excellenoe 
in  that  dangerous  talent,  he  suffered  it  too  oflen  to  be  the  vehicle  of  personal, 
and  sometimes  unfounded,  animosities.   It  was  not  always  that  sportiveness 
of  humour,  that  **  unwary  pleasantry,"  which  Sterne  has  depicted  with  touchts 
so  conciliatory ;  but  the  darts  of  ridicule  were  frequently  directed  as  the  ca- 
price of  the  instant  suggested,  or  as  the  altercations  of  parties  and  of  persons 
happened  to  kindle  the  restlessness  of  his  spirit  into  interest  or  aversioii. 
This,  however,  was  not  invariably  the  case ;  his  wit,  (which  is  no  uousual  mat- 
ter mdeed),  had  always  the  start  of  his  judgment,  and  would  lead  him  into 
the  indulgence  of  raillery  uniformly  acute,  but  often  unaccompanied  with 
the  least  desire  to  wound.  The  suppression  of  an  arch  and  full-pointed  bon 
mot,  from  a  dread  of  offending  its  object,  the  sage  of  Zurich  very  properly 
classes  as  a  virtue  onfy  to  be  sought  for  in  the  Calendar  of  Saints ;  if  so. 
Bums  must  not  be  too  severely  dealt  with  for  being  rather  deficient  in  it 
He  paid  for  his  mischievous  wit  as  dearly  as  any  one  could  do.  **  1  was  no 
extravagant  arithmetic,"  to  say  of  him,  as  was  said  of  Yorick,  that  **  for 
every  ten  jokes  he  got  a  hundred  enemies  ;**  but  much  allowance  will  be 
made  by  a  candid  mind  for  the  splenetic  warmth  of  a  spirit  whom  **  dis- 
tress had  spited  with  the  world,"  and  which,  unbounded  in  its  inteUectoal 
sallies  and  pursuits,  continually  experienced  the  curbs  imposed  by  the  way- 
wardness of  his  fortune.  The  vivacity  of  his  wishes  and  temper  was  indeed 
checked  by  almost  habitual  disappointments,  which  sat  heavy  on  a  heart 
that  acknowledged  the  ruling  passion  of  independence,  without  having  ever 
been  placed  bevond  the  grasp  of  penury.    His  soul  was  never  languid  or 
inactive,  and  his  genius  was  extinguished  only  with  the  last  spark  of  re- 
treatinff  life.  His  passions  rendered  him,  according  as  they  disclosed  them- 
selves m  aflPection  or  antipathy,  an  otrject  of  enthusiastic  attadunent*  or  ei 
decided  enmity :  for  kt  possessed  none  of  that  negative  insijpidi^  of  chip 
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nctar,  who«e  love  might  be  regarded  with  indifference,  or  whose  resent- 
ment could  be  considered  with  contempt  In  this,  it  should  seein»  the 
temper  of  his  associates  took  the  tincture  from  his  own  ;  for  he  acknowledg- 
ed in  the  universe  but  two  classes  of  objects,  those  of  adoration  the  most 
fervent,  or  of  aversion  the  most  uncontrolable  ;  and  it  has  been  frequently 
a  reproach  to  him,  that,  unsusceptible  of  indifference,  often  hating,  where 
he  ought  only  to  have  despised,  he  alternately  opened  his  heart  and  poured 
forth  the  treasures  of  his  understanding  to  such  as  were  incapable  of  ap- 
preciating the  homage ;  and  elevated  to  the  privileges  of  an  adversary,  some 
who  were  unqualified  in  all  respects  for  the  honour  of  a  contest  so  distin- 
guished. 

It  b  said  that  the  celebrated  Dr.  Johnson  professed  to  "  ^ove  a  good 
hater** — a  temperament  that  would  have  singularly  adapted  him  to  cherish 
a  prepossession  in  favour  of  our  bard,  who  perhaps  fell  but  little  short  even 
of  the  surly  Doctor  in  this  qualiff  cation,  as  long  as  the  disposition  to  ill-will 
continued ;  but  the  warmth  of  his  passions  was  fortunately  corrected  by 
their  versatility.  He  was  seldom,  indeed  never,  implacable  in  his  resent- 
ments, and  sometimes,  it  has  been  alleged,  not  inviolably  faithful  in  his 
eogi^ments  of  friendship.  Much  indeed  has  been  said  about  his  incon- 
stancy and  caprice ;  but  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  that  they  originated  less 
in  a  levity  of  sentiment,  than  from  an  extreme  impetuosity  of  feeling, 
which  rendered  him  prompt  to  take  umbrage  ;  and  his  sensations  of  pique, 
idiere  he  fiuicied  he  had  discovered  the  traces  of  neglect,  scorn,  or  unkind- 
ness,  took  their  measure  of  asperity  from  the  overflowings  of  the  opposite 
sentiment  which  preceded  them,  and  which  seldom  failed  to  regain  its  as- 
cendancy  in  his  bosom  on  the  return  of  calmer  reflection.  He  was  candid 
and  manly  in  the  avowal  of  his  errors,  and  his  avotoal  was  a  rtparaium. 
His  natiyejierid  never  forsaking  him  for  a  moment,  the  value  of  a  frank 
acknowledgment  was  enhanced  tenfold  towards  a  generous  mind,  from  its 
never  being  attended  with  servility.  His  mind,  organized  only  for  the 
stronger  and  more  acute  operations  of  the  passions,  was  impracticable  to 
the  efforts  of  superciliousness  that  would  have  depressed  it  into  humility, 
Mkd  equally  superior  to  the  encroachments  of  venal  suggestions  that  might 
have  led  him  into  the  mazes  oi  hypocrisy. 

It  has  been  observed,  that  he  was  far  from  averse  to  the  incense  ot 
flattery,  and  could  receive  it  tempered  with  less  delicacy  than  might 
have  been  expected,  as  he  seldom  transgressed  extravagantly  in  that 
way  himself;  where  he  paid  a  compliment,  it  might  indeed  claim  the 
power  of  intoxication,  as  approbation  from  him  was  always  an  honest  tri- 
bute firom  the  warmth  and  sincerity  of  his  heart.  It  has  been  sometimes 
represented,  by  those  who  it  should  seem  had  a  view  to  depreciate,  though 
they  could  not  hope  wholly  to  obscure  that  native  brilliancy,  which  the 
powers  of  this  extraordinary  man  had  invariably  bestowed  on  every  thing 
that  came  from  his  lips  or  pen,  that  the  history  of  the  Ayrshire  ploughboy 
was  an  ingenious  fiction,  fa][)ricated  for  the  purposes  of  obtaining  the  inte- 
rests of  the  great,  and  enhancing  the  merits  of  what  in  reality  required  no 
fiuL  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  Tam  o*  Shanter,  and  tne  Mountain 
Daisy,  besides  a  number  of  later  productions,  where  the  maturity  of  his 
genius  will  be  readily  traced,  and  which  will  be  given  to  the  public  as 
loon  as  his  friends  have  collected  and  arranged  them,  speak  sufficiently  for 
themselves ;  and  had  they  fiillen  from  a  hand  more  dignified  in  the  ranks 
•f  society  than  that  of  a  peasant,  they  had  perhaps  bestowed  as  unusgal  % 
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grace  there,  as  even  b  the  humbler  shade  of  rustic  Inspiration  from  whence 
they  really  sprung. 

To  the  obscure  scene  of  Bums*s  education,  and  to  the  laborious,  though 
honourable  station  of  rural  industry,  in  which  his  parentage  enroUed  him, 
almost  every  inhabitant  of  the  south  of  Scotland  can  give  testimony.  His 
only  surviving  brother,  Gilbert  Burns,  now  guides  the  ploughshare  of  his 
forefathers  in  A3rr8hire,  at  a  farm  near  Mauchline  ;  *  and  our  poet's  eldest 
son  (a  lad  of  nine  years  of  age,  whose  early  dispositions  already  prove  him 
to  be  in  some  measure  the  inheritor  of  his  father's  talents  as  well  as  indi- 
gence) has  been  destined  by  his  family  to  the  humble  emplo3rments  of  the 
loom,  f 

That  Bums  had  received  no  classical  education,  and  was  acquainted 
with  the  Greek  and  Roman  authors  only  through  the  medium  of  transla- 
tions, is  a  fact  of  which  all  who  were  in  the  habits  of  conversing  with  him, 
might  readily  be  convinced.  I  have  indeed  seldom  observed  him  to  be  at 
a  loss  in  conversation,  unless  where  the  dead  languages  and  their  writers 
have  been  the  subjects  of  discussion.  When  I  have  pressed  him  to  tell  me 
why  he  never  applied  himself  to  acquire  the  Latin,  in  particular,  a  lan- 
guage which  his  happy  memory  would  have  so  soon  enabled  him  to  be  mas- 
ter of,  he  used  only  to  reply  with  a  smile,  that  he  had  already  learnt  all  the 
Latin  he  desired  to  know,  and  that  was  Omnia  vincU  amor ;  a  sentence 
that,  from  his  writings  and  most  favourite  pursuits,  it  should  undoubtedly 
seem  that  he  was  most  thoroughly  versed  in  ;  but  I  really  believe  hb  clas- 
sic erudition  extended  little,  if  any,  farther. 

The  penchant  Bums  had  uniformly  acknowledged  for  the  festive  plea- 
sures of  the  table,  and  towards  the  fairer  and  softer  objects  of  nature's 
creation,  has  been  the  rallying  point  from  whence  the  attacks  of  his  cen- 
sors have  been  uniformly  airected ;  and  to  these,  it  must  be  confessed,  he 
shewed  himself  no  stoic.  His  poetical  pieces  blend  with  alternate  hairi- 
ness of  description,  the  frolic  spirit  of  the  flowing  bowl,  or  melt  the  heart 
to  the  tender  and  impassioned  sentiments  in  which  beauty  always  taught 
him  to  pour  forth  his  own.  But  who  would  wish  to  reprove  the  feelings  he 
has  consecrated  with  such  lively  touches  of  nature  ?  And  where  is  the 
rugged  moralist  who  will  persuade  us  so  fiu'  to  '*  chill  the  genial  current 
of  the  soul,"  as  to  regret  that  Ovid  ever  celebrated  his  Corinna,  or  that 
Anacreon  sung  beneath  his  vine  ? 

I  will  not  however  undertake  to  be  the  apologist  of  the  irregularitiei 
even  of  a  man  of  genius,  though  I  believe  it  is  as  certain  that  genius  never 
was  free  from  irregularities,  as  that  their  absolution  may  in  a  great  mea* 
sure  be  justly  claimed,  since  it  is  perfectly  evident  that  the  world  had  con- 
tinued very  stationary  in  its  intellectual  acquirements,  had  it  never  given 
birth  to  any  but  men  of  plain  sense.  Evenness  of  conduct,  and  a  due  re- 
sard  to  the  decorums  of  the  world,  have  been  so  rarely  seen  to  move  hand 
m  hand  with  genius,  that  some  have  gone  as  far  as  to  say,  though  there  I 
cannot  wholly  acquiesce,  that  they  are  even  incompatible ;  besides,  the 
fVailties  that  cast  their  shade  over  the  splendour  of  superior  merit,  are 
more  conspicuously  glaring  than  where  they  are  the  attendants  of  mere  medi- 

*  Th«  (mXm  of  this  worthy  man  ii  noticed  at  p.  302,  where  will  be  found  a  dcMrred  tribult 
to  his  meraory,  (for  he.  too,  aUs  I  is  gone),  from  the  pen  of  a  friend. 

^  Tho  plan  of  breeains  the  poet's  eldat  son  a  manufacturer  was  civen  up.  He  has  been 
placed  in  one  of  tho  pubfic  offices  (the  Stamp-Office)  in  London,  where  he  continues  lo  iU 
fsspeetahlj  a  respsetablt  lilaadoii.     His  striking  likeness  to  the  poet  baa  bten  otai  r*- 
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ocri^.  It  18  only  on  the  gem  we  are  disturbed  to  see  the  dust ;  the  pebble 
nuij  be  soOedt  and  we  never  regard  it  The  eccentric  intuitions  of  genius 
too  often  yield  the  soul  to  the  wOd  effervescence  of  desires,  always  un- 
bounded, and  sometimes  equally  dangerous  to  the  repose  of  others  as  fatal 
to  its  own.  No  wonder  then  if  virtue  herself  be  sometimes  lost  in  the  blaze 
of  kindling  animation,  or  that  the  calm  monitions  of  reason  are  not  inva- 
riably found  sufficient  to  fetter  an  imaginatioi  which  scorns  the  narrow 
limits  and  restrictions  that  would  chain  it  to  the  level  of  ordinary  minds. 
The  child  of  nature,  the  child  of  sensibility,  unschooled  in  the  rigid  pre- 
cepts of  philosophy,  too  often  unable  to  control  the  passions  which  proved 
a  source  of  frequent  errors  and  misfortunes  to  him,  Bums  made  his  own 
artless  apology  in  language  more  impressive  than  all  the  argumentatory 
vindications  in  the  world  could  do,  in  one  of  his  own  poems,  where  he  de- 
lineates the  gradual  expansion  of  his  mind  to  the  lessons  of  the  "  tutelary 
muse,"  who  concludes  an  address  to  her  pupil,  almost  unique  for  simplicity 
and  beautiful  poetry,  with  these  lines  : 

*'  I  MY  thf  pa]se*8  nuuid*Diiig  jdaj 
Wfld  send  thee  pleasure*t  ae?iou8  waf ; 
Misled  by  Fancy*s  meteor  raj, 

By  pauion  driven ; 
Bat  yet  the  light  that  led  astray, 

Wa«  lif^hi  from  heaven  r  • 

I  have  already  transgressed  beyond  the  bounds  I  haa  proposed  to  my- 
self, on  first  committing  this  sketch  to  paper,  which  comprehends  what  at 
least  I  have  been  led  to  deem  the  leading  features  of  Bums's  mind  and  cha- 
racter :  a  literary  critique  1  do  not  aim  at ;  mine  is  wholly  fulfilled,  if  in 
these  pages  I  have  been  able  to  delineate  any  of  those  strong  traits  that 
distinguished  him, — of  those  talents  which  raised  him  from  the  plough, 
where  he  passed  the  bleak  morning  of  his  life,  weaving  his  rude  wreaths 
of  poesy  with  the  wild  field-flowers  that  sprang  around  his  cottage,  to  that 
enviable  eminence  of  literary  fame,  where  Scotland  will  long  cherish  his 
memory  with  delight  and  gratitude  ;  and  proudly  remember,  that  beneath 
her  cold  sky  a  genius  was  ripened,  without  care  or  culture,  that  would  have 
done  honour  to  climes  more  favourable  to  those  luxuriances — that  warmth 
of  colouring  and  fancy  in  which  he  so  eminently  excelled. 

From  several  paragraphs  1  have  noticed  in  the  public  prints,  ever  since 
the  idea  of  sending  this  sketch  to  some  one  of  them  was  formed,  1  find  pri- 
vate animosities  have  not  yet  subsided^  and  that  envy  has  not  yet  exhaust- 
ed all  her  shafts.  I  still  trust,  however,  that  honest  fame  will  be  perma- 
nently affixed  to  Burns's  character,  which  I  think  it  will  be  found  he  ha$ 
merited  by  the  candid  and  impartial  among  his  countrymen.  And  where 
a  recollection  of  the  imprudences  that  sullied  his  brighter  qualifications  in- 
terpose, let  the  imperfection  of  all  hunum  excellence  be  remembered  at 
the  same  time,  leaving  those  mconsistencies,  which  alternately  exalted  hia 
nature  into  the  seraph,  and  sunk  it  again  into  the  man,  to  the  tribunal 
which  ahne  can  investigate  the  labyrinths  of  the  human  heart— 

*^  Where  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repote^ 
—The  boeora  of  his  father  ana  his  Goiy 

Orat*8  £ub«t. 
iiWMWcfafei  Augtut  7,  1796. 

\ 
"  Vide  die  Vidon— Dnan  9d. 
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NOBLEMEN  AND  GENTLEMEN 


or   THE 


CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 


Mt  Losds  AiTD  GiirrLXMBiry 

A  Scotdih  Bard,  proud  of  the  naniey  and  whose  highest  ambitioii  is  to 
nng  in  his  Country's  service — where  shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patron- 
age as  to  the  illustrious  names  of  his  Native  Land ;  those  who  bear  the  ho- 
nours and  inherit  the  virtues  of  their  Ancestors  ?  The  Poetic  Genius  of 
my  Country  found  me,  as  the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did  Elisha — at  the 
plough ;  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle  over  me.  She  bade  me  sing  the 
loves,  the  joys,  the  rural  scenes  and  rural  pleasures  of  my  native  soil,  m  my 
native  tongue ;  I  turned  my  wild,  artless  notes,  as  she  inspired.— -She  whi^ 
pered  me  to  come  to  this  ancient  Metropolis  of  Caledfonia,  and  lay  my 
Soi^  under  your  honoured  protection :  I  now  obey  her  dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  approach  you,  my 
Lords  and  Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  style  of  dedication,  to  thank  vou  for 
past  fiivours ;  that  padi  is  so  hackneyed  by  prostituted  learning,  that  ho- 
neat  rustidtv  is  ashamed  of  it  Ndr  do  I  present  this  Address  with  the 
venal  soul  of  a  servile  Author,  looldnff  for  a  continuation  of  those  favours : 
I  was  bred  to  the  Plough,  and  am  independent  I  come  to  claim  the  coir 
mon  Scottish  name  with  you,  my  illustrious  Countrymen ;  and  to  tell  .^c 
world  that  I  glory  in  Uie  title.  1  come  to  congratulate  my  Countr}*,  that 
the  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  still  runs  uncontaminated ;  and  that  from 
your  eourage,  knowledge,  and  public-spirit,  she  may  expect  protection, 
weakh,  and  liberty.  In  the  last  place,  I  come  to  prefer  my  warmest  wbhes 
to  the  Great  Fountain  of  Honour,  the  Montfch  of  the  Universe,  for  your 
welfiure  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  ftrth  to  awaken  the  Echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  fiKvounte 
amusement  oryour  fbrefiuhers,  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party  ;  and 
Bugr  Sodal  Joy  await  your  retnm :  When  hsrasaed  in  courts  or  camps 
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with  the  jostlingi  of  bad  men  and  bad  measures,  may  the  J^nest  consci- 
ousness of  injured  worth  attend  your  return  to  your  Native  Seats ;  and 
may  Domestic  Happiness,  with  a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your  gates  I 
May  corruption  shrmk  at  your  kindling  indignant  glance ;  and  may  tyranny 
in  the  Buler,  and  licentiousness  in  the  People,  equally  find  an  inexorable 
foe! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
With  the  sincerest  gratitude, 
and  highest  respect, 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
Tour  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

BOBEET  BUBNS. 
Edimhuigh,   ) 
April  4, 1787.  f 


'. 


POEMS, 

CHIEFLY   SCOTTISH. 


THE  TWA  DOGS: 

A  TALK. 

Tw AS  u  tb«t  pUoe  o'  Scotland's  isle. 
Hut  bean  the  name  o*  Auld  King  Coil, 
Unm  a  bonnie  day  in  June, 
WLea  wearing  tbro*  the  afternoon, 
Twa  dogs  that  were  na  thrang  at  hame, 
Forgathered  anoe  upon  a  time. 

The  first  1*11  name  they  ca*d  him  Ctuar, 
Was  keepit  for  his  Honour*s  pleasure  : 
Hk  hair,  his  sise,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
ghow'd  he  wss  nane  o*  Scotland's  dogs ; 
Bat  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 
Where  saikvs  gang  to  fish  for  cod. 

His  locked,  lettered,  braw  brasa  coDar 
Shov'd  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar : 
Bat  tho*  he  was  o'  high  degree. 
The  fient  a  pride  na  pride  had  he ; 
Bat  wad  hae  spent  on  hour  caressin', 
Er'n  with  a  tinkler  gipsey's  messin*. 
At  kirk  or  market,  miU  or  smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  tho*  e*er  sae  duddie, 
Bot  he  wad  stan*t,  as  gUd  to  see  him, 
'  stroan*t  on  stanei  an*  hillocks  wi*  him. 


The  titber  was  a  ploughman*s  collie, 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie. 
Wha  for  his  firiead  an*  comrade  had  him, 
And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca*d  him. 
After  some  dog  in  Highland  sang,* 
Was  made  lang  syne— Lord  knows  how  lang. 


He  was  a  gaah  an*  faithfu*  tyke. 
As  ever  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke. 
Hk  honest,  sonsie,  baws*nt  fiux, 
Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  pUee. 
Hk  bteoet  waa  white,  his  towsie  back 
Wed  dad  wi*  eoat  o'  glossy  black  ; 
Hk  gawde  tail,  wi*  npward  eurl. 
Hung  o*er  hk  hardies  wi*  a  swurL 
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Nae  doubt  but  they  were  frin  o*  ithv, 
An'  unco  pack  an*  thick  thegither ; 
Wi*  social  noise  whylei  snuff*d  and  snawkit  | 
Whylet  mice  and  mowdieworts  they  howkit'; 
Whylei  sconr*d  awa  in  lang  excursion, 
An'  worry'd  ither  in  diversion ; 
Until  wi*  daffin  weary  grown. 
Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  them  down. 
And  there  began  a  lang  digression. 
About  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 

CJBSAB. 

Fve  often  wonder'd  honeit  Luaikj 
What  sort  o*  life  poor  dogs  like  yon  nave  , 
An*  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw. 
What  way  poor  bodies  lived  ava. 

Our  LAird  gets  in  his  racked  renti, 
Hk  coals,  his  kain,  and  a*  hk  stents : 
He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel* ; 
His  flunkies  answer  at  the  beU ; 
He  ca's  his  coach,  he  ca's  hk  horse ; 
He  draws  a  bonnie  silken  purse. 
As  hng's  my  tail,  whare,  thro*  the  sleeki, 
The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks. 

Frae  mom  to  e*en  its  nought  but  toiling. 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling  ; 
An*  tho'  the  gentry  fast  are  stechin*. 
Yet  ev*n  the  ha*  folk  fill  their  pechan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  sic  like  trashtarie, 
That*s  little  short  o*  downright  wastrie. 
Our  Whipper-in,  wee  blastit  wonner. 
Poor  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner. 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  Honour  has  in  a*  the  Ian' : 
An*  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  their  painchin, 
I  own  its  past  my  comprehension. 

LUATH. 

Trowth,  Csesar,  whyles  they're  £uh't 
A  cotter  howkin  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi*  dirty  stanes  biggin  a  dyke. 
Baring  a  quarry,  and  sic  like. 
Himself,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 
A  smytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans. 
An*  nought  but  his  han*  darg,  to  keep 
Them  righ*  and  tight  in  thack  an*  rapt. 
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An'  when  ibey  meet  wi*  Mir  diiasten, 
Like  loss  o'  health,  or  want  of  maaters, 
Ye  maiat  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer, 
An'  they  maun  atarve  o'  canld  and  hunger ; 
But,  how  it  comes,  I  never  ken'd  yet. 
They're  maistly  wonderfu'  contented  ; 
An'  buirdly  chiela,  an*  clever  hizsiea, 
Are  bred  in  aic  a  way  as  thia  is. 

CJBSAR. 

But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit, 
How  huflPd,  and  cuiTd,  and  disrespeckit ! 
L— d,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delvers,  ditchers,  and  aic  cattle ; 
They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  fo'k, 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinking  brock, 

I've  notic'd  on  our  Laird's  court  day 
An*  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae, 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o*  cash, 
How  they  maun  tbole  a  factor's  snash ; 
He'll  stamp  an'  threaten,  curse  an*  swear. 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
While  they  maun  stan',  wi'  aspect  humble. 
An*  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble  ! 

I  see  how  folk  live  that  hae  riches ; 
But  surely  poor  folk  maun  be  wretches. 

LUATH. 

They're  nae  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think  ; 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith's  brink : 
They're  sae  accustomed  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gi'es  them  little  fright. 

Then  chance  an'  fortune  are  sae  guided. 
They're  aye  in  less  or  mair  provided  ; 
An'  tho'  fiitigu'd  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o*  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o*  their  lives. 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives ; 
The  prattUn  things  are  just  their  pride 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire-side. 

An'  whylea  twalpennie  worth  o'  n^ipy 
Can  mak  the  bodies  unco  happy  , 
They  lay  aside  their  private  caret, 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  aflairs 
They'll  talk  o*  patronage  and  pricats, 
Wi'  kindling  fiiry  in  their  breasts. 
Or  tell  what  new  Ligation's  comin'. 
And  fierlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on. 

As  bleak-fiu;*d  Hallowmas  returns, 
They  get  the  jovial,  rantin'  kirns. 
When  rural  life^  o'  every  station. 
Unite  in  common  recreation  : 
Love  blinka,  Wit  slap%  an'  social  Mirth, 
Forgets  there's  Care  npo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  winds ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream 
An'  aheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam  ; 


The  luntin*  pipe,  and  anMshm*  mlll^ 
Are  handed  round  wi'  right  gtud  ^KD  t 
The  cantie  auld  folks  crackin*  cronae. 
The  young  anes  rantin*  thro'  the  home,  ■ 
My  heart  has  been  aae  £iin  to  aee  them. 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them* 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  said. 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd. 
There's  monie  a  creditable  stock 
O'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  fo'k. 
Are  riven  out  baith  root  and  branch, 
Some  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  qnea^ 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himself  the  ftater 
In  favours  wi*  some  gentle  master, 
Wha  aiblins  thraog  a  parliamendn*. 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin*- 

Haith,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it 
For  Britain'i  guid  ! — guid  faith,  I  doobl  il 
Say,  rather,  gaiin  as  Prtmiert  lead  him. 
An'  sayin*  aye  or  no^s  they  bid  him  : 
At  operas  an'  plays  parading. 
Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading  ; 
Or  may  lie,  in  a  frolic  daft, 
To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft. 
To  mak  a  tour,  and  tak  a  whirl. 
To  learn  bon  ton  and  see  the  worl* 

There,  at  Vienna^  or  Ver$ailU*, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails ! 
Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  rout. 
To  thrum  guitars  and  fecht  wi'  newt ; 
Or  down  Italian  vista  startles, 
Wh — re-hunting  among  g^ves  o*  myrtlat  > 
Then  bouses  drumly  German  water, 
Tu  mak  himsel'  look  fair  and  &tter. 
An'  clear  the  consequential  sorrowa, 
Love  gifts  of  Carnival  signoraa. 
For  BritaitCs  guid  ! — for  her  dertruetka ! 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  an*  &ctioo. 

LUATH. 

Hech  man  !  dear  sirs  !  is  that  dit  giii 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  csAata  ! 
Are  we  sae  foughten  an'  harasa'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last ! 

O  would  they  stay  aback  firae  eoarta. 
An'  please  themselves  wi'  countra  >port% 
It  wad  for  erery  ane  lie  better. 
The  Ldird,  the  Tenant,  an'  the  Cotter ! 
For  thac  frank,  rantin*,  ramblio*  hilliea, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ilNheartrd  feUows; 
Except  fi>r  bretkin'  o'  their  timmer. 
Or  speakin'  lightly  o'  their  limmer. 
Or  shootin'  o*  a  hare  or  moor-codt. 
The  ne'er  a  bit  they're  ill  to  pow  folk. 

But  will  yc  tell  me,  Master  C^mtr^ 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  Wit  o'  pleasure ! 
Nae  cauld  or  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them. 
The  vety  thoufbt  o't  need  oa  fear  them. 
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L— ^  man,  were  ye  bat  whjlee  what  I  am, 
The  gentlei  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  'em. 

lt*t  telle,  they  need  na  stanre  or  iweaty 
Thro'  winter's  canld  or  tunmer'e  heat ; 
They've  nae  lair  wark  to  cme  their  haaci^ 
Ao'  fill  aold  age  wi*  gripea  an'  granes : 
Bat  human  bodiei  are  aic  fiDok, 
For  a'  thor  eoUegea  an'  aehoola, 
That  when  nae  real  ilk  perplex  them, 
They  mak  enow  themselvea  to  vex  them. 
An'  aye  the  leaa  they  hae  to  start  them, 
In  HlcJe  propwtion  ksa  will  hurt  them  ; 
A  country  fidlow  at  the  pleugh, 
His  acres  till'd,  he's  right  eneugh  ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel. 
Her  dixiens  done,  she's  unco  weel ; 
Bat  Gentlemen,  an'  Ladiea  warst, 
Wtl  ev'ndown  want  o*  wark  are  curst 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  an'  Uiy ; 
Tho'  deil  haet  aik  them,  yet  uneasy  ; 
Their  day*  insipid,  dull,  an'  tasteless ; 
Their  nights  unquiet,  lang,  an'  restless ; 
An'  ev'n  their  sports,  their  balls,  an'  races, 
Thdr  gallopin'  through  public  places. 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp,  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 
The  men  cast  out  in  party  matches. 
Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches  : 
Ae  ni^ht  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an  wh-ring, 
Neist  day  their  life  is  past  oidnring. 
The  ladies  arm-in-arm  in  dusters^ 
As  great  and  gracioas  a*  as  sisters ; 
But  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o*  ither. 
They're  a*  run  deils  an*  jads  thegither. 
Whyles  o*er  the  wee  bit  cup  and  platie, 
rhey  sip  the  scandal  potion  pretty  ; 
Or  lee  lang  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuka 
Pere  owre  the  devil'a  pictur'd  beuks ; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard, 
An*  cheat  like  ony  unhang'd  blackguard. 

There's  some  exception,  man  an'  woman  ; 
But  this  is  Gentry's  lifis  in  common. 

By  this  the  sun  was  out  o'  sight : 
An*  darker  gloaming  brought  the  night : 
The  bum-dock  humm'd  wi*  Uiy  drone ; 
The  kye  stood  rowtin'  i*  the  loan  : 
When  up  they  gat  an  shook  their  lugs, 
Keioic'd  they  were  na  men  but  dogs  ; 
And  each  took  aff  his  several  way, 
Reiolv'd  to  meet  aome  ither  day. 


SCOTCH  DRINK. 


Gie  hfan  strong  drink,  until  be  wink, 
Thaf*  ufaiking  In  despair  t 

An*  liquor  goid  to  llie  his  Mnid* 
tAs  west  wr  crttf  «r  «^t 


There  kt  him  bouse,  and  deep  earaose 

Wf  bumpers  flowing  o^or, 
Till  he  focceU  his  hvet  or  tUbU, 

An'  minds  his  grieft  no  more. 

SSofmorii  Prcnterht,  xxxL  ^  7« 


Let  other  poets  raise  a  fracas, 

'Bout  vines,  and  wines,  and  drunken  j9aodUi«» 

An*  crabbit  names  an'  stories  wrack  us. 

An'  grate  our  lug, 
I  sing  the  juice  ScoU  bear  can  mak  us. 

In  glass  or  jug. 

O  Thou,  my  Muse/  guid  auld  Scotch  Drifik 
Whether  thro'  wimpling  worms  thou  jink, 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  o'er  the  brink. 

In  glorious  faem. 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  and  wink, 

To  sing  thy  name. 

Let  husky  Wheat  the  haughs  adorn, 
And  Aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn. 
An'  Pease  and  Beans  at  e'en  or  morn. 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeae  me  on  thee,  John  Barleycorn^ 

Thou  king  o*  grain  ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood. 
In  souple  scones  the  wail  o'  food  ! 
Or  tnmblin*  in  the  boiling  flood. 

Wi*  kail  an'  beef; 
But  when  thou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood, 

There  thou  shines  chiet 

Food  filk  the  wame,  an'  keepe  us  livin' ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin'. 
When  heavy  dragg'd  wi*  pine  and  grievin' ; 

But  oil'd  by  thee, 
The  wheek  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrievin', 

Wi'  rattlin'  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  head  o*  doited  Lear; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Laix)ur  sair ; 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi'  g1o<miy  smik. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy  silver  weed, 
Wi'  Gentles  thou  erects  thy  head ; 
Yet  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need. 

The  poor  man's  wine, 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread. 

Thou  kitchena  fine. 

Thou  art  the  life  o*  public  haunts ; 
But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants  ? 
Ev'n  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  inspir'd. 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents. 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  merry  night  we  get  the  com  in, 
O  sweetly  then  thou  reama  the  horn  in ! 
Or  reekin*  on  a  New-year  morning 

In  cog  or  bicker 


4  BURNS' 

An*  jolt  A  WW  drap  ■pVitaal  bun  iA» 

An*  giHtjr  •ockor ! 

WSn  Vuktn  fpm  his  bdloini  breath. 
An*  pUnighinen  feather  wi*  their  graith« 
O  ran !  to  aee  the  tiss  an*  freath 

r  the  In|Ket  caup  ! 
Thai  Amuvm  *  ocnneaon  uedaim 

At  er'ry  chaap. 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  ated ; 
The  brawnie»  bainiei  ploughman  chiel*, 
Briii^  hard  owrehip,  wi*  aturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  forehammer, 
Till  block  an*  stnddie  ring  an*  reel 

Wi'  dinaome  clamour. 

When  ddrlin  weanies  see  the  light. 
Thou  maka  the  gossips  clatter  bright. 
How  fbmlin*  cui6  their  dearies  slight, 

Wae  wtnth  the  name ! 
Nae  howdie  gets  a  social  night. 

Or  pladi  frae  them. 

When  neeboors  anger  at  a  plea. 
An*  just  as  wud  as  wud  can  be, 
How  easy  can  the  barleif  bree 

Cement  the  quarrd ; 
It's  aye  the  cheapest  lawyer's  fee. 

To  taste  the  barrel 

Alake !  that  e'er  my  Muse  has  reason 
To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treason  ; 
But  mony  daily  weet  their  weason 

^*  liquors  nice. 
An*  haidly,  in  a  winter*s  season, 

E*er  spier  her  priosii 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning  traah. 
Fell  source  o*  monie  a  pain  an'  brash  ! 
Twina  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  drunken  hash, 

O'  half  hU  days ; 
An*  sends,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 

To  her  warst  £ws. 

Ye  Soots,  wha  wish  auU  Scotland  well ! 
Te  ehie^  to  you  my  tale  I  tell. 
Poor  piackless  derils  like  mysel* ! 

It  sets  yon  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthfn*  wine*  to  mcU, 

Or  fcragn  gilL 

May  grsTds  round  his  blather  wrench. 
An*  gouts  torment  him  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi*  a  glunch 

O*  sour  disdain, 
Oat  owre  a  glass  o*  wkitky  ptmek 

WV  honest  men. 

O  WUtfyt  soul  o*  pbyl  an*  pranks! 
Aoospt  a  Bardie's  humble  thanks ! 

wantiif  th6e»  what  tunekaa  cranks 
Are  my  poor  verses ! 


WORKS. 

Thou 


rattle  i*thar 
At  ither's  a.-a ! 


Thee,  FerintoMh  t  O  sadly  lost ! 
Scotland,  lament  frae  coast  to  coast ! 
Now  colic  gri|js,  and  barkin  hoaat. 

May  kill  as  a* ; 
For  kiyal  Focbea*  chartand  boost 

Is  ta'en  awa* ! 

Thae  curst  hori»  leeches  o*  th*  Ezriaa, 
Wha  mak  the  Whiiky  SUlU  their  prise ! 
Hand  up  thy  han*,  Deil !  aoce,  twice,  tkriet ! 

Therc^  seise  the  Uinkers! 
An*  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pieo 

For  poor  d-la'd  drink«% 


Fortune  !  If  thou*U  but  gie  me  still 
Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  an*  Whitky  piO^ 
An*  rowth  o*  rhyme  to  rare  at  will, 

Tak  a*  the  rest. 
An*  deal't  about  aa  thy  bibd  skill 

Directs  thee  best. 
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HOUSE  OF  COMMON& 


Dsarcrt  of  DiMlUatuM !  hwt  and  best 

How  art  thou  kwt ! Barodg  en  itm$m. 


Yi  Irish  Lords,  Ye  Knights  an*  Squiraa, 
Wha  rtprtMent  our  brughs  an*  shires. 
And  douody  manage  our  affun 

In  parliament, 
To  you  a  simple  Poets  prayers 

Are  hnmUy  sent. 


Alas !  my  roupet  Muse  is  hearse  ! 
Your  honours*  hearts  wi*  grief  *twad 
To  see  her  sittin*  on  her  a — 

Low  i*  the  dnat, 
An*  screichin*  out  proaaic  versa, 

An' like  to  bnat ! 


Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direttiott, 
ScoUand  an*  mr's  in  great  afliction. 
E'er  sin*  they  laid  that  cunt  mtrictioD 

On  Aqmmmim , 
An'  rouaa  them  up  to  strong  oooTictieo 

An*  moft  tlMT  pity. 


•  This 
Dlsinisrissb  of 
tlwAntlnr 
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P0IM8. 


8tMt    htitkt  in*  tdl  foa  PrmUr  Youth, 
The  1>«  jntf  open,  naked  tenth : 
Tdl  hi  n  o*  mine  and  SeotUnd*i  drouth. 

Hie  teirants  humble : 
The  mitdUe  deril  blav  ye  south. 

If  ye  diaiemble ! 

Doe»  my  great  man  glunch  an*  gloom  ! 
Speak  (iqt,  an*  nerer  £uth  your  thumb  : 
Let  poeb*  an*  pensions  sink  or  soom 

Wi*  them  wha  grant  *em  : 
If  honeerij  they  canna  come, 

Far  better  want  *em. 

In  gat'  ring  TOtes  you  were  na  slack ; 
Now  Btax  d  as  tightly  by  your  tack ; 
Ne'er  daw  your  log,  an  fidge  your  back, 

An*  hum  an*  haw  ; 
Bat  raise  •  our  arm,  an*  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a* 

Paint  S^-otiand  greeting  owre  her  thrissle ; 
Her  matchs  n  stoop  as  toom*s  a  whiasle ; 
An*  d-mn*H  Szcisemen  in  a  bussle, 

Sann*  A  MteO, 
Triwnphant    mshin't  like  a  mussel, 

Or  lampit  shelL 

Then  on  th    tither  hand  present  her, 
A  blackgoard  smuggler  right  behint  her, 
An*  cbe^-fbr-cuow,  a  chuffie  Vintner, 

Colleaguing  join, 
fucking  her  pout^  as  bare  as  winter 

Of  a*  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bear  the  name  o*  Scott 
Bot  feds  his  heart*s  l>^lid  rising  hot, 
To  see  hia  poor  anld  Mither*s  pot 

111  us  dung  in  staves,  * 
An*  plnnder'd  o*  her  hii  ^most  groat 

By  g»  lows  knaves  ? 

Alas !  Fm  but  a  nameler»<  wight, 
Trode  i*  the  mire  out  o'  sigl.*  ! 
But  conld  I  like  Montgomerte*  6ght, 

Or  gab  like  BotwdLj 
Thefe*s  sont  aark-necks  I  wad  draw  tight. 

An*  tie  some  c<ise  welL 

God  Ueas  your  Hoooars,  can  ye  see't. 
The  kind,  anld,  cantie  Carlin  greet. 
An*  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet, 

An  gar  them  hear  ic, 
An*  tell  them  wi'  a  patriot  heat. 

Ye  winna  bear  it ! 

Some  o*  you  nicely  ken  the  laws. 
To  roond  the  period  an*  pause. 
An*  wi*  rhetoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues ; 
Then  echo  thro*  Saint  Stephen's  wa*s 

Aold  Scotland's  wrangs. 

Dtmfgttr,  a  true  Moe  Scot  I'm  worran  ; 
rkee,  aith-detesting,  chaste  KiUurran  j* 


An*  that  glib-gabbet  Highland  Baroc, 

The  Laird  o*  GroAoM  /• 

An*  ane,  a  chap  that*^  damn*d  auldfitfraa, 

Dandoi  his  name. 

Ertkiney  a  spunkie  Norland  billie ; 
True  Campbdlii  Frederick  an'  Hajf  ; 
An*  Livingstone,  the  bauld  Sir  WUUe ; 

An*  mony  ithers. 
Whom  auld  Demosthenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithert. 

• 

Arouse,  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle ; 
Or  faith !  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettle, 

Ye*ll  see't  or  lang. 
She'll  teach  you,  wi*  a  reekin'  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  canc'rous  mood, 
Her  lost  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid ; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'dherthatpliskiel) 
An*  now  she's  like  to  rin  red-wud 

About  her  Whisky. 

An*  L — d  if  aoce  they  pit  her  tiU*t, 
Her  tartan  petticoat  shell  kilt. 
An*  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt. 

She'll  tak  the  streets. 
An*  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

I'  the  first  she  meets ! 

For  G — d  sake.  Sirs !  then  speak  her  fair. 
An*  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair. 
An*  to  the  muckle  houMe  repair, 

Wi*  instant  speed. 
An*  strive,  wi*  a'  your  wit  an'  lear. 

To  get  remead. 

Yon  ill-tongu'd  tinkler,  Charlie  Fog, 
May  taunt  you  wi'  his  jeers  au'  mocks ; 
But  gie  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks ! 

E'eu  cowe  the  caddie 
An*  send  him  to  his  dicing  box 

An*  sportio*  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o*  auld  BochonnochU, 

I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mashlum  bannocks. 

An*  drink  his  health  in  auld  Nanse  TinnoekSff 

Nine  times  a  week. 
If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  and  winnocks, 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 
I'll  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 
He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition. 
Yon  mixtie-maxtie  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  CoalitioH, 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi*  a  rung ; 


•  The  present  Duke  of  Montrose.— <1800.) 

t  A  worthy  old  Hotteas  of  the  Author's  In  Mmieh. 

Aw.  where  be  someUmes  studies  Politics  over  a  i  ~ 

of  guid  auM  Scotch  Drink, 
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An*  if  die  pronuM  told  or  young 

To  tak  their  pert, 

Tho'  hf  the  neck  ehe  ihouM  be  ■tning, 

Shell  no  dewrt. 

An*  now,  yt  choien  Fim-and'Fortjf, 
May  ftill  year  Mither*t  heert  support  ye : 
Then,  tho'  i  Bfinister  grow  dorty. 

An'  kick  your  plaoei 
Te'n  tnep  yoor  fingen,  poor  an*  httrty. 

Before  his  face. 

God  Ueas  your  Hononn  a*  your  day*. 
Wi*  soups  0*  kail  and  brats  o'  claise. 
In  spite  0^  a*  the  thierish  kaes 

That  haunt  St  Jamie't  t 
Tour  humble  poet  sings  an'  prays 

While  Rah  his  name  is. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

LsT  half-etarv'd  sIstcs,  in  wanner  skies 
See  future  wines,  rich  dust'ring  rise ; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies, 

But  blithe  and  frisky. 
She  eyes  her  freebom  martial  boys, 

Tak  aff  their  Whisky. 

What  tho'  their  Phobus  kinder  warms, 
While  fragrance  blooms  and  beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  Cunish'd  swarms, 

The  scented  groves. 
Or  hounded  fiMth,  dishonour  arms 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o*  pouther ; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank* ring  swither 

To  Stan*  or  no, 
TiU  skdp     a  shot— they're  a£^  a*  throwther. 

To  save  their  skin. 

But  bring  a  SeoUman  free  his  hill. 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  such  b  royal  Gmn^t  will. 

An'  there's  the  foe, 
He  hie  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 

Nae  eauld,  foint-hearted  doubtings  tease  him ; 
Death  comes,  with  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
W\*  bluidy  hand  a  welcome  gies  him  ; 

An'  whm  he  fo's. 
His  Utest  draught  o'  brrathin'  lea*es  him 

In  fiunt  huasaa. 

Sagea  thor  aolcmn  een  may  atoek. 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  reek, 
An'  physically  causes  seek. 

In  clime  an*  season ; 
B«t  tdl  me  Whitk/i  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason. 

SmHamd,  my  tald,  rcepeelwl  Mithtr ! 
1W  whyki  ft  moiitify  yoor  laathcr. 


Tin  whare  ye  sU,  on  craps  o*  headMr, 

Ye  tine  your  daa  | 

{F^rtedom  and  WkUkif  gang  thegiAcr  ?) 

Tak  aff  your  dram ! 


THE  HOLY  FAIR-» 


A  robeofseemhif  truth  and  tnist 

Hid  cralbr  OfaMnratioa : 
And  aeeret  nunc  with  poiionM 

The  diifc  of  DeAunaHon : 
A  maili  that  lilie  the  ({orget  •bow'd 

Dye-varying  on  the  pigeon  t 
And  ft>r  a  mantle  large  and  braad» 

He  wrapt  him  in  Bekgion. 

Hypoeritif^ 


[JpoN  a  simmer  Sunday  mom. 

When  Nature's  foce  is  fiur, 
I  walked  forth  to  view  the  com. 

An*  sDuff  the  callar  air. 
The  rising  sun  owre  GaUton  mnirs. 

Wi*  glorious  light  was  glintin* ; 
The  hares  were  hirplin*  down  the  *iif% 

The  Uv'rocks  they  were  chan^' 

Pu'  sweet  that  dif. 

IL 
As  lightsomely  I  glowr'd  abroad 

To  see  a  scene  see  gay. 
Three  hinies  early  at  the  road. 

Cam  skelpin'  up  the  wav ; 
Twa  had  manteeles  o*  doMu*  blaek» 

But  ane  wi'  lyart  lining  ; 
The  third  that  gaed  a  wee  a-bock. 

Was  in  the  &shion  nhining, 

Pu'  gay  that  d^. 

III. 
The  twa  appear'd  like  sisters  twin. 

In  feature,  form,  an'  claes  : 
Their  visage  wither'd,  lang,  an*  thin. 

An*  sour  as  ony  slaes  ; 
The  third  came  up,  hap-stiq>-an*-lonpk 

As  light  as  ony  iammie. 
An*  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  stoop. 

As  soon  aa  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu*  kind  that  daj 

IV. 

Wi  baonet  aff,  quoth  I,  *  Sweet  laaa* 

I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me ; 
I'm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonnie  fooe^ 

But  yet  I  ranna  name  ye.* 
Quo'  sfie,  an*  laughin'  as  she  spak, 

An*  tak's  me  by  the  hands, 
•*  Ye,  for  my  sake,  ha'e  gi'en  the  feck 

Of  a*  the  (en  commands 

A  acreed  aooM  day. 


land  tea 
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•• 


**  My  name  t» 

The  nearest  friend  ye  ha*e ; 
An*  this  18  SttpentiiioH  herey 

An'  that's  H^pocrity, 
Ym  gaun  tn Holy  Fair, 

To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin' ; 
Gin  ye*]l  %o  there,  yon  ninkled  pair. 

We  wiU  get  famous  hoghin* 

At  them  this  day. 

VL 

Quoth  I,  *  With  a*  my  heart  I'll  do't ; 

1*1)  get  my  Sunday's  sark  on, 
An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot ; 

Faith  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin'  !* 
Then  I  gaed  haroe  at  crourdie  time, 

An  soon  I  made  me  ready ; 
For  roads  were  dad,  frae  side  to  side, 

WT  monie  a  weary  body. 

In  droves  that  day. 

VII. 

Here  fanners  ga^,  in  ridin'  graith 

Gaed  hoddin'  by  ^ir  cotters : 
Their  swankics  young,  in  braw  braid-daith 

Are  springin*  o'er  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  dcelpin'  barefoot,  thrai^, 

In  silks  an'  scarlets  glitter  ; 
Wi'  twett-'milk  thetm  m  monie  a  whang, 

Ati*faH$  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fn'  cnimp  that  day. 

VIIL 
When  by  the  piate  we  set  our  nose, 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  giowr  Black  Bonnet  throws. 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippenee. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  show. 

On  cr'iy  side  they're  gatherin', 
Some  carrying  deals,  some  chairs  an'  stools. 

An'  some  are  busy  UeCherin', 

Right  loud  that  day. 

IX. 
Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  ahow'rs, 

An'  screen  our  conntra  Gentry, 
There,  raeer  Jeu,  an'  twa-three  whores, 

Are  bliiddn'  at  the  entry. 
Here  aits  a  raw  of  tittlin'  jiides, 

Wi'  heavin'  breast  and  Imre  neck, 
An*  there  a  batch  of  wabster  lads, 

Bbckgoardin*  frae  K  ck, 

For  fun  this  day. 

X. 

Here  some  are  ^inkin'  oa  their  ains, 

An'  some  upo'  their  daee ; 
Ane  curses  feet  that  fyl'd  his  shins, 

Anidber  s^hs  an'  prays ; 
Ob  this  hand  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 

Wi*  screir'd  ap  graee-proud  feces ; 
Ob  that  a  set  o'  chaps  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkin'  on  the  lasses 

To  diaira  thit  digr. 


XL 

O  happy  is  the  man  an'  blest ! 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him  1 
Wha's  ain  dear  lass,  that  he  likes  bes^ 

Comes  dinkiu*  down  beside  him! 
Wi*  arm  repos'd  on  the  chair-back. 

He  sweetly  does  compose  him  ! 
Which,  by  degrees,  slips  round  her  neck, 

An*8  loof  upon  her  bosom 

Unkenn'd  that  day. 

XII. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

Is  silent  expectation ; 
For speels  the  holy  door 

Wi'  tidings  o'  ddmoation. 
Should  Homict  as  in  andent  days, 

'Mang  sons  o'  God  present  him. 
The  vera  sight  o'  's  fece, 

To's  ain  bet  hame  had  sent  him 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

XIIL 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  faith 

Wi'  ratUin'  an*  thumpiu' ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath. 

He's  stampia'  an*  he's  jumpin'  * 
His  iengthen'd  chin,  his  turn'd-up  snout, 

His  eldritch  iqueel  and  gestures. 
Oh,  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout. 

Like  cantharidian  plasters, 

On  sic  a  day ! 

XIV. 

But  hark  !  the  tent  has  chang'd  its  voiet ; 

There's  peace  and  rest  nae  langer  : 
For  a'  the  real  judgta  rise. 

They  canna  sit  for  anger. 
——^  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues 

On  practice  and  on  morals  ; 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thranga. 

To  gie  the  jars  an*  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 

XV. 

What  signifies  his  barren  shine 

Of  moral  pow'rs  and  reason  ? 
His  English  style,  an'  gesture  fine. 

Are  a*  clean  out  o'  season. 
Like  Socratei  or  ^n/ontne, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  Heathen, 
The  moral  roan  he  does  define, 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  feith  in 

That's  right  that  day 

XVL 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 
Against  sic  poison'd  nostrum : 

For ,  frae  the  water-fit. 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum  : 

See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o*  God, 
An'  meek  aa'  mim  has  view'd  it| 
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WhSk  Comrnm^Hnm  Im  ti*«i  Hm  road. 
An*  afl^  aa*  up  Um  Oowgatt^* 

FMt,  fiat,  that  dajr. 


Wee 


XVIL 
neist  the  guard  rriierea, 


An'  orthodoxj  raiblci, 
Tho*  in  h«  heart  he  weel  beliefee, 

And  thinkf  it  auld  wivee*  &blee : 
Bat,  fiuth ;  the  birkie  wante  a  manse 

So  cannily  he  hums  them  ; 
Ahho*  hb  carnal  wit  and  lente 

Like  hafflint-wayt  o*eroomes  him 

At  times  that  daj. 

XVIIL 
Vow  bat  an*  ben,  the  change-house  fiDs, 

Wi*  yill-caup  commentators : 
Here's  oying  out  for  bakes  and  gills, 

And  there  the  pint  stoup  datters ; 
While  thick  an*  thrang,  an*  loud  an*  Ung, 

Wi'  logic,  an'  wi*  Scripture, 
They  raise  a  din,  that  in  the  end, 

b  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

O'  wrath  that  dajr. 

XIX. 
Leeae  me  on  Drink !  it  gi*es  us  mair 

Than  cither  School  or  GoUcgc  : 
It  kindles  wit,  it  waukens  lair, 

It  pangs  us  fou  o*  knowledge. 
Be*t  whisky  gill,  or  penny  wheep. 

Or  ony  stronger  potion. 
It  never  fiuls,  on  drinking  deep. 

To  kittle  np  our  notion 

By  night  or  day. 

XX. 

The  hMb  an*  lasses,  blythely  bent 

To  mind  baith  saul  an*  body. 
Sit  roand  the  table  wed  content, 

An*  steer  about  the  toddy. 
On  this  ane*s  dress,  an'  that  ane's  leuk. 

They're  makin*  obserrations ; 
While  eome  are  eosie  i'  the  neuk. 

An'  forming  aangnations 

To  meet  some  day. 


XXI. 

Bat  now  the  L— d's  ain  trumpet  touts, 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin'. 
An*  eehoes  back  return  the  dmuts : 


Bladi 


is  naspairin* 


piardag  worda,  like  Highland  swonK 
DiTide  the  joints  au*  •narrow ; 
His  talk  o'  Hdl,  where  devils  dwell, 
Oar  Ttry  sauls  does  harrow  f 

Wi*  fright  that  day. 

xxn. 

A  vast,  nDbottom*d  boandlass  pit, 
FiD*d  feu  o*  lowin'  branstaasb 


Wha's  ragin'  flame  an*  leordiLk*  hmft^ 
Wad  melt  the  hardest  whsa-atatt 
The  half  asleep  start  up  wi'  foar. 

An*  think  they  hear  it  roarin*. 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 
*Twas  but  some  neighbour  snoria* 
Adcep  that  da]r« 

xxiir. 

'Twad  be  owre  hmg  a  tale  to  tell 

How  monie  storioR  past. 
An*  how  they  crowded  to  the  yill. 

When  they  were  a'  dismist : 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cog*  aa* 

Amang  the  furms  an*  benches ; 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women's  hfu, 

Waa  dedt  about  in  lunches 

An*  dawds  that  dif  • 

XXIV. 

In  comes  a  gaude,  gask  guiffwife^ 

An*  aits  down  by  the  fire, 
Sjrne  draws  her  kebbuck  an*  her  knifi^ 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  auld  guidmen,  about  the  proes^ 

Free  side  to  side  they  bodier. 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gi'es  thein't  like  a  tether, 

Ftt'  lang  that  dqr. 


XXV. 

Waesucks !  for  him  that  gets  aae 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naething  ! 
Sma*  need  has  he  to  say  a  graea 

Or  melvie  his  braw  dailiuag  I 
O  wives  be  mindfo*  aace  yoursal* 

How  bonnte  lads  ye  wanted. 
An*  dinna  for  a  kebbuck-heeU 

Let  lasses  be  silrmitcd 

On  sie  a  dij  I 


XXVL 

Now  ainkmmbell,  wi'  rattlin*  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an*  croon  ; 
Some  swagger  heme,  the  best  they  diMr» 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  dapa  the  billies  hak  a  blink. 

Till  kaaes  strip  their  dioon : 
Wi*  foith  an*  hope,  an*  love  an*  drial^ 

They*re  a*  in  fomons  tuna, 

For  crack  fhak  dqr« 


XXVIL 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  convaita 

O'  dnners  and  o*  hwses ! 
Thdr  hearts  o*  stane,  gin  night,  are 

Aa  saft  as  ony  flesh  is. 
There*s  some  are  fou  o*  knrt  diviat ; 

There*s  some  are  fou  o*  braady ; 
An'  aiony  iobs  that  day  begin. 

May  cad  ia  hoqghmagandia 

SontitWdif. 


•  A  Mnst  io  cdM,  wbkh  tess  die 
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DEATH  AND  DOCTOR  HORN- 
BOOK: 

A  TRUE  8T0RT. 

SoKK  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  tome  great  lies  were  never  penn*d : 
Et^a  Minartersy  tbejr  hae  been  kenn'd, 

In  holy  rapture, 
A  Toaaing  wbid,  at  timea,  to  vend, 

And  nail*t  wi*  Scripture. 

Bnt  tkia  that  I  am  gann  to  tell, 
Wlucb  lately  on  a  night  befeU, 
la  jnat  aa  true's  the  De'ila  in  bell 

Or  Dublin  dty : 
Tkat  e*er  be  nearer  oomca  ooreel' 

'S  a  mnckle  pity. 

The  Gachan  yiO  had  made  me  canty, 
I  waa  nae  fon,  bnt  joirt  had  plenty ; 
I  ttadier'd  whilei,  but  yet  took  tent  aye 

To  free  the  ditchea ; 
An'  hillnclrai  atanea,  an*  bushes,  kenn'd  aye 

Frae  ghaists  an*  witches. 

Tbe  rising  moon  began  to  gIow*r 
Tbe  distant  Cmmnoek  hilla  out-owre ; 
To  count  her  homa,  wi'  a'  my  power, 

I  aet  mysel* ; 
But  whether  ahe  had  three  or  four, 

I  couldna  telL 


1  waa  come  round  about  the  hill. 
And  todlin  down  on  WiSe*i  miU, 
Setting  my  staff  wi*  a*  my  skill. 

To  keep  me  sicker ; 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

I  then  wi*  SomeAiHff  did  forgather 

That  put  me  in  aa  eerie  awither  x 

Aa*  awfn'  acythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther, 

Clear-daagUng,  hang ; 
A  three-taed  leuter  on  the  ither. 

Lay,  large  and  laag. 

Its  atatore  aeem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
The  queerest  diape  that  e'er  I  aaw. 
For  &nit  a  wame  it  had  ara ; 

And  then,  its  shanka. 
They  were  aa  diin,  aa  sharp,  an*  sma* 

Aa  cbedka  o*  branka. 

*  Quid  WB,*qno'I ; '  Friend !  hae  yebeen  mawin*. 
When  ither  folk  ut  busy  sawin*  ?*  • 
It  aeem'd  to  mak*  a  kind  o*  stan*, 

But  naething  spak : 
At  lengtii,  aays  I,  *  Friend,  wh«re  ye  gann, 

WiU  ye  go  back  ?* 

It  vptk  right  howe,— -'  My  name  is  D^ith, 
Bnt  be  na  fley*d.*— Quoth  I,  *  Guid  faith, 
Te're  nuybe  eome  to  step  my  breath  ; 

But  tent  me,  bilUe : 


•T1*i 
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I  red  ye  wed,  tak  care  e*  akaith. 

See  there's  a  goSy!' 

*  Guidman,'  ouo'  he,  '  put  up  your  whittfay 
Vm  no  design  d  to  try  its  metde ; 
But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

To  be  mialear'd, 
I  wadna  mind  it,  no,  that  spittle 

Out  owre  my  baanL 

<  Weel,  weel  !*  says  I,  <  a  bargain  be't; 
Come,  gie*s  your  hand,  an*  sae  we*re  gree't ; 
We*Il  ease  o-ir  shanks  an*  tak  a  seat, 

Come  gie's  your  newB  5 
This  while  *  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate, 

At  mony  a  hmise.' 

<  Ay,  ay  !*  quo*  he,  an*  shook  his  head, 
'  Its  een  a  kng,  lang  tiuie  indeed 

Sin*  I  b^an  to  nick  the  thread, 

AA*  choke  the  breath  t 

Folk  maun  do  something  for  their  bread. 

An*  sae  maun  Ihath. 


*  Sax  thousand  years  are  nearhand  fled 

Sin*  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred, 

An*  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid. 

To  stap  or  scar  me ; 
Till  ane  Hornbook  *s  f  taen  up  the  trade» 

An*  iaith,  he*U  wanr 


'  Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook,  i*  the  Qachan, 
Deil  mak  his  king's  hood  in  a  spleuchan  ! 
He*s  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi*  Huekan  | 

An*  ither  chapa, 
The  weana  baud  out  their  fingers  laughin* 

An*  ponk  my  hipa. 

<  See,  here*s  a  Kythe,  and  there's  a  dar^        * 
They  hae  pierc*d  mony  a  gallant  heart : 
But  Doctor  Hornbookf  wi'  his  art 

And  cursed  skill. 
Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f — t, 

DamA*d  haet  they'll  kilL 

*  *Twaa  but  ]restreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 
I  threw  a  no^le  throw  at  ane ; 

Wi*  less^  Tm  sure,  Tve  hundreds  alaia ; 

But  deil-iaa-care, 
It  just  play*d  dirl  on  the  bane. 

But  did  nae  mair. 

*  Hornbook  waa  by,  wi*  ready  art, 
And  had  aae  fortified  the  part. 
That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart. 

It  waa  aae  blunt, 
Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Of  a  kail-runt. 

'  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 

*  An  epidemical  ferer  was  then  raghw  in  that  eountnti 
t  This  gentlemjin,  Dr,  JEToniteolr.  Is,  ptoftarinnally 

a  brother  of  the  Soversiffo  Order  of  the  Perulai  but 
by  intuition  and  insplrstron.  Is  st  onetan  Apothacarjk 
SurKSon,  and  Phyiicisn. 

%  Buchan'k  Dorosttie  Medicine. 
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I  nearhand  coupit  wi*  my  hurry* 
But  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

Withstood  the  nhock  ; 
I  might  M  weel  hae  tried  a  quarry 

O*  hard  whin  rock. 

'  Et*!)  them  he  canna  eet  attended, 
Altho*  their  face  he  ne  er  had  ken*d  it. 
Just io  a  kail-blade,  and  tieud  it, 

Ab  80on*«  he  !imell8*t, 
Bwth  their  disease,  and  what  will  luend  it, 

At  once  he  tells*t. 

<  An*  then  a'  doctors*  saws  and  whittles, 
Of  a*  dimensions,  shapes,  an*  mettles, 
A*  kinds  o*  boxes,  mugs,  an*  buttlcM, 

He*«  sure  to  hae  ; 
Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

As  A  B  C. 

*  Calces  o*  fotwils,  eai-ths^  and  trees  ; 
True  $al-marinum  o*  the  Neas  ; 
The  Farina  of  beans  and  pease, 

He  has*t  in  plenty  ; 
Aqua-fontis,  what  you  please, 

He  can  content  ye. 

'  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons, 

Urinus  Spiritus  ot  capons  ; 

Or  Mite-horn  shavings,  filings,  scrapings ; 

Distill*d  ptr  se ; 
Sal-alkali  o*  Midge-Uil  dippina, 

An*  mony  mae.* 

'  Waes  me  for  Johnny  GeeTi  Hole  *  now  ;* 
Quo*  I,  *  If  that  the  news  be  true  ! 
His  braw  calf-ward  where  gowans  grew, 

Sae  white  an'  bonnie, 
1(m  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi*  the  plough  ; 

They'll  ruin  Johnny  /* 

The  creature  grain*d  an  eldritch  laugh. 
An*  lays,  <  Ye  need  na  yoke  the  pleugh, 
Kirit-yards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  noe  ^ar  ; 
Tliey*ll  a*  be  trench'd  wi   mony  a  sheugh 

In  twa-three  year. 

*  Whare  I  kilKd  ane  a  fair  strae  death, 
By  loss  o*  blood  or  want  o*  breath, 
Tnis  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith. 

That  Hornbook*»  skiU 
Haa  clad  a  score  i*  their  last  claith. 

By  drap  an*  pilL 

'  An  honest  Wabster  to  his  trade, 

Whaae  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scaree  weel  bred, 

Oat  tippcnce- worth  to  mend  her  head, 

When  it  was  sair ; 
The  wife  slade  caonie  to  her  bed, 

But  De*er  apak  mair. 

'  A  eountrt  Laird  had  ta*en  the  batt% 
Or  tome  curmurring  in  hia  guta, 


Hia  only  son  for  Hornbook  seta, 

An*  pa)-s  him  wA  ; 

The  lad,  for  twa  guid  ^mmer  pets, 

Was  laiitl  himael'. 

'  A  bonnie  Ias«,  ye  ken  her  name. 
Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hov*d  her 
She  trusts  hersel*,  to  hide  the  shame. 

In  Hombook*M  care  ; 
Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame. 

To  hide  it  there. 

'  That*s  just  a  swatch  o*  Hornbook* $  way ; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day. 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an*  slay, 

An's  weel  i>aid  for*t ; 
Yet  stops  me  o*  my  lawfu*  preyt 

Wi'  his  damn*d  dirt. 

*  But  hark  !  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot. 
Though  dinna  ye  be  speaking  o't ; 
I'll  nail  the  self  conceited  sot. 

As  dead's  a  herrin* ; 
Neist  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat. 

He  gets  his  fiurin*  !* 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell. 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  fhe  bell. 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twalf 

Which  rais'd  us  baith 
I  took  the  way  that  pleased  mysel*. 

And  sae  did  Dtaik. 


THE  BRIGS  OF  AYR : 


A  POE&L 


Inscribed  to  J.  B- 


-,  Esq.  Ara. 


The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough. 
Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  erery  bough  ; 
The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush. 
Hailing   the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  greea 

thorn  bush : 
The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill. 
Or  deep-toned  plovers,  grey,  wild  wkiadaBg  o*er 

the  hill ; 
Shall  he,  nurst  in  the  Peasant*a  lowly  abed. 
To  hardy  independence  brarely  bred. 
By  early  Poverty  to  hardship  steeKd, 
And    train*d    to   arms   in   stem   Miafeitune's 

field- 
Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  Crimea, 
The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymet  ? 
Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  cloee. 
With  all  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  Proae  ? 
No !  though  his  artless  strains  he  radely  langa. 
And  throws  his  hand  uncouthly  0*0*  the  atringa, 
He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 
Fame,  honest  £ime,  hia  great,  hia  dear  reward. 
Still,  if  some  Patron*s  generous  care  he  traea» 
Skilled  in  the  secret,  to  beatow  with  grace ; 
When  B— —  befriends  hia  hamblr 


And  hands  tht  matie  atrangcr  up  to  Um^ 
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With  heart-f^lt  throM    hii    gntifel     bowm 
•welia, 

Tkt  fodJikA  to  gire  alone  excels. 


'TwM  when  the  itacki  get  on  their  winter 

hep, 
And  thack  and  rape  accnre  the  totl-won  crap : 
Fctatoe  bings  are  tnaj^ed  up  frae  skaith 
Of  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath ; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  simmer  toils, 
Unnumbcr'd  buds  an*  fluwers*  delicious  spoiby 
8eal*d  up  with  frugal  care  in  massive  waxen 

pUea, 
Are  doom'd  tnr  man,  that  tyrant  o*er  the  weak, 
The  death   o    derils,   smoor*d   wi*   brimstone 

reek: 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  er'rjr  ude, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide  ; 
The  feather *d  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  ehildreOf  in  one  carnage  lie  : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart,  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds)  ! 
Nae  mair  the  flow*r  in  field  or  meadow  springs  : 
Nae  mair  the  grove  wi'  airy  concert  rings. 
Except,  perhaps,  the  Robin's  whistling  glee, 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  holf-laog  tree  : 
The  hoary  moms  precede  the  sunny  davs, 
Ifild,  calm,  serene,  wide  spreads  the  noontide 

bleie. 
While  thick  the  goasamour  waves  wanton  in 

the  rays. 
*Twaa  in  that  snson,  when  a  simple  bard. 
Unknown  and  poor,  aimplidty's  reward, 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ajfr, 
By  whim  inspired,  or  h^ly  prest  wi*  care, 
He  left  his  bed,  and  took  his  wayward  route, 
And  down  by   Simpson* $'   wheel'd   the   left 

about: 
(Whether  impeU'd  by  alMirecting  Fate 
To  witncM  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 
Or  whether  rapt  in  meditation  high. 
He  wander'd  out  he  knew  not  where  nor  why), 
The  &nimJ}mngetm~€loek,f  had  number'd  two, 
And  WauaeM.  Ivwcrf  had  sworn  the  fret  was 


The  ride  swoln  Firth,    with    sullen-eounding 


Thro'  tbt  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the 

ahflre: 
An  dee  WIS  hnah'd  as  Nature's  dosed  e'e ; 
The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tow'r  and  tree : 
The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam. 
Crept,  gently-crusting,  e'er  the  glittering  stream. 

When,  lo !  on  either  hand  the  list'ning  bard. 
The  clanging  sough  of  whistling  wings    he 

baud; 
Tvo  dnshj  frirms  dart  thro*  the  midnight  air, 
Mft  ae  the  Gos\  drives  on  the  wheelmg  hare ; 


•i 

f  Tketwo 


iBfvin  ttt  tatB  jtmd  9Hf  itA 


SHXtOi 


Aoe  on  th*  AtJd  Brig  his  airy  shape  upreara. 
The  ither  flutters  o*er  the  riMinff  piers  : 
Our  warlike  Rhymer  instantly  deacry'd 
The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 
(  That  Banli  are  second-sighted  is  uae  juke, 
An'  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp'ritual  folk  ; 
Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  u*  they  can  eSplain  them. 
And  ev'n  the  vera  deils  thev  brawly  ken  them.) 
AmLI  Brig  appear'd  of  ancient  Pictish  race, 
The  very  wrinkle*  Gothic  in  his  face : 
He  seem'd  as  he  wi*  Time  had  warstl'd  lang 
Yet  toughly  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  bang. 
Ntw  Brig  was  buskit  in  a  braw  new  coat, 
That  he,  at  hotCon^  frae  ane  Adams  got ; 
In*s  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth's  a  bead, 
Wi'  virb  and  wbirlygigums  at  the  head. 
The   Goth   was  stalking  round  with  anxious 

search, 
Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  every  arch ; 
It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neebor  took  his  e'e. 
And  e'en  a  vez'd  an'  angry  heart  had  he  ! 
Wi'  thieveless  sneer  to  see  each  modish  mien, 
He,  down  the  water,  gies  him  thus  guide*! 


AULD  BXIG. 

I  doubt  na*,  frien*,  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  aheep- 

shank, 
A  nee  ye  were  streekit  o'er  frae  bank  to  bank ! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  me, 
Tho*  faith  that  day  I  doubt  ye'll  never  see ; 
There'll  be,  if  that  day  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle^ 
Some  fewer  whigmaleeries  in  your  noddle. 

MEW  BXIO. 

Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  little  menae^ 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  acanty  sense ; 
Will  your  poor  narrow  fijot-path  oiF  a  street. 
Where  twa  whed-barrows  tremble  when  they 

meet. 
Your  ruin'd  formless  bulk,  o*  stane  an'  lime, 
Compare  wi'  bonnie  Brigs  o*  modern  time  ? 
There's  men  o'  taste  would  tak*   the  Ducat 

streamy* 
Tho'  they  should  cast  the  very  sark  and  swim. 
Ere  they  would  grate  thdr  feelings  wi*  tha^fifv 
Of  sic  an  ugly  Gothic  hulk  as  yon. 

AULD  BRIO. 

Conceited  gowk  !  puflTd  up  wi'  windy  pride ! 
This  monie  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide ; 
An'  tho'  wi'  craay  eild  I'm  sair  forfrim, 
rU  be  a  Brig  wlMen  ye're  a  shapdcas  cairn  ! 
As  yet  jre  little  ken  about  the  matter. 
Bat  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains, 
Wi'  deepening  dduges  o'erflow  the  plaina ; 
When  from  the  hilla  where  springs  the  brawU 

ing  Coil, 
Or  stately  Lugar*s  mossv  fountains  boil. 
Or  where  the  Greenocjb  winds  his  moorland 

course, 
Or  hannted  Oarpai  f  draws  his  feeble  soiuroak 


•  A  noted  ford,  Justabot e  the  Auld  Br^ 
t  The  banks  eCOai|Mf  ^e<tr is  cneof  the  fcwpiw 
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AroiuM  by  bliist*niig  winds  md  tpotting  thowei. 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  his  toa-broo  rown  ; 
While  crashing  ice,  borne  on  the  roaring  tpeat, 
Sweeps  damsy  an*  mills,  an*  brigs,  a*  to  the 

gate; 
And  from  ClenbMck^  down  to  the  Rattan  key,f 
Anld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen*d  tumbling  sea ; 
Then  down  ye*ll  hurl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rise ! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jsups  up  to  the  pouring 

skies» 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  coiit. 
That  Architectare*s  noble  art  is  lost ! 

VEVr  BRIG. 

Fine  Architecturt,  trowth,  I  needs  inust  say*t 

o*t! 
The  L— d  be  thankit  that  we*ve  tint  the  gats 

o*t! 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  gaist-alloring  edifices. 
Hanging  with  threat'ning  jut,  like  precipices  ; 
O'er-arching,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves, 
Supporting  roofr  fantastic,  stony  groves  ; 
Windows   and    doors,    in    nameless    sculpture 

drest. 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest ; 
Forms  like  some  bedlam  stattiary*s  dream. 
The  craz*d  creations  of  misguided  whim  ; 
Forms   might   be   worshipp'd   on   the  bended 

knee, 
And  stin  the  ieeond  dread  command  be  free, 
Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or 


Mansions  that  would  disgrace  the  building  taste 
Of  any  mason,  reptile,  bird,  or  beast ; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  Monkish  race, 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embraee. 
Or  cniis  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion 
That  sullen  gloom  was  sterling  true  devotion  ; 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Brugh  denies  protection, 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  with  re- 
surrection! 

AULD  BRIO. 

O  |i^  my  detr-reroember*d  ancient  yealings, 
W<ni  |t  hot  here  to  share  my  wounded  feelings ! 
Te  worthy  iVoveses,  an*  mony  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  o*  righteousness  did  toil  a3re ; 
Tt  dainty  fhacone^  an  ye  douce  Conveners, 
To    whom     our   modems    are     but    causey- 
cleaners  ; 
Ye  godly  Comneilt  wha  hae  blest  this  town  ;   * 
Ye  godly  Brethren  of  the  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gae  your  hurdiee  to  the  wmittrt ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange)  ye  $odi}f 

Writers  : 
A*  ye  doaoe  folk  Vrt  borne  aboon  the  broo, 
Were  y«  bnt  here,  what  would  }t  say  or  do  ! 
How  would   your  spirits  groan  in  deep  vex- 


To  see  each  melancholy  alteratioo ; 


In  the  Wert  of  Seodand,  where  thoss  fknev-sosrlnf  lis- 
known  by  the  name  ot  OhaMi,  snll  eonmtus 
\j  to  inhabiL 
•  The  nuiss  ot  the  rivsr  Ayr. 
t  A  flnaU  fandn^plaos  above  tbs  laiis  kty. 


And  agonizing,  cnrte  the  time  and  platt 

When  ye  b^t  the  base,  degenerate  nee ! 

Nae   langer   Rev*rend    Men,    their    eonntry^i 

In  plain  braid   Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid 

story ! 
Nae  langer  thrifty  Gtizens,  an*  douce, 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council  house : 
But  staurarri,  corky-headed,  graceless  Gentry, 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three  parts  made  by  tailors  and  by  bar^ 

hem, 
Wha  waste  your  well-hain*d  gear  on  d- 

new  Brigs  and  Harbours  I 

KEW  BRIO. 

Now  baud  you  there !   for  &ith  ya*Te 

enough. 

And  mudcle  roair  than  ye  can  mak  to  thronght 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shsll  say  but  little^ 
Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  shot  right  kittle  : 
But,  under  favour  o*  your  langer  beard, 
Abuse  o*  Magistrates  might  weel  be  spared  : 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld  warld  squad, 
I  must  needs  ssy  comparisons  are  odd. 
In  Ayr,  Wag-wits  nae  mair  can  hae  a  handia 
To  mouth  *  a  Citiaen,*  a  term  o*  scandal : 
Nae   mair    the    Council    waddles    down    the 

street 
In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 
Men  wha  grew  wise  priggin*  owre  hope  an* 

raitfins. 
Or  gather*d  lib*ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Seisins. 
If  hsply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp. 
Had  shored  them  with  a  glimmer  of  his  lamp, 
And  would  to  Common -sense,  for  once  betrayed 

them. 
Plain  dull    Stupidity   stept   kindly  in   to  aid 

them. 


What  futher  clishmaclarer  might  been  said. 
What  bloody  wars,   if  Sprites  had  blood  to 

shed. 
No  man  can  tell ;  but  all  before  their  aight» 
A  fairy  train  apnear'd  in  order  bright : 
Adown  the  glitt  ring  stream  they  feitly  danecd : 
Bright   to    the    moon    their    various    dresses 

glanced  : 
They  footed  o*er  the  wat*ry  glass  so  noat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  bcueath  their  feet : 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  smong  them  rui^. 
And  snu1-«nnob1ing  bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 
O  had  M^Lanehlin,  *  thairm-inspiring  sagc^ 
Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  eogagtb 
When    thro*  hiv  dear    Strathspeys  they  bors 

with  Highland  rage ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia *s  melting  ^ra^ 
The  lover's  raptured  joys  or  bleeding  cares ; 
How  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobl^  flr'd. 
And  even  his  mstchlew  hand  with  finer  touch 

inspir*d ! 


•  A  well  known  performer  of  Scottkh  muric  «■  Ibi 
violin. 
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Ho  fpmm  oouM  tdl  wktt  iostnunait  ftppetr'd, 
Bat  all  the  tool  of  Maiio*s  wlf  wm  h^rd ; 
Hinnonioiii  coneert  mag  in  erery  part. 
While  nmple  melody  potir'd   luuving   on    the 

hcut. 
The  Genius  of  the  •trw'am  in  front  appear*, 
A  venerable  chief  advanced  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd, 
Ks  manly  leg  irith  garter  tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring» 
Sweet    Female   Beauty   hand    in    hand   with 

Spring; 
Then,  crown  d  with  flow*ry  hay,  came  Rural 

Joy, 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eye : 
AQ-dieering  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn, 
Led   jrellow  Autumn  wreath*d  with  nodding 


Then  Winter's  time-bleached  locks  did  hoary 

khotv, 
By  Hospit^ftlity  with  cloudleM  brow  ; 
Next  follow'H  Courage  with  his  martial  stride, 
From  where  the  Peat  wild-woody  coverts  hide ; 
Dmevoleoce.  with  mild  benignant  air, 
A  femaUr  form,  rame  from  the  tow*rs  of  Stair: 
Lfarning  anil  Worth  iu  equal  measures  trode 
From  nimple  Catrime,  their  long-lov'd  abode  : 
Lttft,  white- ruh'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  haxel 

wreath. 
To  ru*tic  Agrii  ulture  did  bequeath 
The  broken  iron  instruments  of  death  : 
At  sight  of  whftni  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kiiid- 

ling  wrath. 


THE  ORDINATION. 


Por 

To 


they  little  owe  to  Frugal  Hsav'n— 
the  Hub  U)cy  hide  the  Httle  giv'o. 


I. 
KiULaavocK  Wabstcru,  fidge  an*  claw, 

An*  pour  your  crA>^hie  nations ; 
An*  ye  wha  leather  rax  an*  draw, 

Of  a*  denominations. 
Swith  to  the  Lalgh  Kirk,  ane  an'  a*, 

An*  there  tak  up  your  stations  ; 
Then  aff  to  JBeyhiett  in  a  raw, 

An*  pour  divine  libatiuiu 

For  joy  this  day. 

n. 

Curst  Common- sense,  that  imp  o*  hell. 
Cam  in  wi*  Maggie  Lauder  ;• 

But  O aft  made  her  yell. 

An'  R sair  misca*d  her ; 

day,  M* takes  the  flail. 

An*  he's  the  boy  will  bhwd  her ! 


•AOvdiqg  toa 
^fetadmtalSiofthelate 


isdML^ghKirk. 


which  was  msde  on 
and  woitiiy  llr.  L. 


He*ll  cl«ip  a  »haugan  on  her  tail. 
An*  ft-t  the  bairnt  to  dand  bcr 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

IIL 
Mak  haste  an*  turn  king  David  owre^ 

An*  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor ; 
O*  donUe  verse  eome  gie  ns  liMir» 

An'  skirl  up  the  Bangor : 
This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  stoare» 

Nae  mair  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her. 
For  heresy  is  in  her  power. 

And  gloriously  she*U  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

IV. 

Come  let  a  proper  text  be  read* 

An*  touch  it  aff  wi*  vigour, 
How  graceless  Ham  *  leugh  at  his  Dad, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  niger  ; 
Or  Phinecu  f  drove  the  murdering  blade^ 

Wi*  whore-abhorring  rigour ; 
Or  Zipporah^  \  the  scaulding  jade,* 

Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

r  the  inn  that  day. 

V. 

There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed. 

An*  bind  him  down  wi*  caution. 
That  Stipend  is  a  carnal  weed. 

He  tak*  but  for  the  fashion  ; 
An'  gie  him  o'er  the  flock  to  fiped, 

An'  punish  each  transgression  ; 
Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gie  them  Hufficieut  threshin*, 

•  Spare  them  nae  day. 

VI. 

Now  auld  KilDiarn<ick,  cock  thy  tail, 

An*  toss  thy  horns  fu*  canty ; 
Nae  mair  thou'lt  rowt  out-owre  the  dab 

Becaute  thy  pasture's  scanty  ; 
For  lapfu*B  large  o'  gofpel  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty. 
An*  runtM  o*  gract^  the  pick  and  wait, 

No  gi'en  by  way  o*  dainty, 

But  ilka  day. 

VII. 
Nae  mair  by  BabtCt  ttrtamt  well  musp, 

To  think  upon  our  jRon ; 
An*  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep. 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin*' ; 
Come,  screw  the  pegs  with  tunefu*  cheqH 

An*  owre  the  thairms  be  tryin* ; 
Oh,  rare  !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep. 

An*  a  like  lamb-tails  flyin* 

Fu*  &st  this  day. 

VIIL 
Lang  Patronage,  wi*  rod  o*  aim, 
Haa  ihond  the  Kirk*8  nndoin*. 


•  Geoeiis,  eh.  Ix.  vcr.  tl. 
f  NumbsiSb  ch.  xzv.  vsf •  8, 
i  Exodus,  ob.  tv.  vsr.  S9» 
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Ai  Utdjr  Fenwidkf  Mur  Ibrfiunit 

Hu  proTCD  to  iti  ruin : 
Our  Pfttron,  honeit  man !   GUncairHf 

He  Mw  miacbief  w«s  brewin* ; 
An'  like  a  godly  elect  bairn. 

He's  wal  d  as  out  a  true  ane. 

An*  sound  tbis  day. 


NowR. 


IX. 

barangue  nae  mairt 


But  stedc  your  gab  for  ever ; 
Or  try  tbe  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  tbere  tbey*n  tbink  you  derer ; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  ymir  lear. 

Ye  may  commence  a  sbaver  ; 
Or  to  tbe  Nttherfnn  rqNur, 

An*  turn  a  carper  weaver 

Aff  band  tbb  day. 


M. 


X. 

and  yon  were  just  a  matcb. 


We  never  bad  sic  twa  drones  ; 
Auld  Hormie  did  tbe  Laigh  Kirk  watcb, 

Just  like  a  winkin*  baudrons : 
An*  aye  be  catcb*d  tbe  tithcr  wretcb« 

To  fry  tbem  in  bis  caudrons  : 
But  now  bis  bonour  maun  detacb, 

Wi*  a*  bis  brimstone  squadrons, 

Fast,  &st,  tbis  day. 

XL 
See,  see  auld  OrtliQdoxy*s  fact, 

Sbe*s  swingein*  tbrot^b  tbe  city ; 
Hark  bow  the  nine-taird  cat  sbe  plays ! 

I  vow  it*s  unco  pretty  : 
Tbere,  Learning,  wi*  bis  Gveekitb  £ioe, 

Omnts  out  some  Latin  ditty  : 
An*  Common-sense  is  gaun,  sbe  says. 

To  mak  to  Jamie  JSeattie 

Her  pbunt  tbis  d^. 

XIL 
But  tberc*s  Morality  binMel*, 

Embracing  a*  opuioos ; 
Hear,  bow  be  gies  tbe  titber  yell* 

Brtween  bis  twa  companions ; 
8ee»  bow  sbe  peeb  the  dcin  an*  fell, 

As  ane  were  peelin*  onions ! 
Nofw  tbere — ^they*re  packed  aff  to  bell. 

An*  baiusb*d  our  dominions, 

Henceforth  this  day. 

XIII. 
O  happy  day  !  rrjoioe,  rejoice ! 

Come  bouse  ahout  tbe  porter ! 
Morality*s  demure  decoys 

^lall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter : 
M* ,  R ,  are  the  boys, 

That  heresy  can  torture : 
They*ll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse. 

An*  eowe  bar  measure  shortar 

By  tba  head  ioae  day. 

XIV. 
Coma  bring  dia  tithv  nwitehkin  b, 
An*  bere*s  for  a  condusiOB, 


To  every  Ntw  Ught  •  moUm'a  Mib 
From  this  time  forth,  CoBfasioB  t 

If  mair  they  deave  ua  wi*  thdr  din. 
Or  Patronage  intmnon, 

We*ll  light  a  spunk,  sn*  ev*ry  skin, 
Well  rin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  some  day 


THE  CALF. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR 

On  his  Text,  M  alachi.  ch.  Iv.  ver.  f.  ••  And  tiMV 
•hall  go  forth,  and  grow  up,  like  cai.vbs  at  die  -**■■* 

Right  Sir  !  ynttr  toxt  1*11  prove  it  true, 

Though  Heretics  uuy  laugh ; 
For  instance  ;  there**  yoursel*  just  now, 

God  knows,  an  unro  Cb/^/ 

An*  should  some  Patron  be  so  kind. 

As  bless  you  wi*  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  nae.  Sir,  but  then  we*U  ftndy 

Ye'rc  'till  a«  great  a  Stirk. 

But,  if  the  Lover*s  raptur*d  hour 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot. 
Forbid  it,  everj-  heavenly  Power, 

You  e*er  should  be  a  Stot ! 


Tho*,  when  some  kind,  connubial 
Your  but-and-ben  adorns. 

The  like  ha^  been  that  you  may 
A  noble  head  of  horns. 


And  in  your  lug,  must  reverend 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte, 
Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  elaima 

To  rank  amang  the  nowle. 

And  when  ye* re  nnuiber*d  wi*  the  dcadg 

Below  a  growy  hillock, 
Wi*  justice  they  msy  mark  your 

*  Here  lies  a  famous  StJloek  /* 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL- 


O  Prince  I  O  Chief  of  msny  throned  Power^ 
That  led  th'  embattled  Seraphim  to  war.- 


O  THOU  !  whatever  title  suit  thee, 

Auld  Hornie.  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an*  sootie, 

Clos*d  under  hatcbea, 
Spairges  about  tbe  brunstane  cootie, 

To  sraud  poor  wielichea , 

Hear  me,  auld  Hamgie,  for  a  wee. 
An*  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 


•  Ni»  Ugkt  Is  a  esnt  phrase  In  the  West  of 

land,  ftv  thow  rdlffious  opinions  which  Dr.  Taylot  of 
1  Norwich  hss  dcfnidcd  so  strcnuouslv. 


'.  ma*  pWiun  it  etn  gie, 
E*eo  to  a  deil, 
To  ikelp  an*  acand  poor  dogs  like  mew 

An*  hear  ut  squeel ! 

Great  ie  thy  pow'r,  an*  great  thy  fame ; 
^ar  kend  and  noted  it  thy  name ; 
An*  tho*  yon  lowin*  heugh*s  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far ; 
An*  faith !  thou*a  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  »caur. 

Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roarin*  lion, 
For  prey,  a*  holes  and  corners  tryin* ; 
Whyles  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempest  flyin*, 

Tirling  the  kirks ; 
Why  lea,  in  the  human  bosom  pry  in*, 

Unseen  thou  lurks. 

Tve  heard  my  reverend  Grannie  say. 
In  Isnely  glens  yon  like  to  stray  ; 
Or  where  auld  ruin*d  castles  gray. 

Nod  to  the  moon. 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand*rer*s  way, 

Wi*  eldritch  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  Grannie  summon, 
To  say  her  prayers,  douce  honest  woman  ! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she*s  heard  you  hummin* ! 

Wi*  eerie  drone ; 
Or,  mstlin*,  thro*  the  boortries  comin*, 

Wi*  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 
The  star*  shot  down  wi*  sklentin*  light, 
Wi*  you,  mysel*,  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  tike  a  raah-bu^h,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi*  waving  sough. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake. 
Each  bristl  d  hair  stood  like  a  stake. 
When  wi*  an  eldritch  stour,  quaick— quaick- 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  aqnatter'd,  like  a  drake. 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  WarioeJu  grim,  an*  wither*d  hagt. 
Tell  how  wi*  yon  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  akim  the  muirs,  and  diny  crags, 

Wr  wicked  speed  ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  how  kit  dead. 

Thenee  coontra  wives,  wi*  toil  an*  pain, 
May  plunge  an*  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain  ; 
For,  oh  \  the  yellow  treasure*s  ta*en 

By  witching  skill ; 
An*  dawtit,  twal-pint  Hcackie*i  gane 

As  yeU's  the  Bill. 

Thenee  myatic  knots  mak  great  abuse, 
On  yoong  Gtiidmen,  fond,  keen,  an*  croiite ; 
When  the  beat  wark-lume  i*  the  house, 

Bgr  cantrip  wit, 
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Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  looai^ 

Just  at  die  bit. 

\Mien  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoor^ 
An*  floit  thejinglin'  icy-boord, 
Then  Water-kelpiee  haunt  the  fbord, 

By  your  direction, 
An*  nighted  Trav*llers  are  allured 

To  their  destruction. 

An'  aft  your  moes-traversing  Spunkiet 
Decuy  the  wight  that  late  and  drunk  is ; 
The  bleezin*,  cur^t,  mischievous  monke3ra 

Delude  his  eyes. 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  ia^ 

Ne*er  mair  to  rise. 

Wlien  Masons*  mystic  word  an*  grip. 
In  storms  an*  tempests  raise  you  up. 
Some  cock  or  cat  yniir  rnp:e  mnun  sfop, 

Oi ,  strange  to  tell ! 
The  youngest  Brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aif  straught  to  hell ' 

Lang  syne,  in  Eden*s  bonnie  yard, 
When  youthfu*  lovers  first  were  pair'd, 
An*  all  the  soul  of  love  they  shar*d. 

The  raptur*d  hour. 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant  flowery  swaird 

In  shady  bower : 

Then  you,  ye  atdd,  snio-drawing  dog ! 
Ye  came  to  Paradise  incog ^ 
An*  played  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  £i'!y 
An*  gied  the  infant  world  a  shog, 

*Maist  ruined  a*. 

D*ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bin, 
Wi*  reek  it  duds,  and  reestit  gizs, 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz 

*Mang  better  folk, 
An*  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uz 

Your  spitefu*  joke  ? 

An*  how  ye  gat  him  i*  your  thrall, 
An*  brak  him  out  o*  house  an*  hall. 
While  scabs  and  blotches  did  him  gall, 

Wi*  bitter  claw, 
An*  lowsed  his  ill  tongued  wicked  Scawl* 

Was  warst  ava  ? 

But  a*  your  doings  to  rehearse. 
Your  wily  snares  an*  fechtin*  fierce, 
Sin'  that  day  Michael  *  did  you  pierce, 

Down  to  this  tini^ 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An*  now,  auld  Cioots,  I  ken  ye're  thinkia 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin*,  drinkin*. 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkin*. 

To  your  bUck  pit ; 


•  Vide  MUton.  book  vt. 
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Bat,fiitli!  htHtvttAeorMr.jtnkin', 

AnddiMt  you  yet 

But,  hn  y  weel,  auld  Niekit-lenl 

0  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  and  men* ! 
Tt  aibhna  might— I  diona  ken — 

Still  hae  a  atake— 

1  mWM  to  think  npon  yon  den, 

Eren  for  your  aake ! 


TUB 


DEATH  AND  DYING  WORDS 
or 

POOR  MAILIE, 

THE  AUTHOR'S  ONLY  PET  YOWE. 
AN  UNCO  MOURNFU'  TALE. 

Aa  iUbt/ie,  an*  her  lambs  th^ither, 
Were  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether, 
Upon  her  doot  she  coost  a  hitch. 
An*  owre  ahe  varaled  in  the  ditch ; 
There,  groaning,  dying,  ahe  did  lie. 
When  Hughoe*  he  came  doytin  by. 

Wi*  glowrin*  een,  and  lifted  han*a, 
Poor  Hugkoe  like  a  atatue  atan*a  : 
He  taw  her  daya  were  near-hand  ended. 
Bat,  wae*a  my  heart !  he  ooold  na  mend  it ! 
He  gaped  wide,  but  naething  apak  ! 
At  lei^h  poor  Mailie  silence  brak. 

*  O  thou,  whaae  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  waefn*  case ! 
lly  dping  words  attentiire  hear, 
\n*  bear  them  to  my  Maater  dear. 

*  Tell  him,  if  e*er  again  he  keep 
Aa  moekle  gear  aa  buy  a  sheep, 
O,  bid  him  nerer  tie  them  mair 
Wi*  wicked  strings  o*  hemp  or  hair ! 
But  ea*  them  ont  to  park  or  hill, 
An*  let  them  wander  at  their  wiU : 
80  may  hia  flock  increase,  an*  grow 
To  acorea  0*  lambs,  an*  packa  (/  woo* ! 

*  Tell  him,  he  was  a  master  kin*, 
An'  aye  waa  goid  to  me  an*  mine : 
An*  BOW  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him. 
My  helplcaa  lambs  I  trust  them  wi*  him. 


'  O  bid  him  sare  dieir  harmleaa  Uvea, 
VtM  dogi^  an'  toda,  an*  botchera*  knives  ! 
Bat  gie  them  guid  cow  milk  their  fill, 
TQl  they  bs  fit  to  fend  themsel' ; 
Ab*  teat  them  duly,  e*en  an*  mom. 
Wi*  tatti  o*  hay  an*  ripa  0*  com. 


*  An*  may  they  nefer  leun  IIh 
Of  ither  vile,  wanraatfu'  jmCi/ 
To  alink  thro*  al^ia,  an*  retTa  an' 
At  atacka  o'  peaae^  or  atocka  o'  kaiL 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  fortwai% 
For  mony  a  year  come  thro*  the  ahaera : 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o*  bread. 

An*  baima  greet  for  them  when  they'te  deftL 

*  My  pool  toop  lamb,  my  son  an*  heir, 

0  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi*  care  ' 
An*  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast. 

To  pit  some  bavins  in  his  breast ! 
An*  warn  him,  what  I  vinna  name. 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame ; 
An*  no  to  rin  an*  wear  his  cloots. 
Like  ither  menseless,  graceless,  bratca. 

*  An*  neist  my  gowie,  silly  thing, 
Guid  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  atricg  ■ 
O,  may  thou  ne'er  Ibrgather  'ip 
Wi*  ony  blastit  moorland  Unp  : 
But  aye  keep  mind  to  moop  an*  mdl 
Wr  aheep  o*  credit  like  thysd' ! 

'  An*  now,  my  baima,  wi*  my  last  breath, 

1  lea*e  my  blessin*  wi*  you  baith  : 

An*  when  you  think  upo*  your  mither. 
Mind  to  be  kin*  to  ane  anither. 

*  Now,  honeat  Hmj^uk,  dinna  £ul 
To  tell  my  master  a*  my  tale ; 

An*  bid  him  bum  thia  cursed  tether. 
An*,  for  thy  pains,  thou*se  get  my  Uether.' 

This  sakl.  poor  MailU  tura*d  h«r  head. 
And  closed  her  een  amang  the  dead. 


a  A  utribot  hefdUcaUan. 


POOR  MAILIE'S  ELEOT 

Lam  KMT  in  rhyme,  Ument  in  proaa^ 
Wi*  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  noaa ; 
Our  bardie*s  fiite  is  at  a  doae^ 

Past  a*  remaad; 
The  last  sad  cape-atane  o*  hia  woea  ; 

Amt  JfinbVa  dMd ! 


It*s  no  the  kisa  o'  warl'a  _ 
That  could  aae  bitter  draw  the  tear. 
Or  mak  our  bardie^  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning 
He*s  loat  a  friend  and  neebor  dear. 

In  Jlfoifie  dead. 


Thro*  a*  the  town  ahe  trotted  bv  hin ; 
i  A  lang  half-mile  she  could  dcacfy  him  ; 
Wi*  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  bin. 

She  ran  wi*  speed ; 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne*er  cam  nigh  hin. 

Than  Hiaitie  dead. 

I  wat  she  waa  a  aheep  o'  aense. 
An*  eonld  behave  barael*  wi*  meaaa . 
I'll  aay*t,  she  B«?«r  brak  a  fcaoa. 

Thro*  thiiTiah  gfw4. 


IfeibVf  dead. 
iMbowe, 


P0BM8. 
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m  the  kiiove» 
lilio'  bread; 
•  rowe 
Mbilie  dead. 

uriand  tips, 
f  hips: 

«ght  in  »hipii 
yontthe  Tweed.' 
■■M  the  clips 
i  Mailie  dead. 

ftnt  did  shape 
tag — a  rape  ! 
an'  gape, 
didiin*  dread  ; 
I  wi*  crape, 
Mailie  dead. 

lie  J^oon  ! 
laanters  tune  ! 
ious  croon 
b6j»*«  reed  ! 
iboon 
Mailie  dead. 


wMitea 


etmcnt  of  the  soul ! 
kler  of  society  1 


<t,  paukie  thief, 

th  or  rief) 

ick-breef 

e  human  hearts ; 

■  prief 

nat  your  arts. 

o  an*  moon, 

aaboon, 

ir  o*  shoon, 

gauo  to  see  you  : 

t*a  done, 

'  taen  I*m  wi*  you. 

arKo,  Nature, 
ipit  stature, 
aman  creature 
vexjirtt  plan, 
nry  feature, 
i  wrote,  the  Man. 

\  fit  0*  rhyme, 
dog  prime, 


■MMiieatla  time 

To  h«ar  whit*a  eomin'  ? 


hiity  tammon  ; 


Some  rhyme  A  nedxnr'a  name  to  laah  ; 
Some  rhyme  (vain  thought !)  for  needia* 
Some  rhyme  to  eonrt  the  ooontn  elaah. 

An'  raise  a  din ; 
For  me  an  aim  I  never  fiwh ; 

I  rhyme  for  fan. 

The  sUr  that  rulea  my  lackleM  bt. 
Has  fated  me  the  ruswt  coat» 
An*  damned  my  fortune  to  the  groat : 

But  in  requity 
Has  blea8*d  me  wi'  a  random  shot 

O*  eountn  wit. 


This  while  my  notion's  taen  a  aUent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid  Mack  prexii  ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent» 

Something  cries  *  Hoolit 
I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent ! 

Ye'll  shaw  yoor  foUy. 

*  There's  ither  poets,  much  your  betters. 
Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o*  letters^ 
Hae  thought  fliey  had  ensured  their  debtors, 

A*  future  ages ; 
Now  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tetters. 

Their  unknown  pages. 

Then  farewecl  hopes  o*  laurel-booghs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows  ! 
Henceforth  I'll  mve  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistling  thrang, 
An*  teach  the  lanely  heights  au'  howcs 

My  rustic  sang. 

ni  wander  on,  with  tentkai  heed 
How  never-halting  momenta  speed. 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread  ; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
ril  lay  me  with  th*  inglorious  dead, 

Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why  o'  death  begin  a  tale  ? 
Just  now  we*re  living,  sound  an*  hale, 
Theu  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail. 

Heave  care  o'er  side 
And  large,  before  enjoyment's  gale, 

Let*8  tak'  the  tide. 

This  life,  sae  far's  I  understand. 
Is  a*  enchanted  fairy  land. 
Where  pleasure  is  the  magic  wand. 

That,  wielded  right, 
Maks  hours  like  minutes,  hai^,  in  hand, 

Dance  by  fu*  light. 

The  magic-wand  then  let  us  widd  ; 
For  ance  that  five-an*-forty's  speel*d. 
See  crazy,  weary,  joyless  eild, 

Wi'  wrinkled  faoe^ 
Comes  hostin',  hirplin*,  owre  the  fidd, 

Wi*  creepin*  pace. 
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When  anoe  Kft^i  deaf  orawt  netr  tlie  gkNunin*, 
Then  ikreweel  Tacant  eardcM  itMunin* ; 
An*  ikreweel  cheerfii*  tenkardt  foamin*, 

An*  Bocial  noise ; 
An*  fereweel  dear  delndiag  womoMf 

The  joy  of  jvya! 

O  Life !  how  plcaaant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy*8  rajrt  the  hills  adorning  ! 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  tcoming. 

We  frisk  away, 
Like  achooUboys,  at  the  expected  warning, 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  hrier, 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near, 

Amang  the  leares : 
And  though  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flowery  spat. 
For  which  they  never  toiled  nor  swat. 
They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat, 

But  care  or  pain ; 
And  haply  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  dkdtb. 

With  steady  aim,  some  Fortune  chaae ; 
Keen  hope  does  every  sinew  brace : 
Thro*  fiur,  thro*  ibul,  they  ui^  the  race. 

An  seise  the  prey : 
Then  cannie,  in  some  cosie  place. 

They  doae  the  day. 

An*  others,  like  your  humble  servan*. 
Poor  wights !  nae  ruka  nor  roads  observin* ; 
To  right  or  left,  etanal  swervin*, 

They  aig-iag  on ; 
Tin  curst  wi*  age^  obscure  an*  ttarvin*. 

They  afWn  groan. 

Alas !  what  bitter  toil  an*  strainings 
But  truce  with  peevish  poor  complaining ! 
Is  Fortune's  ficlde  Lwma  waning  ? 

E'en  let  h*r  gang ! 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining, 

Let*s  sing  oar  sang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door. 
And  kneel,  *  Ye  pow*rB  !*  and  warm  implorv, 
*  1^*  I  should  wander  Urra  o'er. 

In  all  her  climes, 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more. 

Aye  rowth  o*  rhymes. 

<  Oie  dreeptng  roasts  to  eonntra  lairds, 
Till  icicles  hmg  frae  their  beards : 
Oie  fine  braw  daes  to  fine  life-guarda. 

An'  maids  of  hoooar ; 
An*  yill  an*  whisky  gie  to  cairda^ 

UntUthey 

*  A  title,  DtmmUr  merits  it ; 


Gie  wealth  to  soom  be-ledgtr*d  dk. 

In  cent,  pet 

But  give  me  real,  sterling  wit. 

An'  I'm  content. 


*  While  ye  are  pleased  to  keep 
ril  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  mod, 
Be*t  water-brose  or  muglit^^ail, 

Wi*  cheerfii* 
As  lang*s  the  muses  dinna  ftul 

To  say  the 


An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jouk  beneath  misfortune's  blows, 

A«  weeKs  I  may  % 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  an*  prose, 

1  rhyme  away. 

O  ye  douce  folk,  that  live  by  mle. 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  ralm  and  eool, 
Compar'd  wi*  you — O  fool !  fool !  fool ! 

How  much  unlike ! 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool. 

Your  lives,  a  dykt ! 


Nae  hair-hrain'd  sentimental 
In  your  unletter*d  nameless  hc»  ; 
In  ario*o  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  stray. 
But  graviuimo^  solemn  hnsses 

Y«  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  granc,  nae  doubt  ye*re 
Nae  fcrly  tho'  ye  do  despise 
The  hairum-scairum,  ram-stam  boys. 

The  rattlin*  aqud : 
I  see  you  upward  cast  your  eyes— 

—Yekenthe 


Whilst  I — but  I  shall  baud  me 
Wi'  you  rU  scarce  gang  onjf 
Then,  t/omie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair. 

But  quat  my 
Content  wi*  yo«  to  mak  a  pair, 

Whare  er  I  gaag. 


A  DREAM. 


Thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  the  rtatute 

reaaoni 
But  surely  drtamt  wstene'te  Indicted 


[On  readlnf.  In  the  public papsta,  the  Lamtmi^Oia, 
with  the  other  parade  or  June  4,  1786,  the  aether 
was  no  MMoer  dropt  asleep,  then  he  iasaipeed  htae- 
selftrsnsportcd  to  the  birthUlay  levee  t  end  la  Mi 


tiansportcd  to'  the  birth.4lay 
dieaming  fboey,  made  the  foUowtng 


GuiD-MOftNiN*  to  your  Af<yss#y  / 
May  heaven  augment  your 

On  every  new  trirth'day  vt  see, 
A  humble  poet  wiahee ! 

My  bardahip  here,  at  your  kvea^ 
Oa  aie  adaf  ae  thaaii, 
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li  wan  an  anooath  Mm  to  Me, 
AjiMiif  tht  birtlMUjr  dnmu 

Sm  fine  thu  day. 

IL 
I  ace  3re*re  complimented  tlurang, 

By  mony  •  lord  an*  lady, 
*  Goifl  nve  the  King  !*  *•  a  cuckoo  uug 

That's  unco  easy  said  aye ; 
The  poeU^  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi*  rhymes  wed  turn'd  an*  ready. 
Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne*er  do  wrai^. 

But  aye  unerring  steady, 

On  sic  a  day. 

III. 
For  me !  belbre  a  monarch's  fiu«, 

£r*n  there  1  winna  flatter ; 
For  neither  pension,  post,  nor  place, 

Am  I  jrour  humble  debtor : 
So  nae  reflection  on  jfotcr  graces 

Your  kingship  to  bespatter ; 
There's  monie  waur  becii  o*  the  race, 

An'  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Than  you  this  day. 

rv. 

'Tis  rery  true,  my  sov'reign  king, 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted  : 
But  &cts  are  chiels  tlut  winna  ding. 

An'  downa  be  disputed  : 
Your  royal  nest,  beneath  your  wing, 

Is  e'en  right  reft  an'  douted, 
An*  now  the  third  part  o'  the  string. 

An'  leas,  will  gangabout  it 

Than  did  ae  day. 

V. 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  kgisUtion, 
Or  say,  ye  wndom  want,  or  fixe, 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation ! 
But,  fiuth !  I  muckle  doubt,  my  Sirt^ 

Ye*Te  trusted  ministration 
To  chapa,  wha,  in  a  bam  or  byre. 

Wad  better  fill'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

VL 
An*  now  ye've  gien  auld  Britain  pcMe, 

Her  brdken  shins  to  plaister ; 
Your  aair  taxation  does  her  fleme. 

Till  die  has  scarce  a  tester ; 
For  nae*  thaak  God,  my  life's  a  Isaac, 

Nae  beuyuin  wearing  £wter. 
Or,  futh !  I  fear,  that  wi*  the  gcese^ 

I  shortly  booal  to  pasture 

A  the  craft  some  day. 

va 

rm  BO  matrosting  Willie  Pitt, 

When  taxes  he  enkrgea, 
(An*  WiWt  a  true  guid  fiJbw'a  gat, 

A  naaae  not  envy  spairgca). 
That  be  intends  to  pay  your  dcb^ 
a' four  chaifM ; 


But,  God-aake !  let  nae  9a9lng  JU 
Abridge  your  bonnie  barges 

An'  boata  this  di^. 

VIII. 
Adieu,  my  Lityt  I  may  freedom  geek 

Beneath  your  high  protection  ; 
An'  may  ye  rax  Corruption's  neck. 

An'  gie  her  for  dissection  ! 
But  since  Tni  here,  I'll  no  neglect. 

In  loyal,  true  affection. 
To  pay  your  Qtreeii,  with  due  re^Mel^ 

My  findty  an'  suLjection 

This  great  birtb-digr, 

IX. 
Hail,  Majeety  !  Most  Excellent  I 

While  nobles  strive  to  please  ye. 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment 

A  simple  poet  gies  ye  ? 
Thae  bonnie  bairtitime,  Heav'n  has  lenl^ 

Still  higher  may  they  heeze  ye. 
In  bliss,  till  fate  some  dsy  is  sent, 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 


X. 

For  you,  young  potentate  o*  Wales, 

I  tell  your  Hiyhnett  fairly, 
Down  Pleasure's  Htresm,  wi'  swdling 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rardy  ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails, 

An*  curse  your  folly  sairly. 
That  e'er  ye  brok  Dia%a*i  pales, 

Or  rattled  dice  wi'  Charlie^ 

By  night  or  day. 


XL 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowte*% 

To  mak  a  noble  atacr  .* 
So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  Uirooe, 

For  a*  their  clish-ma*claver : 
There,  him  *  at  Agimeourt  wha  dume^ 

Few  better  were  or  braver ; 
An'  yet  wi*  fiinny  queer  Sir  Jokn,^ 

He  was  an  unoo  shaver 

For  monie  a  day 

XIL 
For  you,  right  rev  rend  Oemabmp, 

Naue  sets  the  lawn-eleeve  sweeter, 
Altho*  a  ribbon  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  comf^eter : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  swith !  an*  get  a  wife  to  hag^ 

Or,  trouth,  ye'U  stdn  the  mitie 

Some  lucklesa  day. 

XHL 
Young  royal  7*arry  J9redb,  I  lean, 
Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her; 


•  KInffHsnry  V. 
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A  glorions  goBgff^  ttcm  «b  rtern, 
Wed  rigg'd  for  VtmM»*Uxttr\ 

Bat  fint  haag  out,  that  •he'll  diicern 
Your  hymeneal  charter, 

Then  heave  aboard  yoar  grapple  aim, 
An'  laige  npo*  hear  quarter, 

Gome  faU  that  di^. 

XIV. 
Ye,  laatly,  bonnie  Uoeeoma  a*. 

Ye  royal  laaiei  dainty, 
Heav'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  aa  braw, 

An'  gie  you  lads  a-plmty : 
Bnt  sneer  nae  British  &oy«  ava', 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  aye ; 
An*  German  gentles  are  but  ima\ 

They're  better  just  than  want  apt 
On  onie  day. 

XV. 
God  UesB  you  a' !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet ; 
But,  ere  the  count  o*  lifie  be  thro*. 

It  may  be  bitter  sautet ; 
An*  I  hse  seen  their  cog^ie  fou. 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it ; 
Bnt  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow. 

The  laggen  they  hae  dautet 

Fu'  clean  that  dai 


THE  VISION. 

DUAH  riKR.f 

Thk  ran  had  dosed  the  winter  day, 
The  curler*  qnat  thdr  roaring  play. 
An*  hunger'd  maukin  ta'en  her  way 

To  kail-yards  grer 
While  £uthlaa  flMnrs  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  die  has  be». 

The  thresher*s  weary  ^'n^'a-free 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me : 
And  whan  the  day  had  dosed  his  e'e. 

Far  i*  the  west, 
Ben  i'  the  gpeuet,  right  pensiTelie, 

Igaed  to  rest. 

There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey*d  the  spewing  reek, 
That  fUl*d  wi*  hoaat-prmking  smeek, 
.  The  auld  clay  biggik  . 

'heard  the  restless  imttoos  squeak 
About  the  riggin*. 


A»1 


AD  in  thia  mottie^  misty  dime, 
I  backward  mva'd  on  wasted  time. 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfn*  prime, 

An'  done  nse-thiuf;. 


•  Alhiding  la  tho  nevipaper  aeeount  of  a  eHtsIn 

TIssihinaBBOiir. 
DiM%  a  Isim  orOsrian^sfbrlhedlflhrantdhrlrfoM 
or  a  dIgvMlte  po«n.    See  his  OifA-JMa.  voL  i.  of 


But  stringin'  blethers  np  in  ilijfa 

For  foda  to  aiag. 

JTjd  I  to  Ruid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  luij^ht,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  and  clarkit 

Mf  cash  aceomit: 
While  liere,  half-mad,  nilf-fed,  half-sarkr' 

Is  a*  th'  amount. 

I  started,  mutt*ring,  blockhead  !  r*  / 
And  heav*d  on  high  my  wauki^  \(^^ 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  rrjC 

Or  s(*mp  rafi!i  alib 
That  I,  henceforth,  wm-ld  *4«e  ihfjktmprm% 

TiU  ji^  lau  breatl^- 

When  click  !  tne  st^ln^,  the  sneck  did  dr*i^ 
An*  jee !  the  Hdol  fr.ed  co  tlie  wa' ; 
An*  by  my  in.Jr*^*  /W:  I  saw. 

Mow  bleeain  bright, 
A  tight  ju  ^s  A'  X\  Bizzie  braw, 

Come  full  in  dghl 

Ye  nee^  pi  doubt,  I  hrld  my  whisht 
Tfc«  iafaot  ai*:h  half-form 'd  was  cnuh*t ; 
I  g'ov  c**-  Kt  eerie'ii  I'd  been  dusht 

In  some  wild  glen ; 
^V 1  'wret,  like  modmt  worth,  she  Uosh't, 

And  stepped  bea. 

Green,  dender,  leaf-clad  hoBp4fOMgk9j 
Were  twisted  gracefu'  round  her  brows ; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Mmte, 

By  that  same  token  ; 
An*  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows» 

Would  soon  been  broken. 


A  *  hair-brain'd,  sentimentd  traee* 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  fooe ; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  lull  apon  bar ; 
Her  eye,  er'n  turn*d  on  empty  space, 

Beam*d  keen  with 


Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan 
Tin  half  a  leg  was  srrimply  seen  ; 
And  such  a  leg  !  my  bonnie  •Icon 

GouM  only  pear  it ; 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight,  and  dana^ 

Naae  else  cam  new  it. 


Her  wumtle  Urge,  of  greenish  hw» 
My  gasinf?  wonder  chiefly  drew  ; 
Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold-nuagiiag.  tknv 

A  lustre  grand  ; 
And  seem'd  to  my  aittimi^h'd  view, 

A  trtH  knomm  had. 


Here,  riven  in  the  sua  were  hat : 
There,  mountdns  to  the  skies  were 
Hera,  tamUiBg  billowa  mark*d  tbt 

WithaaifiBf 
Art  I  loll^  M 
Thakwd^  ~ 
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Here  l>oom  ponr'd  doini  hit  fkr-fetcbM  floods ; 
Tbere,  wdl-fed  Lipifu  itately  thuds : 
Aold  bennit  Ayr  wUw  thro*  his  woodsy 

On  to  the  shore  ', 
And  many  a  tester  torrent  scuds, 

With  seeming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  vaDey  spread. 
An  ancient  borough  reared  her  head  ; 
Still,  aa  in  Scottish  story  read, 

She  boaste  a  race, 
To  evtry  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  polish'd  grace. 

By  stately  tow*r  or  palace  fair. 
Or  raiia  peadent  in  the  air, 
Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern ; 
Some  aeem*d  to  tnuse,  some  seem*d  to  dare, 

With  feature  stem. 

My  bnrt  did  glowing  transport  ieel. 
To  sec  a  race  •  heroic  wheel, 
And  braadidk  round  the  deep-dy'd  steel 

In  sturdy  blows ; 
While  badc-recoiling  seem*d  to  reel 

Their  snthron  foes. 

His  CooyTaT*s  SATiouB,f  mark  him  well ! 
Bold  Riekardtom*i  \  heroic  swsll ; 
The  chief  on  Sark  §  who  glorious  fell, 

In  high  command ; 
And  A«  wbom  ruthless  £ites  expel 

His  nativs  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptred  Pictish  shade  |) 
Stalk'd  round  bis  ariiet  lowly  laid, 
I  mark*d  a  martial  race  pourtray'd 

In  colours  strong ; 
Bold,  soldicr-leatur^d,  undismay*d 

They  strode  along. 

Thro*  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove,^ 
Near  aotany  a  bermit-Cuicy'd  oove, 
(I^  haontslor  friendship  or  for  lore 

In  musing  mood), 
An  mgtd  Judgtf  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispeuing  good. 

Witb  deep-sCnidk  reverential  awe,** 
The  learned  9ir§  and  §on  I  saw. 
To  Nature's  Qod  and  Nature's  law 

They  gave  their  lore, 


This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw, 

That,  to  adore. 

BrydoiCi  brave  ward  *  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia*i  smiling  eye ; 
Who  caird  on  Fame,  low  standing  by, 

To  hand  him  on. 
Where  many  a  patriot-name  on  high. 

And  hero  shone. 

DUAN  SECOND. 

With  musing^deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heav'nly-ieeming /air ; 
A  wUisp'ring  throb  did  witness  bear, 

Of  kindred  sweet. 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

<  All  hail !  my  own  inspired  bard ! 
In  me  thy  native  muse  regard ; 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  ftite  is  hard. 

Thus  poorly  low, 
I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

*  Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light,  aerial  band. 
Who,  All  beneath  his  high  command. 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand. 

Their  labours  ply. 

'  They  Scotia^s  race  among  them  share ; 
Some  fire  the  «o1dicr  on  to  dare ; 
Some  route  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart : 
Some  teach  the  bard,  a  darling  eare. 

The  tuneful 


•  The  Wallaoa. 
t  Adam  Wallaee, 
OBortal 


f  William  Wallace. 
m^  et  Riefaardton,  oourin  to  the  im. 

ortal  minttmt  or SeoCtish  Independenoa. 

I  WalUMe,  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  wa«  second  in  cmn- 
ttuid,  under  Douglas  Earl  of  Onnond,  at  the  famous 
battle  on  the  banks  of  Ssrk.  fought  anno  1 448.  That 
glorious  vietory  was  prineipaUy  owing  to  the  judicious 
ooaduct  md  mtrepid  valour  of  the  gallant  Laird  of 
CrsMe,  who  died  of  his  wounds  after  the  action. 

I  Oollas,  King  of  the  Piets,  ftoro  whom  the  district 
of  Kyle  Is  said  to  take  its  name,  lies  buried,  as  tradi- 
tkn  says,  near  the  fiunOv'SSst  of  the  Montgomeries  of 
CotUwld,  where  his  burlal.plaos  is  still  shown. 

5  BaisklmmlBg^  the  Mat  oi  tba  lata  Locd  Justice. 


••Catftaa^  Ihoisat  of  the  lals  Doctor,  andprssnt 


*  'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gor% 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour; 

Or,  'mid  the  venal  senate's  roar, 

They,  sightless,  stand. 

To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore. 

And  grace  the  hand. 

*  And  when  the  bard,  or  hoary  sag^ 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age. 
They  bind  the  wild  poetic  rage 

In  energy. 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page  g 

Full  on  the  eye. 

*  Hence  FullartoHf  the  brave  and  young ; 
Hence  Dempster* §  seal-inspired  tongue  ; 
Hence  sweet  harmonious  JBeattie  sung 

His  "  Minstrel  lays  ;* 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung. 

The  sceptic^t  bays. 

*  To  lower  orders  are  assign'd 
The  humbler  ranks  of  hunun-kind, 
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Bud,  dM  labVing  Hind, 
The  Artwan; 

they're  indio'd, 
The  variotti  men. 


'  When  yeOoir  waree  the  heary  grain, 
The  threat'ning  etorm  tome  etrongly  rein ; 
Some  teach  to  mdiorate  the  plain* 

With  tnUge  tkin ; 
And  tome  inatmct  the  ihepherd-train, 

BUthe  o*er  the  hiU. 

'  Sooie  hmt  the  knrer'a  hannle«  wile ; 
Some  graee  the  maiden'a  artkw  smile ; 
Sooie  eoothe  the  ]ab*rer'i  weary  teil, 

For  hnmble  gains, 
And  make  hie  cottage  seeues  beguilf 

Hie  cares  and  paina. 

'  Some  bonnded  to  a  district  space» 
Explore  at  large  man's  in£uit  race. 
To  mark  the  embryotie  trace 

Of  ncffie  Bard  J 
And  earefnl  note  each  op*ning  grace, 

A  guide  and  guard. 


*  O/iMtm  «m  I—Coila  my  name ; 
And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
Where  once  the  CampbeOi,  chiefr  of  fiune, 

Held  ruling  pow*r : 
I  mark'd  thy  emhryo  tuneful  flame. 

Thy  natal  hour. 

<  With  future  hope,  I  oft  wouU  gaie. 
Food  on  thy  little  early  ways, 

Thy  raddy  caroU'd,  chimiiy  phraae. 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 

Find  at  die  aimpls^  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

<  I  saw  thee  asek  the  sounding  shore, 
IMightad  with  the  dashing  rtiar  ; 

Or  when  the  north  his  flcMy  store 

Drove  thro*  the  sky, 

I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

*  Or  when  die  deep-green  mantled  earth 
Warm  cherish*d  er*ry  flow'r«t*s  birth. 
And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 

In  er'ry  grove^ 
I  taw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

With  boundless  k>Te. 


'  When  ripen'd  ileUs,  and  asnre  __ 
CbU*d  forth  the  rsaper's  rusUing  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  er'ning  joys, 

And  loaely  stalk, 
To  vwt  thy  boaom's  swelling  rise 

In  pensive  walk. 

'  When  ymthfiil  k>v%  warm-blnshiag^ 
Kew  shivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
"^  gralafal  to  thy  tongue, 

Th' adored  aSum^ 


I  taught  thee  how  In  powr  in 

To  soothe  thy 


*  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play, 
Wild  send  thee  Pleasure's  devious  way. 
Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor  ray. 

By  Psssion  driven; 
But  yet  the  ligki  that  led  Mtray 

Wss/^ftna 


'  I  teoght  thy  manners-painting 
The  lores,  the  ways  of  simple  swaiaa 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  fomeeztettd 
And  some,  the  pride  of  CoUaU  plaino, 

% 


'  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  show. 
To  paint  with  Tkem$oiCi  landseape  glow  ; 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe^ 

With  ^Aenstene'eart; 
Or  pour,  with  Gra|^  the  moving  fkiw 

Warm  on  the  heart. 

<  Yet  an  beneath  th*  unrivaU'd  tmt. 
The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows : 
The'  large  the  forvet's  monarch  throw* 

His  army  shade. 
Yet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grower 

Adown  thsglnda. 

'  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humUe  sphere  to  shine  ; 
And  trust  me^  not  PotctCi  mine, 

Nor  king's  rsgard. 
Can  give  a  blim  o'ermatching  thiiWk 

AnutkBard, 

*  To  give  my  counsels  all  in  ooob 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  foa ; 
Praserve  Me  dignity  of  Mam, 

With  soul 
And  trust  the  Univenal  pUm 

WiUall 


•  And  wtar  thorn  I*m,* 

And  bound  the  //offjf  round  my  head  ; 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  rud. 

Did  rustling  nhqr ; 
And,  like  a  pawing  thm^ht,  she  M 

In  light  away. 


ADDRESS  TO  TUB  UNCO  QUID 


OETMI 


RIGIDLY  RIGHTEOUa 


Mv  son.  them  maiiins  make  a  mliL 
And  lump  them  aye  tficgithwi 

TIm  J^rW XmIam*  h aiPtoL 
Th§Hig.^^  tf^be  anilbevt 


POEMS. 


9« 


Tht  elMOMit  eorn  that  €wt  was  dlght 

May  hae  «MM  pylci  0^  off  in  t 
•w  mfcr  a  Mlow-criatura  slif  ht 


Por 


flti  </ dalBn.<~ 

du  tIL  TCfi  1& 


0  TB  wha  are  sae  guid  younel, 

Sae  pioaa  an*  8ae  holy, 
Te*ve  oonght  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  ocebour*a  fauts  and  folly  ! 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel  gaun  mill, 

Supply  *d  wi*  store  o*  urater. 
The  heapit  happer*t  ebbing  still. 

And  stfll  the  clap  plays  datter. 

II. 
Hear  me,  y«  Tenerable  core, 

As  eoonael  for  poor  mortals, 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  door 

For  glaikit  Folly**  portals ; 
I,  tut  dbeir  tkoi^htleas,  careleas  sakes, 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes, 

Their  fitilings  and  mischances. 

IIL 
Ye  see  your  state  wi*  theirs  compared, 

An*  shudder  at  the  niffer, 
Bat  cast  a  moment's  £ur  r^ard. 

What  maks  the  mighty  diffijr  } 
Diaeoont  what  scant  occasion  gare. 

That  purity  ye  pride  in. 
An*  (what's  aft  mair  than  a*  the  lara) 

Yo«r  better  art  o'  hiding. 

IV. 
Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Oies  BOW  and  then  a  wallop. 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  conmlse^ 

That  still  eternal  gallop  : 
Wi*  wind  and  tide  fair  i*  your  tail, 

R%ht  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way ; 
B«t  in  the  teeth  o*  baith  to  aail, 

It  maks  an  «moo  lee-woy. 

V. 

See  ooeial  Kfo  and  glee  sit  down, 

All  joyous  and  undiinkif^. 
Till,  quite  transmogrified,  they're  grown 

Debauchefy  and  drinking : 
O  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th*  cternid  consequences ; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  state, 

Damnation  of  expenses  ^ 

VI. 
Ye  high,  eitalted,  virtuous  dames, 

Ty'd  up  >B  godly  huxa, 
hdan  ve  gie  pw>T  frailty  ouotM, 

Sappoae  a  change  o*  eases ; 
A  dear  k>r*d  lad,  oonvenience  snug, 

A  tracfaeroiis  inclination— 
Bet,  let  BM  whisper  i*  your  lug, 

Yt're  liUiM  :ie  tsmpCatioB. 


VII. 

Then  gently  scan  yonr  brother  man, 

Still  gentler  sister  woman ; 
Tho'  they  may  gang  a  kennin  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human : 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark. 

The  moving  why  they  do  it ; 
And  ju»t  as  lamrly  can  ye  mark. 

How  far  perl.apa  they  rue  it 

VIII. 
Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  abne 

Decidedly  can  try  us. 
He  knows  each  chord — its  various 

Each  spring — its  various  bias  : 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute, 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute. 

But  know  not  what's  resided. 


TAM  SAMSON'S*  ELEGY. 


^^mmm>m0>mm*0immm0 


An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God.— A^ 


Has  auld  K- 
Or  grcit  M'. 
Or  R 


seen  the  Deil ! 

f  thrawo  his  heel  ? 

-\  again  grown  weel 

To  preach  an'  read  ? 
'  Na,  waur  than  a*  !*  cries  ilka  chiel, 

-•  7am  SajRMm'sdead! 

K lang  may  grunt  an*  graae, 

An*  sigh,  an*  sab,  an'  greet  her  lane» 

An*  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wifo,  and  wean. 

In  mourning  weed ; 
To  death,  she's  dearly  paid  the  kane, 

Tam  Samson's  dead 

The  brethren  of  the  my»tic  Jeve4 
May  hing  their  head  in  woefu'  bevel. 
While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  revel. 

Like  ony  bead ! 
Death's  gien  the  lodge  an  unco  devel, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ' 

When  winter  mulBes  up  his  doak, 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock ; 
When  to  the  lochs  the  curlers  flock, 

Wi*  gleesome  speed ; 
Wha  will  they  sUthm  at  the  cock  f 

Tam  Samson's  dead  1 

He  was  the  king  o'  a*  the  core. 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore. 


•  When  this  worthy  old  mortsman  went  oat  last 
muirfowl  season,  he  supposed  it  was  to  be,  in  Osshufs 
phrase,  « the  last  of  his  flekls  r  and  cxpresssd  an  ar- 
dent wbh  to  die  and  be  buried  in  the  muirs.  On  this 
hint  the  author  composed  his  elegy  and  epitaph. 

t  A  certain  preadwr,  a  great  fisvourite  with  tiie  mU> 
lion.    Fide  the  Ordination,  Stansa  II. 

%  Another  preacher,  an  equal  bvourite  with  Uie  firw, 
who  was  at  that  time  ailing.  For  him  see  also  tlss  Or- 
dination StanaaUL 


u 
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Or  up  the  rink,  like  ./eAs  roar, 

la  time  o'  iiee«I ; 

Bot  DOir  be  lags  oo  death's  hog-trort, 

Tam  Samson's  dea«l ! 

Now  safe  the  stately  sawmoot  sail. 
And  trouts  bedropp*d  vri*  crimson  hail. 
And  eels  weel  keno'd  for  suuple  tail. 

And  geds  for  greed. 
Since  dark  in  death**  yfsA-<ree/  we  wail. 

Tain  Sam»on  dead  ! 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  paitricks  a* ; 
Ye  oootie  moorcocks,  rrouMrly  craw  ; 
Ye  maukins,  cock  your  fud  fu'  braw, 

Wi  thou  ten  dread  ; 
Your  mortal  fae  is  now  awa*, 

Tam  Samson's  dead 

That  waefu*  mom  lie  ever  mnurnM, 
Saw  him  in  shotitin*  graith  idurnM, 
While  pointers  round  impatient  liurn'd, 

Frae  cuu|>leN  freed  ! 
But,  och  !    he  gaed  and  ne'er  return 'd  I 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ! 

In  vain  auld  age  his  body  batten  ; 
In  Tain  the  gout  his  aiicle«  fetters  ; 
In  vain  the  bums  came  down  like  wsters, 

An  acre  braid  ! 
Now  er'ry  auld  wife,  greetin*.  clatters, 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ! 

Owre  mony  a  weary  hag  he  limpit, 
An'  aye  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit. 
Till  coward  death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feide ; 
Now  he  proclaims  wi*  tout  o*  trumpet, 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ! 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger, 
Hf  rcel'd  his  wonted  bottle-swagger, 
Bot  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weeUaim'd  heed  ; 
'  L — d,  five  !'  he  cry'd,  an*  owre  did  stagger  ; 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ! 

Ilk  hoary  hunter  mourn 'd  a  brither ; 
nk  tportsman  youth  bemoan'd  a  father  ; 
Yon  auld  grey  stane,  amang  the  heatlier, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Bunu  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

7am  SamunCi  dead  ! 

There  low  he  lies,  in  lasting  rest : 
Perhapa  upon  his  mould'ring  breast 
Soma  tpitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest. 

To  hatch  an'  breed , 
Alaa !  na*  mair  he'll  them  molest ! 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  Angnat  winda  the  heather  wave, 
And  sportamin  wander  by  yon  grave, 
Tkna  ToQayt  let  hia  mtm'ry  crave 

O'  poathcr  an'  land, 


Tin  Echo 


fraaher 
Tam 


Heav'n  n^t  his  «aul,  whare'er  he  be ! 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  m.ie  thin  me  : 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  may  be  three. 

Yet  what  remead  ? 
Ae  social,  honest  man.  wsnt  we  : 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ? 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Tam  Samson's  weel-wurn  rlay  here  licay 
Ye  caatiiu^  zeulutis  spare  him  ! 

If  hone«t  worth  in  heaven  rise, 
Ye'll  mend  or  ye  won  ne^r  hii 


PER  CONTRA. 

Go,  Fame,  sn<l  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a'  the  streets  an*  neuks  o'  Ai/7ie,* 
Tell  every  social,  honest  billie. 

To  cease  his  grievin 
For  yet  unskaith'd  hy  death's  gleg  gullie, 

Tam  Stummm'g  livin 


HALLOWEEN.  1 

[The  following  poem  will,  by  many  rasders,  be  wril 
enough  umlentood  :  but  for  the  %ike  of  those  who 
are  unacquainted  with  the  mannenand  traditiQatoif 
the  country  where  the  scene  U  cast,  noCsa  are  added, 
to  eire  tome  a^xmint  of  the  principal  eharms  and 
spells  of  that  night,  so  big  with  prophecy  to  the  pc^ 
santry  in  the  West  of  Scotland.  The  pass!  on  of  pry. 
ing  into  futurity  nukes  s  striking  part  of  the  hisuwy 
oT  human  nature  in  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  sad 
nations ;  and  it  may  be  some  entertaiarocnt  to  a 
philiMophk  mind,  if  any  such  shoukl  honour  the 
author  Vlth  a  pseusal,  to  see  the  rsmains  of  it  a 
moqf  Ifet  mors  unenlightened  in  our  own.] 


Yes !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  dfadsln. 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  roe  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gkas  of  art. 


I. 
UrON  that  night,  when  fairies  light. 

On  CauHi*  I}oMmaMa\  daaoe. 
Or  owre  the  lays,  in  splendid  blase. 

On  sprightly  counters  prance^ 
Or  for  CoUan  the  route  is  ta'en. 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams  \ 


•  KUll$  Is  a  phrase  the  country  ft>lks 
for  Kilmarnock. 

t  Is  thought  to  be  a  night  when  witehca,  devil^  mk 
other  misehisf-msking  beii^,  are  all  abroad  oa  thsir 
bancftil  midnight  errands  i  partieularhr  these  aarlal 
people,  the  Fairies,  are  said  on  that  nLf  ht  to  IwU  a 
grand  annirenary. 

J^^'^^  ""*«  romantic,  roeky,  fnen  MIK  la  tha 
neighbourhood  of  the  anetsat  seal  of  tiM  Barls  of  C^ 
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Tkcrtb  vp  tlie  coot,*  to  ttrtf  an*  roTe 
Anung  the  rocks  And  streams, 

To  sport  that  night 

II. 

Amaag  the  bonnie  winding  banks 

Where  JDoom  rins,  wim^in*,  clear. 
Where  Bnuccf  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks, 

An*  shook  his  Carriek  spear. 
Some  merry,  friendly,  ceuntra  folks, 

Together  did  convene, 
To  bwn  their  nits,  an*  pou  their  stocks. 

An'  hand  their  HaUowten 

Fu'  blithe  that  night. 

IIL 

The  lasMt  feat,  an*  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  their  fine ; 
Their  fiices  blithe,  fu'  sweetly  kythe. 

Hearts  leal,  an*  warm,  an'  kin' : 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi*  wooer-babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten. 
Some  unco  blate,  an*  some  wi'  ga  ^, 

Gar  lasMt'  hearts  gang  startin* 

Whyles  fast  at  night 

IV. 

Then  first  and  Swemost,  thro*  the  kail. 

Their  ttodu  \  maun  a'  be  sought  ance ; 
They  stcek  their  een,  an*  graip  an*  wale, 

For  muckle  anes  and  straught  anes. 
Poor  hAT*rel  Will  feU  aff  the  drift, 

An*  wandered  thro*  the  buw^kaU^ 
Aa*  pou*t»  for  want  o*  better  shift, 

A  TwU  was  like  a  sow-tail, 

Sae  bow*t  that  night 

V. 

Then,  straug^ht  or  crooked,  yird  or  nana. 

They  roar  an*  cry  a'  throa'ther ; 
The  Tcra  wee  things,  todlin*,  rin 

Wi*  stocks  out-owre  their  ahoather  t 
An*  gif  the  caistoc*a  fwcet  or  aonry 

Wi*  joetekfgs  they  taste  them ; 
Syne  oociely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi*  cannie  ear^  thcy'Te  plae*d  them 
To  lie  that  night 


•  A  BoCad  eaTem  near  Colcsn-houie,  called  The 
Core  of  Colssn ;  whieh,  aiCaatlb  Downans,  b  famed 
ia  eoantry  story  liar  being  a  fkvourite  haunt  for  fUriet. 
fTheamousCunily  of  that  name,  the  anoeston  of 
R<»BBT.  the  grsat  dsliTcier  of  his  country,  were  EarU 
of  CarridL. 

t  Ihe  first  eeremony  of  Halloween,  is  pulling  each 
•  jtfodk,  or  plaatof  kaiL  They  must  go  out.  hind  in 
hand,  with  eyes  shut,  and  pull  the  first  thev  meet 
with !  Its  being  big  or  little,  straight,  or  crooked,  is 
'  t  of  the  siae  and  shape  of  tlie  eran<i  oMect  of 
sll  Qisir  ^^ells  the  busbsiid  or  wife.  If  any  ytrrf,  or 
,  to  the  root,  tliat  is  loeArr,  or  fortune  \  and 
of  the  ewfoe,  that  is  the  heart  of  the  stem,  is 
of  the  nateral  temper  and  disposition.— 
L«tiT,  Che  stems,  or,  to  give  them  tticir  ordinary  ajp< 
■sBafioo.  Che  riNsfs,  are  placed  somewhere  above  the 
iaaiof  tnedoori  aiid  the  Christian  names  of  the  pen. 
>  briiyi  fanio  the  hous^  are,  aooording 


Wte  prfodtj^  plMfi«  the  rwiUa^ 


f,  the  names  in  qi 


I 


VL 

The  iasMs  staw  fiae  *mang  them  a* 

To  pou  their  tUJkt  o*  com  ;  * 
But  Rab  slips  out,  and  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muckie  thorn  : 
He  grippet  Nelly  bard  an*  £ut ; 

Loud  skirl'd  a'  the  bsses ; 
But  her  tap-pickk  maiat  waa  lost, 

When  kiuttlin'  in  the  fiuise-houae^ 

Wi*  him  that  night. 

VIL 

The  auM  ^uidwife*s  weeUhoordet  Mte^ 

Are  round  an*  round  divided. 
And  monie  lads  and  lasses*  £ites. 

Are  there  that  night  decided  : 
Some  kindle,  couthy,  side  by  side, 

An*  burn  thegither  trimly ; 
Sume  t»urt  awa'  wi'  i»aucy  pride. 

An'  jump  out-owre  the  chimlie 

Fu*  high  that  night. 

VIII. 

Jean  slips  in  twu  wi*  teotie  e*e ; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Jock,  an'  this  is  me. 

She  says  in  to  hersel*  : 
He  bleex'd  owre  her,  and  she  owre  him. 

As  they  wud  never  mair  part ; 
Till  fuff !  he  started  up  the  lum. 

An'  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 

Ti)  hee't  that  night. 

IX. 

Poor  Willie,  wi*  his  bow^kail  mnf. 

Was  brunt  wi*  primsie  Mallie  ; 
An*  Mallie,  nae  doubt,  took  the  dronty 

To  be  conipar'd  to  Willie  : 
Mairs  nit  lap  out  wi*  pridefu'  fling, 

An*  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  it ; 
While  Willie  lap,  and  swoor  hyjiuff, 

'Twaa  just  the  way  he  wanted 

To  be  that  night. 


Nell  had  the  iauae-houae  in  her  min% 
She  pits  hersel*  an*  Rob  in  ; 

In  loving  bleese  they  sweetly  join. 
Till  white  in  aae  they're  sobbin* : 

Nell's  heart  was  dancin'  at  die  view, 
She  whisper'd  Rob  to  look  for't : 


•  They  go  to  the  barn-yard,  and  puU  eadi,  at  thrsa 
several  times,  a  stalk  of  oat&  If  the  third  «taUi  wants 
the  top-fkkU,  that  is,  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the  stalk, 
the  pany  in  question  wilToome  to  the  marriage-bed 
any  thing  but  a  miUd. 

t  When  the  core  is  in  a  doubtfUl  state,  by  being  too 
green,  or  wet,  tlie  stadi-lMiiider,  by  means  of  oldtim* 
Ber,  dec.  malces  a  large  aparlment  in  his  stadi,  with  an 
opcaiing  in  (he  side  wmch  is  Csirest  exposed  to  the 
wind ;  this  he  calls  u^Mte-haut. 

X  Burning  the  nuts  is  a  favourite  charm.  They  name 
the  lad  and  lus  to  each  particularnut.  as  they  lay  them 
in  the  fire,  and  accordingly  as  they  bum  quietly  toge. 
ther,  or  start  from  be^de  one  another,  the  ooiirsi  Md 
iasue  of  the  courtship  will  ba^ 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


Robb  stoirUni,  prie*d  her  bonnie  moo, 
Fu*  ooae  in  the  neuk  fer\ 

Unseen  dut  night. 


XL 
Bat  Merrtn  lat  behint  their  bedn, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
She  left'es  them  gwhin*  at  their  cracks, 

And  dips  out  Yty  hertel' : 
She  thro'  the  yard  the  nearest  taki, 

An*  to  the  kilo  the  goe«  then, 
An*  darklins  graipit  fur  the  bauks, 

And  in  the  biue  c/</«*  throvrs  then. 

Right  lear*t  that  night 

XIL 
An'  ajre  she  vin't,  an*  aye  she  swat, 

I  Wat  she  made  nae  jaukin  ; 
Till  something  held  within  the  pat,  • 

Guid  L— d !  but  she  wa«  quakin' ! 
But  whether  'twas  the  Dei!  himsel*, 

Or  whether  'twas  a  l>auk-en, 
Or  whether  it  was  Aodifw  Bell, 

She  did  na  wait  on  talkin' 

To  spear  that  night. 

XIIL 
Wee  Jenny  to  her  Graunie  says, 

'*  Will  ye  go  wi*  me,  graunie  ? 
I'll  tat  tht  apple  f  at  the  gla§t, 

I  gat  frae  uncle  Johnie  :'* 
She  fuff*t  her  pipe  wi*  sic  a  lunt, 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin*, 
She  notic't  na,  an  aisle  brunt 

Her  braw  new  worset  apron 

Out  thru'  that  night 

XIV. 
««  Ye  littk*  skelpie.linimer*s  face  ! 

How  daur  ye  try  sic  sportiu*, 
As  seek  the  foul  Thief  ony  place, 

For  him  to  spae  your  fortune  : 
Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  siffht ! 

Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it ; 
For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 

An*  liv'd  an*  di*d  dcleerct 

On  sic  a  nighL 

XV. 
**  Alt  hairst  aibre  the  Sherra-moor, 

I  mind  't  as  weel's  yestrem, 
I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure 

I  was  na  psst  fyfWen  : 


The  St  iiiner  had  been  cauld  an*  wat. 
An*  kti.tf  w.m  unt-o  green  ; 

An*  ay  a  rjiitln  kirn  we  gat. 
An'  just  on  HaUowtem 


It  fell  that  night. 


XVL 

M  Oar  stibblo-rig  wat  Rab  M*Graen, 

A  clever,  sturdy  fallow  ; 
He's  vn  gat  Eppic  Siiii«wi*  wean. 

That  liv'd  ill  Achmacalla : 
He  gat  hemp'iteed,  *  I  mind  it  weel, 

An*  he  made  unco  light  o*t ; 
But  mony  a  day  was  by  himsrTt 

He  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

That  vera  night.' 

XVII. 
Than  up  gat  fechtin'  Jamie  Fleck, 

An*  he  swoor  by  his  coosciencs^ 
That  he  could  naw  hemp-$eed  a  peek  ; 

For  it  w«s  a*  but  nonseniie  ! 
The  auld  guid- man  raught  down  the  pock 

An*  out  a  haudfu'  gioi  him  ; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk. 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him, 

An*  try't  that  nighL 

XVIII. 
He  marches  thro*  aroang  the  stacks, 

Tbo*  he  was  something  sturtin. 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks. 

An*  haurls  at  hi»  curpin  : 
An*  ev'ry  now  an*  then  he  says, 

'*  Hemp-seed  I  saw  thee, 
An*  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass, 

Come  after  me,  and  draw  thee, 

As  fast  this  night." 

XIX. 

He  whinl'd  up  Lord  Lennox'  march. 

To  ktsp  his  courage  cheery ; 
Altho*  has  hair  began  to  arclu 

He  was  sae  fley  d  an*  eerie : 
Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak. 

An*  then  a  grane  an*  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  shouther  gae  a  keek, 

An'  tumU'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night 

XX. 

He  roor'd  a  horrid  morder  shoal, 

In  drradfu*  desperation ! 
An*  jniuiig  an'  aald  cam  rinnin'  ont. 

To  hear  the  sod  narration  ; 


•  Wbotfor  wouM.  with  success,  try  this  spell,  must ■ . 

sIrieUy  otaerve  these  dircctlum:  Steal  out,  all  akme.  I 

lotbeHlM,and,  darkllDf.thnmlntnthenofaclucor'  *  Steal  out  unpereeiTsd  andsovah«idtalorhsa» 
Hneyam;  windltlnanewdueofftheokloae:  and,  w«<li  harrowtai|{  It  with  sny tM^  yo«  cm eeMvaalsSt 
towards  the  latter  cod,  something  will  hoM  the  thread,  hr  draw  sftar  you.  Repeat  now  ami  IImb.  •  HciOMSsi 
dcnandwAaAMdlr?  Le.  who  hoUsf  an  answer  will  iiawthcei  hemp-sr«d  I  saw  theei  and  him  (uriicrt 
be  returacd  ftom  the  klfa»>not,  bf  namfaw  the  Chris- ,  that  Is  to  bs  my  tmswlore,  eome  aflsr  aw  Md  ms 


tlaa  and  slname  of  your  fiihire  spoussk 

t  Take  a  osndle,  and  go  alone  to  a  kwklng^lass  i 
iot  an  apple  bclbre  It,  and  some  traditions  say,  yon 
should  eombyour  hair  all  the  tlnei  the  fltoe  of  ^ 


*P»spPM  wmra  it,  and  some  traditions  ssy,  yon  of  pulling  hemp,    flosse  traditlow  sar.  •  emnesAa' 

iSSiS^IZli!^'il^t?!^l^'iSli  ^f^  »i -!•»««»;»  fii^/ that  Is.  show  *JW;  in  wkhfc 
?S'9^^'''^^P^^»*^f^^Mmfath»gbm,M  esse  it  simply  sppssis.  O&fs  ossk  the  h«ioH« 
«#MV"VOv«yoarshoiiMsr.  •  *Bd  say,  •  soow  sdsr  im^  and  tenow  HMSk*     ^^ 


that  is  to  bs  my  tmswlore,  _  . 

thee.*  Look  over  your  left  shoMMer,  and  you 
2*«IJP«»wflflhe  person  invoked,  iattie 
of  puHling  hcnm.    fame  traditlow  say. 


wlMsst 


POEMS. 


t7 


H«  iiroor  *twu  hilchin  Jean  M*Craw, 

Or  crouchie  Merrtii  Humphie, 
Tin  tlop  !  she  trotted  thro*  them  •* ; 

An*  wha  wu  it  but  GrwmphiM 

Asteer  that  night ! 

XXL 
Meg  hin  wad  to  the  bttm  hae  gane, 

To  wtit  tkrm  wtekta  o*  naetkimg  ;  * 
But  for  to  meet  the  deil  her  lane. 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in  : 
She  gics  the  herd  a  pickle  nita. 

An*  twa  red  cheekit  apples, 
To  watch,  while  for  the  bam  ahe  aeta. 

In  hopca  to  see  Tam  Kipplcs 

That  vera  night. 

XXTL 
She  turns  the  key  wi*  cannie  thraw 

An*  owre  the  threshold  Teotttrea ; 
Bat  first  on  Sawnie  gies  a  ca*» 

Sjme  bankUjr  in  ahe  entera ; 
A  raiton  rattled  up  the  wa*, 

An*  she  cry*d,  L— d  preserve  her ! 
An*  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an*  a*. 

An'  pray'd  wi*  seal  and  fervour, 

Fn'  fost  that  night. 

XXIIL 
Thej  hoy't  out  Will,  wi*  sair  advice ; 

Tlien  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ; 
It  chanc'd  the  stack  he/addom*d  Mriee,f 

Was  timmer-prapt  for  thrawin*  ; 
He  taka  a  swirlie  auld  moss  oak, 

For  aome  Uack,  groosome  carlin ; 
An'  loot  a  wincey  an'  drew  a  stroke. 

Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin' 

Aff*s  nieves  that  night 

XXIV. 
A  wanton  widow  Leeiie  waa, 

Aa  canty  aa  a  kittlen  ; 
But  Och  !  that  night,  amang  the  ahaws, 

She  got  a  fearfo'  aettlin' ! 
She  thro*  the  whins,  an'  by  the  eaim, 

An*  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin*, 
Whart  Mree  lairds*  lands  met  at  a  lnim,\ 

To  dip  her  left  sark-sleeve  in, 

Waa  bent  that  night. 

•  This  diann  must  likewise  be  performed  unper- 
sdved,  and  alooe.  You  go  to  the  barn,  and  open  both 
doors,  taking  them  off  the  hinges,  if  poasible  i  for  there 
ii  danger,  that  the  behtg  about  to  appear,  may  thut 
the  dooiB,  and  do  you  some  mischief.  Then  take  that 
imcnimcDt  ussd  fai  winnowing  the  con,  which,  in  our 
coontTf  dialect,  we  call  a  wtent,  and  go  through  all  the 
attitudes  of  letting  down  com  against  the  wiitd.  Re- 
peat it  three  tiroes :  and  the  third  time  an  apparitioa 
will  paai  through  the  bara.  In  at  the  wlodv  door,  and 
oat  at  the  other,  having  both  the  flgure  in  question, 
and  the  appaaranoe  or  retinue,  marking  the  employ- 
to  a 


agtfBl,  or  stalioo  in  llfSs. 

_  f  Take  an  opportunity  of  going,  unnoCioedi^ 

',  and  fathom  it  tliiee  trnies  round.    The 


last  Atfbom  of  the  Isst  time  vpa  will  eatdi  in  your 
the  appearsoce  of  your  mture  ooi^ugal  yoke- 


t  Yoa/oout,ooeormore,  forthisissioeialtpell, 
a  souti.  nonlnff  spring  or  rivulet,  where  '  tfarse 

GoJ 


fnehfig  or  rivulet, 
ana  dip' 


WaAriaBdameel,'  aai  dip  your  left  shirt 


XXV. 

Whylea  owre  a  linn  Uie  bumie  playa, 

As  thro*  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays ; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whylea  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  ray% 

Wi*  bickering,  dancing  daade  ; 
Whylea  oookit  underneath  the  biaea, 

Below  the  ^reading  haid. 

Unseen  that  night. 

XXVI. 

Amang  the  brackens,  on  the  brae^ 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  deil,  or  else  an  outler  quey. 

Oat  up  an'  gae  a  croon  : 
Poor  Leeiie's  heart  maiat  lap  the  hool ; 

Ne'er  lavrock-hdght  she  jumpi^ 
But  mist  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool 

Out-owre  Uie  lugs  she  plnmpit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  night. 

XXVIL 

In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-stane^ 

The  lyggiu  three*  are  ranged. 
And  ev'ry  time  great  care  ia  ta*en. 

To  see  them  duly  changed : 
Anld  uncle  John,  wha  weidlock'a  joyt 

Sin'  Mar*s-year  did  deaire, 
Becauae  he  gat  the  toom-dish  thrioe^ 

He  heav*d  them  on  the  fire, 

In  wrath  that  night. 

XXVIIL 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  an*  friendly  cracka, 

I  wat  they  d^  na  weary ; 
An*  unoo  tales,  and  fonnie  jokea, 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery  : 
TUl  buttered  so*nSt\  wi*  fragrant  Innt, 

Set  a*  their  gaba  a-ateerin* ; 
Sjme,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  stmnt. 

They  parted  a£f  careerin' 

Fu'  blithe  that  night. 

to  bed  in  sight  of  a  fire,  and  hang  your  wet  sleeve  be> 
fore  it  to  dry.  Lie  awake;  and  some  time  near  mM- 
night,  an  apparition,  having  tlie  exact  flgure  of  the 
grind  oMect  in  question,  wiiloome  and  turn  the  sleeve 
ss  if  to  dry  the  other  side  of  it 

«  Take  three  dishes,  put  dean  water  in  one,  flBul 
water  in  another,  leave  the  third  empty ;  blindfold  a 
person,  and  lead  him  to  the  hesrth  where  the  dMwa 
are  ranced :  he  (or  ahe)  dips  the  left  hand  i  if  by 
chance  m  the  clean  water,  the  future  husband  or  wile 
will  oume  to  the  bar  of  matrimony  a  maid  t  if  in  the 
foul,  a  widow ;  if  in  the  empty  dlsn,  it  foretdls,  with 
equal  certainty,  no  marriage  at  all.  It  is  nrpeetsd 
three  times,  and  every  time  the  arrangement  of  the 
dishes  is  altered. 

t  Sowcns,  with  butter  instead  of  milk  to  them,  la 
always  the  HsUomstn  Stppsr. 
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AULD  FARMER'S 

WXW-TXAm  MOENIVO  iALUTATION  TO  Bll 

AULD  MARE  MAGGIE, 

OV  OITIMO  HCR  THE  ACCUVTOMCD  RirFOF  CORM 
TO  UAM8XL  IN  THE  KCW  TEAR. 

A  Guid  New-  Year  I  wuh  tbee,  Maggie ! 
Hie,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  aakl  baggie.: 
Tho*  thou*a  howc-backit,  now,  an  knaggie, 

Vwn  aeen  the  day. 
Thou  could  hae  gaen  like  onie  ataggie 

Out-owie  the  lay. 

Tho*  now  thon*s  dowie,  atiff,  an'  crasy, 
An*  thy  auld  hide's  aa  white's  a  daby, 
r^e  seen  thee  dappl't,  tleck,  au'  glaixie, 

A  boonic  gray : 
He  ahould  been  tight  that  daur't  to  ratze  thse, 

Anoe  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i*  the  foiemoat  rank, 
A  JiUjf  buirdJy,  steeve,  an*  swank. 
An*  aet  weel  down  a  shapely  shank 

As  e*tfr  tred  yird ; 
An'  could  hae  flown  out-owre  a  stank, 

Like  onie  bird. 

It*a  now  some  nioe-an'-twenty  year, 
Sin'  thou  was  my  guid  father's  meere  ; 
He  gied  me  thee,  o  tocher  clear, 

An*  fifty  mark ; 
Tho*  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  geat, 

An*  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  •/inmy, 
Ye  then  was  trottin*  wi*  your  minnie : 
Tho*  ye  waa  tridde,  alee,  an*  fiinnie^ 

Ye  ne'er  was  d<»aie» 
But  hamdy,  tawie,  quiet,  an'  cannie, 

An*  unco  soosie. 

That  day,  yi  pranc*d  wi'  muckle  pride> 
Whoi  ya  bure  hunt  my  bonnie  bridt  : 
An'  sweet  an*  gtacefu'  she  did  ride, 

^*  maiden  air ! 
Kpk  SUwari  I  codd  bragged  wide. 

For  sic  a  pair. 

Tho'  BOW  ya  dow  but  hoyte  an'  hobble, 
An*  wintle  like  a  samoant-c»bl^ 
That  day  ye  was  a  jinker  noble. 

Per  beds  an' win' I 
An*  ran  tbem  till  they  a*  did  wauble, 

Far,  fax  behin*. 

When  thoa  an'  I  were  young  and  skeigh. 
An'  stable-meala  at  fiurs  were  dreigh. 
How  thou  wad  prance,  an*  snort,  an'  skreigh. 

An*  tak  the  road  ! 
TowB*a  bodiea  ran,  an'  atood  abeigb, 

Aa*  ct't  Ihae  mad. 


When  thon  wii  eom't,  an*  I  wii  biDoW, 
We  took  the  road  aye  VSu  a  awaUow ; 
At  Broo$e$  thou  hikd  ne'er  a  feDow, 

For  pith  an*  speed  ; 
But  ey'ry  tail  thon  pay't  them  hollow, 

Whare*er  thou  gaed. 

The  sma',  droop*  rumpl't,  hunter  cattle, 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle  ; 
But  sax  Scotch  miles  thoa  try't  their  mettle^ 

An'  gar't  them  whaiale : 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O*  saugk  or  haa^ 

Thou  wax  a  noble /UtU-Um^ 
As  e'er  u  tug  or  tow  was  drawn ; 
Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun. 

On  guid  March  weatlMr, 
Hae  tum'd  aaz  rood  beside  our  ban*. 

For  days  tbcgither. 

Thou  never  braindg't,  an*  fetch*!,  an*  iliaki^ 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  wbiokit. 
An*  spread  abreed  thy  weel-fill'd  briskel^ 

Wi*  pith  an'  pow'r. 
Tin  spritty  knowes  wad  rair't  an*  risket^ 

An*  slypet  owre. 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  an*  snawa  were  daapi 
An*  threaten*d  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  coy  a  wee  bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer : 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wadna  sleep 

For  that,  or  aimi 


In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestit ; 
The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fiic't  it ; 
Thou  never  lap,  and  stent,  and  breastit. 

Then  stood  to  bUw ; 
But  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit. 

Thou  snoov*t  awa. 

My  pleugh  h  now  thy  baim-time  a  • 
Four  gallant  brutea  aa  e*er  did  draw ; 
Forbye  sax  mae,  I*ve  selKt  awa, 

That  tbott  hast  noial  i 
They  drew  me  thretteen  pond  an'  twi^ 

The  vera  warsL 

Monie  a  »air  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrovgkly 
An*  wi'  the  weary  warl*  fought ! 
An*  monie  an  anxious  day,  1  thooght 

We  wad  be  beat ! 
Yet  here  to  crasy  age  we're  brought, 

Wr  something  ytt. 


And  think  na,  my  auld,  trusty  «crv^  » 
That  now  perhaps  tliou's  Um  dcaerrin*, 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvni*. 

Fur  my  last/btt, 
A  heapit  ttimpart,  I'll  reserve  ana 

Laid  by  for  joa. 

We  ve  worn  «w 
Well  toyta  about 


to  craay  yeara  th^lhar  | 
lit  wi'  ana  ■ailbtr  t 
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Wi'  tentit  can  TU  flit  thy  tetber, 

To  •ome  htin*d  rig, 

Wliare  ye  nwy  nolily  rax  your  leather, 

Wi*  tma*  fatigue. 


TO  A  MOUSE, 

OV  TUmVXNO  HKK  UF  IN  HSU  KCST  WITH  TBI 
fLOUOB,  NOTKlfBXE,  1785. 

WsE,  deekit,  eow*rin*,  tim'roos  beaftiey 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breaitie ! 
Thou  need  na*  start  awa  tae  hasty, 

Wi*  bickering  brattle ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an*  chaae  thee, 

Wi'  niurd*ring  pottle  I 

Vm  tmly  sorry  man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  social  union, 
An*  just .^es  that  ill  opinion 

Which  makes  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earth-born  companion 

An*  fellOW'mortal  t 

T  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thieve  ; 
What  then  }  po«tr  beastie,  thou  man  live ! 
A  daimen    'kir  in  a  throve 

'S  a  sma'  request : 
1*11  get  a  blesein*  wi'  the  lave. 

An*  never  mi8S*t ! 

Thy  wee  hit  AoturiV,  too»  in  ruin ! 
Its  silly  waS  the  win's  are  Htrewin* ! 
An'  naething,  now,  to  bif(  u  new  ane, 

O'  foggage  green  ! 
An*  bleak  December's  winds  ensuin*, 

Baith  snell  an'  keen  ! 

Thoa  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  waste. 
An*  weary  winter  comin*  fiut, 
An'  code  here,  beneath  the  blast. 

Thou  thought  to  dwell, 
"nil  crash  !  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro*  thy  eelU 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  an*  stibble, 
Has  cottt  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble  ! 
Now  thou*ii  turn'd  out,  for  a*  thy  trouble. 

But  house  or  hald, 
To  thole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble, 

An'  cranreuch  cauld  ! 

But,  Momaiey  thou  art  no  thy  lane. 
In  piovii^  forengkt  may  be  vain : 
Tht  b«t  laid  sdiODes  o'  mice  an'  men. 

Gang  aft  agley, 
Aa'  laa'a  w  aooglit  bat  grief  an  pain, 

For  promfl'd  joy. 


But,  Och  !  I  backivard  cast  my  e*e 

On  prospects  drear : 

An*  forward,  though  I  canna  see. 

1  gunt  Ui*Jear, 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 


Poor  naked  wretches,  whercsoe'er  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  thb  pitiless  fttorm ! 
How  shall  your  houteleis  heaids,  and  unfed  sides. 
Your  loo|/d  and  window'd  raggedoess,  dsfend  you 
From  sessons  such  ss  these  }'-Shak$epem* 


9lSk  iImb  art  bkst,  ooanpar'd  wi*  mm  / 
TWtjwvaciii  only  toodieUi  thee : 


.'In* 


When  biting  Boreas^  fell  and  doure. 
Sharp  shivers  through  the  leafless  bow*r  ; . 
When  Phabua  gi'es  a  short-Uv'd  glower 

Far  south  the  lift. 
Dim-dark*  ning  through  the  flaky  show'r 

Or  whirling  drift : 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  t^teeples  rocked. 
Poor  labour  sweet  in  vleep  was  locked. 
While  burns,  wi*  snawy  wreaths  up-choked, 

Wild -eddying  swirl. 
Or  through  the  mining  outlet  bocked, 

Down  headlong  hurl. 

List'ning,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  nurie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  tliis  bi*^ttle 

O*  winter  war. 
And  through  the  drift,  deep-lairing  sprattle 

Beneath  a  scar. 

Bk  hiqpping  bird,  wee,  helpleiiw  thing. 
That  in  the  merry  month  o'  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  tliee  ? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chittering  wing. 

An'  close  thy  e'e? 

£v*n  you  on  murd'ring  errand?*  toiI*d, 
Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exil*d. 
The  blood-  stain'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoil'd^ 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pitiless  the  temftest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats. 

Now  Phahe^  in  her  midnight  reign. 
Dark  muffled,  view'U  the  dreaiy  plam; 
Still  crowding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train, 

Rose  in  my  soul, 
When  on  my  ear  thi'*  plaintive  strain,     ^ 

Slow,  solemn  stole— 

<  Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  guat  1 
And  freeie,  ye  bitter-biting  frost ; 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  (powa  ; 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now,  united,  ahowa 

More  hard  unkindnese,  nnmlentinty, 

Vengeful  malice  unr^penting. 
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Than  bcATtB-fllomiiiM  man  on  brotber  man 


See  ftern  Qppiinwon'e  iron  gnp. 
Or  mad  Ambition*a  gory  handf 
Sending,  like  blood-hoands  from  the  tlin^ 
Woe,  Want,  and  Harder  o'er  a  land  I 
Even  in  the  pcaoefbl  mral  rale, 
Troth,  weeping,  telle  the  moornfnl  tale^ 
How  pampered  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  her  side, 
The  parasite  empoiaoning  her  ear, 
"Wiih  all  the  eenrile  wretchee  in  the  rear, 
Looka  o*er  prood  property,  extended  wide ; 
And  eyes  the  simj^  mstie  hind. 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glitt*ring  show, 
A  ereatnre  of  another  kind, 
Some  courser  substance,  unrefined, 
Placed  for  her  lordly  u!«c  thus  fsr,  thus  Tile, 
below. 
Where,  where  n  Lore's  fond,  tender  throe, 
With  lordly  Honour's  lofty  brow. 
The  powers  you  proudly  own  ? 
Is  there,  beneath  Love's  noble  name, 
Can  harbour,  dark,  the  selfish  aim. 

To  bless  himself  alone ! 
Mark  maiden-innocence  a  prey 

To  lore-pretending  snarca, 
This  boasting  Honour  turns  away. 
Shunning  soft  Pity's  rising  sway. 
Regardless  of  the  tears,  and  unavailing  pray'rt ! 
Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  Mis'ry's  squalid  nest. 
She  strains  your  in&nt  to  her  joyless  breast, 
And  with  s  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rock- 
ing blast! 
Oh  ye !  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 
Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fote. 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown  ! 
Dl-satiafy'd  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 
Strctoh'd  on  his  straw  he  lays  himsdf  to 
•leep, 
While  ihro*  the  rugged  roof  and  chinkv  wall. 
Chill  o'er  hn  slumbers  piles  the  driny  heap  ! 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine. 
Where  gaUt  and  poor  misfortune  pine ! 
GuQt«  erring  man,  relenting  view  ! 
Bat  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  cmdied  low 
By  emd  Fortune's  undeasfvod  blow  f 
Affliction's  sons  are  brothers  in  disiiw, 
A    brother  to  relieve,    how  exquisile  the 
bliss!* 

I  heard  nae  mair,  fiw  Cftanlielssr 

Siook  off  the  pouthery  snaw. 
And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a 

A  cottage-rousing  craw. 


Bat  deep  thia  tmih  impressed  my 
Thro  all  hie  works  abroad. 

The  heart  benevolent  and  loBd 
The  ■OBl  r— Mm  Qon. 


EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 


▲  BEOTHXm  rOKT. 


WniLx  winds  free  aff  Bem-Lomomd 
And  bar  the  doors  wi*  driving  snaw, 

And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down  to  pais  the  time. 
And  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o'  rhyme. 

In  hamely  weittlan*  jii^le. 
While  frosty  winds  blew  in  the  drifty 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
I  grudge  a  wfe  the  great  folk's  gift, 
That  live  sae  bien  and  snog : 
I  tent  lew,  and  want  less 
Their  roomy  fireside ; 
But  hanker  and  canker. 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 

n. 

Itt  hardly  in  a  body's  pow'r 
To  keep  at  times  free  beii^  sour. 
To  see  how  things  are  shar'd  ; 
How  best  o*  chiels  are  whiles  in  waniv 
While  coofr  on  countless  thousands  ranl^ 

An*  ken  na  how  to  wair't : 
But,  Davit,  UmI,  ne'er  fA«h  your  head. 

Tho*  we  hae  little  gear, 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread. 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier  : 
'  Mair  speir  na,  nor  fear  na'f 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg. 
The  Ust  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  fev  to  beg. 

in. 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  bams  at  e'en. 
When  banes  are  cras'd  and  Unid  ia  AiB« 

Is,  doubtless,  gieat  distrese  ! 
Yet  then,  content  could  make  as  blast ; 
Ev'n  then  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  finse  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
However  fortune  kick  the  ba*. 
Has  aye  some  cause  to  smile ; 
And  mind  still,  you'll  find  slill» 

A  comfort  this  nae  ema*  t 
Nae  mair  then,  well  eara  thaa» 
Nae  forther  can  we  fo'. 

IV. 
What  though,  like  comnuwen  of  tit, 
We  wander  out  we  know  act  whora^ 

Bat  either  house  or  hall  ? 

Yet  nature'a  charms,  the  hills  and 

The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  ioodS| 

Are  free  alike  lo  alL 
In  days  when  d«iaies  deck  the  gronnd, 

And  Uackbiids  whistle  dear. 


•  DavM  Sniar.  om  of  tbe  eWb  at 

or  a  votaine  or  P08BH  In  ifea  aeoitMi 
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WiA  lioBWl  joy  or  Iwii  will  bonndt 
To  ne  tht  eoaiiog  year : 

On  bract  wbfen  w«  pleMe,  then. 
We'll  tit  and  eowth  a  tune ; 
Syne  rk^rnu  till't,  well  time  till't, 
And  BDg't  when  we  hae  done. 

V. 

I^t  no  in  titlee  nor  in  rank ; 

lt*t  no  in  wealth  like  Lon*on  hanky 

To  porehue  peace  and  rect ; 
It*e  no  in  making  mackle  mair : 
It's  no  in  hooka ;  it*e  no  in  lear, 

To  mak  ua  truly  hlett ! 
If  hi^ypincee  hae  not  her  leat 
And  centre  in  the  breast^ 
We  may  In  wiae,  or  rich,  or  greats 
But  never  can  be  Meat : 
Nae  treaauree,  nor  pleasures, 

Could  make  ua  happy  lang ; 
The  heari  ay*ea  the  part  aye, 
That  nukea  ua  right  or  wrang. 

VL 
Think  ye  that  aic  at  you  and  I, 
Wha  drudge  and  drire  through  wet  an*  dry, 

Wi'  nevcr-ceaaing  toQ ; 
Think^e,  are  we  hm  blot  than  ihey, 
Wha  acareely  tent  ut  in  their  way. 

At  hardly  worth  Uieir  while  ? 
Alaa !  how  oft  in  haughty  mood, 
God*t  creatnrea  they  opprcta ! 
Or  dae,  neglecting  a*  that*a  guid, 
They  riot  in  ezoeaa  ? 

Baith  careleaa  and  fearlctt 

Of  either  heav*n  or  hell ; 
Etteeming  and  deeming 
It't  a*  an  idle  tale  ! 

VIL 
Then  kl  at  cheerfii*  acqnietee ; 
Nor  make  our  teanty  pleaaurea  leaa, 

By  pining  at  our  atate ; 
And,  eren  thoold  mialbrtunet  come, 
I  here  wha  tit,  hae  met  wi'  tomc^ 

An*t  diankfo'  for  them  yet 
Thqr  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  ]roudi ; 
They  let  at  ken  ouraer ;       * 
They  make  ut  tee  the  naked  truth, 
llMrenf  gnid  and  ilL 
Tbo'  lotaet  and  croteet. 

Be  leitont  right  terere^ 
There*t  wit  thoe,  yell  get  there, 
Ye*Il,find  nae  other  where. 

VIIL 
Bat  tent  me.  Dame,  ace  o*  hearta ! 
(To  aay  anght  dae  wad  wrang  the  cartel^ 

And  ilatt'ry  I  detcat) 
This  life  haajoyi  for  yon  and*I; 
And  joya  that  richea  ne'er  eould  bay ; 

And  joya  tha  vary  bcaL 
TWra'b  a'  ik^pimmim  o'  tht  heart, 


Tlw  low  an*  the  frien 
Ta  haa  yoor  Mt^  your  detraat  p«l^ 
And  I  ay  dnliBc  .Xmb^ 


It  wanna  me,  it  charma  ma. 
To  mention  but  her  name  ; 

It  heata  me,  it  beeta  me^ 
And  acta  me  a*  on  flame ! 

IX. 

O  all  ye  Powera  who  rule  abore ! 
O  T'Aoir  whoae  very  telf  art  lave  I 

Thou  knoweat  my  words  tinecre ! 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro*  my  heart» 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part, 

Ta  not  more  fondly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest. 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  Being^  AU-teeing, 

O  hear  my  fervent  jnay'r ; 
Still  take  her  and  make  her 
Thy  most  peculiar  care ! 

X. 

AH  hail,  ye  tender  feelings  dear ! 
The  smile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear. 

The  sympathetic  glow ; 
Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  numbered  out  my  weary  dayt. 

Had  it  not  been  for  you  ! 
Fate  ttill  hat  blest  me  with  a  friend, 

In  every  care  and  ill ; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 
A  tie  more  tender  atill. 
It  lightena,  it  brightena 
The  tenebrific  acene. 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie  or  my  Jeaiu 

XL 
O,  how  that  name  inspirea  my  atyle ! 
The  wordt  come  skelpin'  rank  and  fil^ 

Amaist  before  I  ken  ! 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine. 
At  PhabuM  and  the  famous  JVine 

Were  glowrin*  owre  my  pen. 
My  spaviet  Pegwiue  will  limp. 

Till  aocehe'a  fairly  het; 
And  then  he'll  hiltch,  and  stilt,  and  jimp^ 
An'  rin  an'  unco  fit : 

But  lest  then,  the  beast  then. 
Should  rue  hia  haaty  ride, 
I'll  light  now,  and  dight  now 
Hia  aweaty  wiaeo'd  hide. 


THE  LAMENT, 

OCCAalOMKD  BT  THKUNIOaTUMATS  ISaUX  OF  A 

raixMD'a  auovk. 


Alat!  how  olt  dots  Goodness  wound  itssif. 
And  sweet  40Mio«  prove  tke  spring  of  woe 


O  moo  pale  orb,  that  ailent  ahinei. 
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Thon  neit  t  wretah  lluift  inljr  pioflib 
And  wanden  here  to  wail  and  weap ! 

With  woe  I  nightif  vigila  keep» 

Beneath  thy  wan  uBwarming  heam ; 

And  mourn,  in  lamenta^on  deep, 
How  l{^  and  loM  are  aU  a  dream. 

IL 
I  joylem  Tiew  thy  raya  adorn 

The  fiuntly-marked  diitant  hill : 
I  joykaa  view  thy  trembling  horn, 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill : 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart  be  still ! 

Thon  busy  power,  Remembranee^ 
Ah !  must  the  agoniaii^  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peaee  1 

IIL 

No  idly-feign*d  poetic  pains, 

Mv  sad,  love-lorn  lamentings  claim ; 
No  shepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  strains ; 

No  &bled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame : 
The  plighted  fiuth ;  the  mutual  flame ; 

The  oft-attested  Powers  above} 
The  promi$ed  Father^ t  Under  name ; 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  ! 

IV. 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  anna* 

How  have  the  raptur*d  moments  flown  ! 
How  have  I  wuih*d  for  Fortune's  charm% 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hen  alona  1 
And  must  I  think  it  ?  is  she  gone. 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast  ? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  ? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost ! 

V. 

Oh  !  can  she  bear  so  ha»e  a  heart, 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth, 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part. 

The  plighted  huxhand  of  her  youth  ! 
Alas !  life's  path  may  be  unsmooth  ! 

Her  way  may  lit*  tlm>'  ntii^h  diatreas ! 
Then,  who  her  }).in>;M  and  jmIuh  will  sooth  ? 

Her  sorrows  shire  and  mjke  them  less ? 

VI. 
Ye  winged  hour«  that  o'er  u*  past, 

Enraptur'd  mure,  the  more  enjoy *d. 
Tour  dear  remembranre  in  my  breast, 

My  fondly-tresHur'd  thoughts  employ'd. 
Tliat  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 

For  her  too  sranty  once  of  room  ! 
Bv'b  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  dastroy'd. 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

VII. 
The  mom  that  warns  th*  approaching  day, 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe  : 
1  see  the  hours  in  long  array, 

That  I  must  suffer,  lingering,  slow. 
Full  many  a  pan;,  and  many  a  throe, 

Keen  racoHsction'a  diraiAil  traioi 


Moat  wrii^  my  aonl,  era  PharinN^  low. 
Shall  kisB  the  distant,  westerr  aaaia. 

vm. 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore-haraaa'd  oat  with  care  and  gric^ 
My  toil-beat  nervea,  and  tear-wom  eye. 

Keep  watehiogs  with  the  nightly  thief : 
Or  if  I  slumber,  foncy,  ehk£, 

Reigns  haggard-wild,  in  aore  affright : 
Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief. 

From  such  a  horror-breathing  nighL 

IX. 

O  !  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th'  expanse 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  svaf 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observ'd  us,  fondly  wandering,  stray : 
The  time,  unheeded,  q»ed  away. 

While  love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  h^h. 
Beneath  thy  silver-gleaming  ray, 

To  mark  the  mutual-kindling  eye. 


Oh  !  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  eat ! 

Soenea,  never,  never,  to  retara  ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget. 

Again  I  fieel,  again  I  bum ! 
From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn. 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  tliro' ; 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  Fll  moum 

A  feithless  woman's  broken  vow. 


DESPONDENCY  t 


AX  ODI. 


Offecss'd  with  grie^  oppcemTd  vitk  mt% 
A  burden  more  than  I  caa  bear» 

I  sit  me  down  and  sigh : 
O  life  !  thou  art  a  galling  load* 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  1 1 
Dim  backward  as  I  cast  my  TieWy 

What  sick'ning  scenes  appear ! 
What  sorrows  ye<  may  pierce  me  i^ro\ 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  ! 
Still  raring,  despairing. 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom  | 
My  woes  here  shaH  doea  ne'er. 
But  with  the  doung  tomb  \ 

n. 

Happy  ye  sona  of  busy  life. 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  atrife, 

No  other  view  regard  ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  entfe  deaj^ 
Yet  while  the  busy  wtemne  are  ffy^ 

They  bring  their  own  reward : 
Whiht  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wigltf^ 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 
Mart  ev'ry  sad  retoming  ai^btt 

Aad  jnyli  mom  tkeaORt} 


P0BM8. 


Too,  bmdiiig,  and  joftliiig, 
Fofffel  each  f  rief  and  pain  ; 

Iflittleii,  yttitktiem. 
Find  er'ry  prospect  Tain, 

in. 

How  Uett  the  soUUry**  lot, 
Who,  idl-forgettmg,  all-forgot, 

^thin  his  humble  cell. 
The  caTern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o*er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
O,  haply,  to  his  ev'ntng  thought. 

By  Dafrequented  stresm, 
The  wajrs  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  &tDt  collected  drvam  : 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughu  to  heav*n  on  high, 
As  wand'ring,  meand*ring, 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

IV. 

Than  I,  no  londy  hermit  placed 
Where  nerer  human  footstep  traced, 

LcMs  6t  to  play  the  pirt ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve 
AMtdjmst  to  stop,  and^tfsl  to  move, 

W»th  sdf- respecting  art : 
But  ah  !  thane  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys. 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  Solitary  can  despise. 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest ! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not. 

Or  human  love  or  hate, 
Whikt  I  here  must  cry  here. 
At  perfidy  ingrate ! 

V. 
Oh !  enviable,  early  days. 
When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure*s  mase, 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ilUexchanged  for  riper  times, 
To  fed  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 
Ye  tiny  dves  that  guiltless  sport. 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court. 
When  maohoofl  is  yuur  w»h  ! 
The  lossei,  the  crosses. 

That  active  man  engage .' 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all, 
Of  dim  declining  aye  I 


WINTER 


A  Diaoi. 


I. 

Tn  wintry  we^  extends  his  blait, 

And  hail  and  rain  does  blaw  ; 
Or,  the  stormy  north  sends  driving  forth 

The  blinding  sleet  and  anaw  * 
Vkil^  tnnbling  brown,  the*  hnm  comH  down, 

And  roan  fm  btnk  to  brae  -, 


And  bird  and  beaat  in  oovnrt  rat. 
And  psH  thn  hetrtleH  day. 

n. 

**  The  sweeping  bbst,  the  sky  o'eroHt^**  • 

The  joyless  winter-day. 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May : 
The  tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  aoo^ 

My  gnefe  it  seems  to  join. 
The  leafless  trees  my  feocy  pleaae^ 

Their  fete  resembles  nune! 

UL 
Thou  Power  Supreme^  whtm  mighty 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil. 
Here,  firm,  I  rest,  they  muMi  be  benl^ 

Because  they  are  T%y  Will  I 
Then  all  I  want  (O,  do  thoa  gnot 

This  one  requMt  of  mine  f ) 
Since  to  ei^  thou  dost  deny. 

Assist  me  to  renyn. 


THE 


COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

XMSCaiBSD  TO  E,  AUCK,  X8Q. 


Letnot ambition  mock  their  useAil  toil. 

Their  homely  Joys,  snd  dertioy  obseuie  j 
Nor  gTMdeur  hsar.  with  a  disdainful  smi]e< 

The  short  snd  simple  anuab  of  the  poor     <Jn^ 


"*MM>>M>«.MIMIM 


Mt  Iov*d,   my  honoor'd,    much   rapacteJ 
friend ! 
No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays : 
With  honest  pnde  I  acorn  each  selfish  end,    ' 
My  dearest  meed,  a  frieud*s  esteem  and 
praise: 
To  you  1  sing,  in  simple  SootHsh  Uya, 

The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequester*d  seene; 
The    native    feelings  strong,    the  guilelesa 
^*y» ;  [been ; 

What   Aitken  in  a  cottage  wonkl  havf 
Ah  I  tho  hia  worth  unknown,  fer  happier  them 
I  ween! 

a 

November  chill  blawa  lend  wi'  angry  sough  ; 
The  short'ning  winter-day  b  near  a  close; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 
The  bbck*ning  trains  o'  crawi  lo  tkiir 
npose: 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  hOKNir  goei^ 
ThU  nipht  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end. 
Collects  his  spades,   his  mattocks,  and  hit 
hoes. 

Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rat  to  spend. 
And  weary,   o*er  the  moor,   his  courw  doae 
hameward  bend. 


IS 


•  Dr.  Yoang, 
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in. 

At  length  bis  lonely  cot  appeur*  in  Tiew, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Til'  expectant   tree  thinp$^  toddlin,   utacher 
thro*  [an*  glee. 

To  meet  their  Dad,  wi'  flxhterin*  noiiie 
Ilia  wee  bit  ingle,  blinkin*  bonnily,  | 

Hi»  clean  hcirth-^tane,  hit  thriftie  tn/ie*t  ■ 
tmtle, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Does  a*  his  weary  carking  cares  beguile. 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  an*  his 
toil. 

IV. 
Belyve  the  elder  bairns  come  d rapping  in, 

At  sei^ice  out,  amang  the  farmers  roun*. 
Some  ca*  the  pUugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie 
rin 
A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town ; 
Their   eldest    hope,    their   Jennys    woman 
grown, 
In  youthfu*  bloom,  love  sparklin*  in  her  e*e, 
Comes  hame,  perhaps,  to  nhow  a  bra*  new 
gown. 
Or  deposit  her  »air-u'on  penny-fee. 
To  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

V. 

Wi*  joy  unfeign*d  brothers  and  sisters  meet. 

An*  each  for  other*s  weelfare  kindly  spiers : 

The    M>cial   hoars    swift-wing*d,    unnotic*d 

fleet; 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears ; 

The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  years  ; 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view. 
The  mother,  wi*  her  needle  an*  her  shears, 
Gars  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the 
new ; 
Tht  father  mixes  a*  wi*  admonition  due. 

VI. 
Their  master's  an*  their  nii«trein*s  command, 

The  younkcrs  a*  are  warned  tti  obey ; 
And  mind  their  lalx)un»  wi*  an  eyedent  hand, 
And  ne*er,  tho'  out  o*  sight,  to  jauk  or  play : 
*  An*  O  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway  ! 

▲n'  mind  your  dutj/^  duly,  morn  an*  night ! 
Lett  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray. 
Implore  his  coun^l  and  assisting  might  : 
They  never   sought    in  vain  that  sought    the 
Lord  aright  !* 

VIL 
B«t  hark  !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door  ; 

Jenny,  wha  ktns  the  meaning  o*  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam  o'er  the  moor, 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny'g  e*e,  and  flush  her  cheek  ; 
Wi*  haart-struck  anxious  care,  inquiiies  his 

OMMb 

While  Jtnny  hafllins  is  afraid  to  speak  ; 
Wtal  plcaa'd  the  mother  hears  tt*a  nae  wUd, 
worthleM  rake. 


vin. 

Wi*  kindly  welcome  Jnmy  bnags  lum  ba  ; 

A  strappin  youth ;  he  taks  the  motbcr'a  eyt ; 
Blithe  Jenny  se««  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en ; 

The  father  cracks  of  horses,   pleughs  and 

kye.  [joy. 

The   youngster's   artleH  heart  o'erflows  wf 

But    blate   and  laithfu',    scarce  can  w«el 
behave ; 
The  mother,  wi'  a  woman*<4  wiles,  eao  spy 

What  maken  the  youth  Kse  beRihfn'  an'  m« 

m 

grave; 
Weel  pleas'd  to  think  her  bairns  respected  Uk« 
the  lave. 

IX. 
O  hnppy  love  I  where  lovr  like  this  is  fsand ! 
O  heart-felt  raptures '   nliss  beyond  com- 
pare! 
I've  picefl  much  this  weary  mofto/  rommdy 

And  Mf^e  experience  h'vU  me  this  det'lare— 
*  If  Heav*n  a  draught  of  heavenly  {ile<i.«ure 
spare. 
One  cordial  in  this  meUoch«ily  vmie, 
*Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  moiie«t  pair. 
In  uther'.H  arms  breathi;  out  the  lender  tak* 
Beneath   the  miik-white  thoru  that  scents  tht 
ev'ning  gale* 

X. 

Is  there,  in  human  form,  Hiat  beam  a  hearts 
A  wretch !  a  villain  !  U^'.  to  love  and  tmth! 
That  can,  with  studied,  Kiy,  euMiaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny  t  u:i«uspecting  \-o«th? 
Curse  on  his  perjur*d  arts !  (iinsemblii^^  smooth! 
Are  honour,  virtue,  coimrience  all  exil'd  ? 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 

Points  to  the  parenu  fondling  o'er  their 
child  ! 
Then  paints  the  ruin*d  maid,  and  their  distrac- 
tion wild? 

XL 
But   now    the   supper   crowns  their  tirapb 
board. 
The  halesome /Mrr/fcA,  chief  o*Sn)tia'a  food: 
The  sowpe  their  only  Havhit  does  alfiMti, 
That  *yunt  the   hallan  snugly  chows  Wr 
rood  : 
The  dame  brings  forth  in  complimental  mood, 
To  grace  the  lid,  her  weel-  hain'd  kehbock 
fell, 
An'  aft  he's  pre*t,  an'  aft  he  ca'»  it  goid ; 
The  frugal  wifie,  garruloua,  will  tril. 
How  'twas  a  towmond  aukt  mu'  lint  was  i'  tht 
IhII. 

XIL 

The  cheerfu*  supper  done,  wT  serious  bee, 
They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle 

The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi*  p.itriarrhal  graee, 
The  big  ha*.»ible,  anr«  his  father's 

His  Umnet  tev'rently  is  Uid  aside. 

His  lyjrt  hafleu  wi«ring  thin  an*  bttrti 

Thos**  strains  thit  once  did 
gliile. 
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U 


He  wiles  a  portkni  with  jodidons  can ; 
•  L§i  ttf  wenkip  God  !*  he  uyn,  with 


■olenm  air. 


XUL 


They  chant  their  artlca  notes  in  simple  guise ; 

They  tone  their  hesrts,  by  hr  the  noblest 

aim :  [ri*  ; 

Perhaps  J}umdee*i  wild  warbling   measures 

Or  plaintiTC  Martpr$t  worthy  of  the  name ; 
Or  noble  Bfyin  beets  the  beav*n-ward  flame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotid'M  boly  lays : 
Compared  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 

The  tickrd  earn  no  heart- felt  raptures  raise ; 
Km  uuson  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

XIV. 
The  prieet-like  &ther  rtad*  the  sacred  page^ 
How  Abram  wsa  the  friend  o/Gon  on  high; 
Or,  Jfoees  bade  eternal  war&re  wage 

With  AwumUVm  ungracious  progeny  ; 
Or  how  the  royo/  bard  did  groaning  lie  [ire  ; 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heav'n's  avenging 
Or,  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry ; 
Or  rapt  XMnaA*«  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

XV. 

Perhaps  the  CkriiiiaM  volume  is  the  theme, 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  wis 

died ;  [name. 

How  £b,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second 

Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  hi*  head ; 

How  hit  first  followers  and  servants  sped  ; 

The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a 
Howib,wboloneini>MmosbaBifiied,    [land: 
Saw  in  the  s«n  a  mighty  aqgel  stand  ; 
And  heard  great  BmfUm*e  doom  pronounced  by 
Heavcn*s  command. 

XVI 
Then  kneeling  down  lo  Hxavkn's  naaKAL 

KiKo,  [p«*y»  ' 

The  aotirf,  the  faiMer,  and  the  hueband 
Hope  *  springs  editing  on  triumphant  wiug,* 

That  tkue  diey  aU  shall  meet  in  future 
There  wer  b«ik  in  uncreated  rays,       [days : 

No  more  to  sigh  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 
Together  hymning  their  Creator**  praise. 

In  s«di  society,  yet  still  more  dear  ; 
Vhik  drcUng  time  moves  round  in  an  eternal 


XVIL 
Compared  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride. 

In  aU  the  pomp  of  method,  and  of  art. 
When  men  display  to  c*»gPegations  wide. 

Devotion's  ev'ry  grace,  except  the  heart  / 
The  Po^r^  incensed,  the  pageant  will  desert. 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole ; 
Bnt  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart, 

ICsy  hear,  well-pleased,  the  language  of  the 
teul; 
AvJ  10  his  book  tf^fi  ^«  iumstes  poor  enrol. 


•  FopsTsW 


XVIII. 
Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  sev'ral  way ; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest : 
The  parent  pair  their  eeeret  homage  pay. 

And  proffer  up  to  Ileaven  the  warm  request, 
That  He  who  siilU  the  r-ivcir?*  claiirrous  nest, 

And  decks'  tl.t*  lily  fair  m  flow'ry  piide. 
Would,  in  the  u-.iy  hii*  wi^-dmn  wes  the  best. 
Fur  them  and  fnr  their  little  ones  provide ; 
But  chiefly  in  their  hearts  with  grace  divine 
preside. 

XIX. 

From  scenes  like  thete  old  Seotia*$  grandeur 
springs. 
That  makes  her  loved  at  home,  revered 
abroad  ; 
Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 
**  An  hone«t  man's  the  noblest  work  of 
God!" 
And  eerleft  it-  ^r  virtue's  heav'nly  road. 

The  cJltagt  leaves  the  palace  far  behind ; 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  !  a  cumbrous  load, 
Dn^uising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind. 
Studied  in  artn  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refined  * 

XX. 

O  Scotia  !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

Fur  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is 
sent ! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil. 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet 
content ! 
And,  O  !  may  Heav'n  their  simple  lives  pre- 
vent 
From  Luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile ! 
Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while. 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much- 
loved  Ide, 

XXL 

O  Thou  !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide, 
That  stream'd  thro*  Wallace's  undaunli4 
heart; 
Who  dared  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 
Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part, 
(The  patriot's  Gttd^  peculiarly  thou  art. 

His  friend,  inapirer.  guardian,  and  reward .) 
O  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert ; 
But  still  the  patriot  and  the  patriot  bard. 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  ornament  and 
guard ! 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN: 


a  DIEOC 


I. 


When  chill  Movember's  surly  Mast 
Made  fields  and  forests  bar«. 

One  ev'ningy  a^  I  wander'd  forth 
Along  th«  banks  of  Agr^ 


BQRNS'  WORKS. 


I  tpjr'd  t  BtBi  whow  ifBd  step 
8wiD*d  wcvy,  worn  with  cut; 

Hia  ftM  was  furrowM  o*er  with  ymn,     » 
And  houy  wu  his  hair. 

IL 

Young  ttnmger,  whither  wand'rett  thoa  ? 

Began  the  rer'rend  aage  ; 
Doca  thirat  of  wealth  thy  atep  eonatrain, 

Or  jroathful  pleaaore'a  rage  ? 
Or,  haply,  prcat  with  carea  and  woea. 

Too  aoon  thoa  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me^  to  monm 

The  miaeriea  of  man ! 

IIL 

The  aan  that  orerhanga  yoa  moony 

Ont-apreading  fiu*  and  wide, 
Where  handreda  Ubour  to  aapport 

A  haughty  lordling'a  pride ; 
Fve  aeen  yon  weary  winler-enn 

Twice  forty  timca  retnm  ; 
And  er'ry  time  haa  added  proola. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

IV. 
O  man  !  while  in  thy  eariy  yeara, 

Hew  prodigal  of  time ! 
Mia  apending  all  thjr  preciooa  honra ; 

Thy  glorioua  youtyul  prime ! 
Alternate  foDiea  take  the  away ; 

Lieentiooa  paaaiona  bam ; 
Whidi  tenfold  force  givca  Nature's  law. 

That  man  waa  made  to  mourn. 

V. 
Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime, 

Or  raanhood*a  actire  might ; 
Man  then  ia  uaefol  to  hia  kind, 

Smpperttd  ia  hia  right : 
But  aee  him  on  the  e^  of  lifo. 

With  cares  and  awfowa  worn. 
Then  age  and  want,  Oh !  iU-match'd  pair ! 

Show  man  was  made  to  mourn. 


VI. 
A  km  asm  foTouritea  of  fote^ 

In  pleaaura'a  lap  carest ; 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  rich  and  gnat 

Are  likewiae  truly  bleat. 
But,  Oh  !  what  crowds  in  crery  land, 

Are  wretched  and  forlorn ; 
Thro'  weary  life  thia  Icaaon  learn. 

That  man  waa  made  to  moom. 

vn. 

Many  and  ■hvp  the  numVooa  ilia, 

Inworan  witti  our  frame ! 
Hon  potntad  alill  we  make  ouraahraab 

Regrat,  remoraa,  andahamel 
And  man,  whoee  haaT*n.enctad  foea 

The  amilaa  of  lovt  adorn, 
Bf  an'b  inhnmanily  lo  man 

^'Yif  Fiintlw  IhoMiifc  ■ I 


VTIL 
See  yonder  poor,  o'eilabour'd  w%k^ 

So  abject,  mean,  and  ril^ 
Who  b^  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  aee  hia  lordly  fMom^t 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping 

And  helpleaa  o&pring  mourn. 


IX. 

If  I*m  deaign'd  yon  lordling'a 

By  Nature's  law  deaign'd. 
Why  waa  an  independent  wiah 

£*er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  haa  man  the  will  and 

To  make  hb  fellow  mourn? 


Yet,  let  not  thia  too  much,  my  aoBf 

Diaturb  thy  youthful  breaat  t 
Thia  partial  view  of  human-kind 

la  aurdy  not  the  laU  I 
The  poor,  oppreseed,  honest  maa. 

Had  never,  sure^  been  born. 
Had  there  not  been  aome  rrnnmpanaa 

To  comfort  thoae  that  mourn ! 

XL 
O  IXath  !  the  poor  man*8  dearaal 

The  kindest  and  the  beet  I 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laiA  with  thee  at  rcet ! 
The  great,  Uit  wealthy,  fear  thy 

From  pomp  and  pletaure 
But,  Oh!  a  bleit  relief  to  t 

That,  wcary-laAen,  mourn ! 


A  PRAYER 


m  TH>  raoaricT  or  bbatb* 


O  mov  unknown,  Ahnigh^  Oust 
Of  an  my  hope  and  fear  I 

In  whoee  dread  preaenca^  era  an 
Ptorhapa  I  muat  appear ! 

XL 
If  I  have  wander'd  in  thoaa  patka 

Of  life  I  ought  to  ahuB ; 
Aa  fOMfl<Aifi^  loudly,  in  my 

Remonatrataa  I  have  doas; 

IIL 
Thou  know'at  that  Thou  hMl 

With  paMQM  wiU  and 
Aad  liat'mag  to  thair  wit^iw 

HataAmUM 
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nr. 

Wkwt  Inmaa  — !■■■■  hn  eooM  iliorty 

Hi  dkOB,  .^  Gootf  /  for  neh  tlum  art, 
b  ihiMlei  of  AtfkiMH  hide. 

V. 
When  with  init$Uim  I  luvt  trr'd, 

No  otbcr  pkft  1  havt, 
Bst,  Tkom  tnri  go^d ;  and  goodnew  etiU 

DdigktBlh  to  fMfivv. 


STANZAS 

OV  TBS  lAMX  OCCASION. 

Wht  am  I  loath  to  Imtc  thi«  earthly  Kene  ? 

Have  I  to  ibond  it  Mi  of  pleasing  charms  ? 

8oaia  dropa  of  joy  with  draaghts  of  ill  b<s 


Sone  gleama  of  soiiahiaa  'mid  renewed 


b  it  departiiig  paaga  my  soiil  alarass  ; 

Or  death*8  oalovely,  dreary,  dark  sbode  ? 
For  gailt,  to€  guilt,  my  terrors  are  io  anns ; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  Oon, 
And  jasdy  smart  beneath  hia  sia.«veaging  rod. 

Pain  wonld  I  say,  <  Forgive  my  fbnl  oflence  !* 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
Bat,  ehmUd  my  Author  health  sgain  dis- 


Again  I  might  desert  fair  virtue's  wsy  ; 
Again  in  fcUy*s  path  might  go  astray ; 

Again  csak  the  brute  and  sink  tlw  man  ; 
Tben  bow  abonli  I  fer  heavenly  mercy  pray, 
Who  aet  so  counter  heavenly  mercy's  plan  ? 
Who  an  ao  ofk  have  moom'd,  yet  to  temptation 
ran? 

O  Thou,  gnat  Governor  «f  all  below ! 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee^ 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to 


Or  atill  the  tnmuh  of  the  raging 
Wi^  that  controlling  powV  assist  ev'n  me, 
hfadlong  furioua  psmions  to  con- 


When  for  this  scene  of  peace 
I  make  my  prayer 


For  an  ttsiAt  I  isd  my  pow'n  to  be. 
To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  aUowed  line ! 
Olid  me  widi  thy  help,  OmmpoUne» Divin* t 


LTIVO  At  A  mSVBKBND  raiBlTD's  HOUBX  OMS 

wiuwEf  ms  Airmom  ixn  mx  roLLowiMo 


VERSES, 


lir 


mOOU  WHXftS  HK  SLSIT. 


ma  of% 


IL 

The  hoary  sire — the  mortal  stroke 
Long,  long  be  pleased  to  sparse 

To  bless  his  little  Alial  ikwk, 
And  show  what  good  men  arUi 

in. 

She,  who  her  lovely  ollspring  eyM 
With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 

O  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joy% 
Bat  ipare  a  mother's  tears  I 

IV. 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darling 
In  manhood's  dawning  Uush ; 

Bless  him,  thou  Ood  of  love  and  tmth, 
Up  to  a  parent's  wish  ! 


V. 

The  beauteous,  seraph  sifter-band. 
With  earnest  tears  I  pray. 

Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  ev'rr 
Guide  thou  their  steps  alway  f 

VL 

When  soon  or  late  they  rcAch  that 
O'er  life's  rough  ocean  driv'n. 

May  they  rgoiee,  no  wand*rer  loot, 
A  £unily  in  Heav'n  1 


OffBou  druad  Ptow'r,  who  nign'st  above, 
I  know  thM  wik  M 


THE  HRST  PSALML 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed. 

Hath  happiness  in  store. 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way» 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ! 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  hb  eyes  abroad. 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
StUl  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shsll  iourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow  ;* 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high, 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  wfaoHe  blossom  buds  in  guilt 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  csat, 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble»  toot 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked 
Shall  ne'er  be  tiulf  Uest 


S8 


BURNS*  WOUKS. 


A  PRAYER, 


49IB  TBI  PKBttUm  OF  VIOI.RNT  AXGL'ISII. 

THocr  Grett  Bein^  !  what  thno  art 
Burpji^-iCK  me  to  know  : 
t  Rure  Min  I,  that  known  to  thct; 
Kn  all  thy  workn  brk>iir. 

thy  creature  here  before  thee  ataadn,         ^ 

All  irretrhed  and  distre^t ; 
Yet  sure  thone  ill*  that  wrii^  my  soul 

Obey  thy  high  behent. 

Sure  thou,  Almighty,  camt  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath  ! 
O,  free  my  weary  eyea  from  tears. 

Or  ekMe  tbem  faat  in  death  ! 

Bnt  if  I  muxt  afflicted  be. 

To  irait  aome  wiae  deai^  ; 
Then  nun  my  «oul  with  firm  reM>lvea» 

To  bear  and  not  repine. 


THE  FIRST  SIX  VEBSES  OP 

THE  NINETIETH  PSALM. 

O  THOU,  the  first,  the  greatest  Fricml 

Of  all  the  human  race  ? 
Whose  strong  right  hand  ha*  erer  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling  place  ! 

Before  the  mountains  heaT*d  their  heads 

Beneath  thy  forming  hand, 
Before  tkis  poad'rmis  globe  itself 

Arose  at  thy  command  ; 

That  powV  which  raia'd,  and  still  nphalds 

This  universal  fraiitc^ 
From  countless,  unbrginning  time, 

Waa  ever  still  the  some. 

Those  m^hty  periods  of  ]reata, 

Whirh  leeni  to  na  so  vast. 
Appear  nu  more  before  thy  sight. 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  gav*st  the  word  :   Thy  creature,  man. 

Is  to  existence  brought : 
Again  thou  say*^  *  Ye  eons  of  men, 

Retm'n  ye  into  nought  f ' 

Thon  hiye*t  them,  with  all  their  cares. 

In  ifvcrla«ting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  iuod  thou  tak'at  tbem  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  lika  the  morning  flowV, 

In  beinty's  pride  array *d ; 
B«t  long  ere  night  cot  down,  it  lies 

AU  with«*d  and  decnyU 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISTt 


ON  TL'KMNG  ONI  n3W»  WfTH  TMS 

Arsiii.,  1 786. 


WxB,  modest,  criitvMMi.tipped  flow*r, 
Thou*8  met  me  in  an  evil  biMir ; 
For  I  maun  cruvh  am.ing  the  stonra 

Thy  slender  atni 
To  spare  thee  now  is  fNi«t  my  pow*r, 

Tlio«  btmnic 


Alas !  it**  no  thy  nef^bor  surcct. 
The  bunny  Lfirk^  aimpanioa  meet  . 
Bending  thee  'm.ing  rh«  di*wv  weet ! 

Wi'  spre^U'd  bfeaal. 
When  upw«nl-!^in;;tna.  blithe,  to  greet 

The  pnrpling  caat. 

Cauld  Mew  the  bitter-liitimr  north 
Upon  thy  early,  hiim)>le.  birth  ; 
Yet  cbeet fully  thou  glinted  Uirth 

Amid  the  atonnt 
Bcarce  rear'd  alwve  the  p^trent  earA 

Thy  tender  farm. 

The  ffennthtg  fiow*r»  ow  garden*  yieU^ 
High  shell'ring  wimnIn  and  wa*s  maun 
But  thou  beneath  the  random  bieU 

O*  chid  or  BtaM^ 
Adorn*  tha  hi>.tir  •lifrA/r./eJi, 

Unseen,  riancw 

Then*»  in  tby  ncanty  mnntie  x^iA^ 
Thy  snawie  buaom  awi-ward  spreai^ 
Thou  lilb  thy  nnaaauming  bead 

In  bimible  gwae  ; 
Bnt  now  the  sAore  upreAr*  thv  bed. 

And  Ww  tbonliMl 

Such  is  the  Ctte  of  nrtlcsa  Maid, 
Sweet  ^owerrl  of  the  rural  »bade  ! 
By  love*s  simplicity  betrjy'd. 

Ami  guilrleM  tniatt 
Till  >4m,  like  thee,  all  suil'd.  in  laid 

Liiw  i*  ibe  dnst. 

Such  is  the  Cite  uf  simple  IVanl. 
On  life\  rough  ocean  Incklewi  »Uit*«I, 
Unskilful  be  to  noti*  the  card 

Ut  WFiMnricf  sB^e, 
TiB  billows  rage,  and  Ksld  bkiw  ban!. 

And  whelm  him  o'er  ! 


Such  fate  to  MftJ^rimp  wmtk  is  giv V 
\I1m>  long  with  wjutii  and  vrwe*  hoa  striv" 
By  human  priile  or  vvnninr  dinv*n 

T>»  iiii«*ry%  Wiiitk, 
Till  wrencb*d  of  evc-y  »uy  bnt  lls«ve% 

He,  lain'il,  sink! 

Fv*n  tliiMi  w  hii  nMiNrn*»t  tbt-  Uai«y  s  li 
ThiiiJ'uUt  i»  iktKt — uu  dtokiut  datai 
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M 


Fdl  oo  thjr  Uoom, 
the  fhrrow's  weight, 
Shall  be  thy  doom! 


TO  RDIN. 


All  han !  iaezorable  lord ! 

At  whoee  destractioii-breathiiig  word. 

The  mightieil  empiree  fidl ! 
Thj  emel,  woe-delighted  tr^iii, 
The  ninistere  of  gnef  end  pain, 

A  tuUen  welcome,  all ! 
With  etetn.reaolT*d,  despairing  eye, 

I  eee  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  oae  hae  cat  my  dieoretf  fie, 
And  ^ttivera  in  my  heart. 
Then  low'ring,  and  pouring. 

The  atonn  no  more  I  dr«id ; 
Tho*  thick*ning  and  blackn*ing, 
Roiiwl  my  devoted  head. 

n. 

And  thoQ  grim  power,  by  life  abhorr'd. 
While  life  a  pUtuurt  can  afford, 
Oh !  hear  a  wretch's  prayer  : 
No  more  I  thriDk  appaH*d,  afraid ; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid, 
To  cleee  this  scene  of  care  ! 
When  shall  my  soul,  in  silent  peaoe^ 

Resign  lile*s/o]rieM  day ; 
My  weary  heart  its  throbbingt  cease, 
Cold  mouldering  in  the  clay? 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifelem  feoe ; 
Enclaned,  and  graqied 
Witlua  my  cold  embraee ! 


TO  MISS  L. 


wrra  isaTTU  a  rones,  as  a  xew-teak  a  oirr, 
JAV.  1,  1787. 

AoAiv  the  silent  wheels  of  time 

Their  anoual  round  have  driv*n. 
And  yon,  tho*  scarce  in  maiden  prime, 

Are  so  much  nearer  Hear*n. 

No  gifb  have  I  from  Indian  eoasCi 

llie  b&nt  year  to  hail ; 
I  send  you  more  thao  India  boasts 

In  EdwitC§  simple  tale. 


Our 

b 

an 


ith  guile  and  feitUem  lofe 
'd,  perfaa|/bb  too  true ; 
,  dear  maid,  each  lorer  prore 
m  stall  to  you  ! 


EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND 


MAT 


1786. 


I  LAXo  hae  thought,  my  youthfn* 

A  something  to  ^re  sent  you, 
Tho*  it  should  servo  nae  other  end 

Than  just  a  kind  memenio  ; 
But  how  the  subject-theme  msy  gang. 

Let  time  and  chance  determine ; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  aang. 

Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 

XL 
Ye*ll  try  the  warld  soon,  my  lad, 

And,  Andrtw  dear,  believe  me. 
Ye'll  find  mankind  an  unco  squad. 

And  muckle  they  may  grieve  ye  : 
For  care  and  trouhlr  set  your  thought^ 

E*en  when  your  end*«  attained  ; 
An  a*  your  view*  m.iy  cotnc  ti»  nought. 

Where  ev*ry  newt  ia  »>truliitr4i. 

III. 
ni  no  say,  men  are  viil.dnH  .i* ; 

The  real,  hanlen*d  \vurke<i, 
Wha  hae  nae  check  hut  human  law. 

Are  to  a  tew  restricted  ; 
But  och,  mankinl  are  unco  weak. 

An*  little  to  be  trusted  ; 
If  se(f  the  wavering  bilance  shake. 

Its  rarely  right  adjusted  ! 

IV. 
Yet  they  wha  fa*  in  fortune's  strife 

Their  fete  we  should  na  censurt^ 
For  still  th*  important  end  of  life 

They  equally  may  answer ; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart, 

Tho*  poortith  hourly  sttre  him  ^ 
A  man  may  tak  a  neebor*s  part. 

Yet  hae  nae  cask  to  spare  him. 

V. 

Aye  free  aff  han*  your  story  tell. 

When  wi*  a  bosom  crony ; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel* 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  younel*  aa  weel'a  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro*  every  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd  sly  inspection. 

VI. 

The  saered  lowe  o'  weeUplac'd  love. 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it ; 
But  never  tempt  th*  iilidt  rove^ 

Tho*  naething  should  divulge  it  i 
I  wave  the  quantum  o*  the  sin. 

The  hazard  of  concealing  ; 
But  och !  it  hardens  a*  within. 

And  petrifiea  the  feeling  ! 


VIL 
To  oatch  dame  Fortune's  goMta 
wait  upon  her  j 
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And  gitlitr  gitr  hf  at'ij 
That'sjiMtiAedbylioMVi 

Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  iMdge. 
Nor  for  a  train-attendtat ; 

But  for  tht  glorioM  priTikfi 
Of  bong  indepemtkmt, 

VITL 
The  fear  o'  hcU*e  a  haof  maii'e  whip 

To  haud  the  wretch  ia  order ; 
Bat  where  ye  feel  your  htmmr  grip, 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border : 
Itt  tlightart  toncheiy  ingtant  panee^ 

Debar  a*  side  pretenoee ; 
And  reeoltttely  keep  its  Iaw% 

Uoearing  oooeequeneea. 

IX. 

The  great  Ortator  to  revere^ 

Mutt  sure  become  the  treaturt ; 
But  etill  the  preaching  cast  forbear, 

And  eT*n  the  rigid  feature : 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profiuie  to  ranges 

Be  ctMonpUisance  extended ; 
An  Atheitt*s  Uugh*s  a  poor  eschange 

For  Deity  offended ! 


When  ranting  round  in  pleasare*s  ring. 

Religion  may  be  blinM ; 
Or,  if  &  gie  a  random  ting. 

It  may  be  little  minded : 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempest-driT'n, 

A  eonicienoe  but  a  canker— 
A  correspondence  fizM  wi*  lIeaY*kv 

Is  sure  a  noble  anehor, 

XI. 
Adien,  dear,  amiable  voath ! 

Your  heart  can  ne  er  be  wanting : 
Maj  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth. 

Erect  your  brow  nndaunting  ? 
In  ploughman  phrase,  *  God  send  you  speed,* 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser ; 
And  may  you  better  reek  the  rsflb, 

Than  erer  did  th*  adTiser ! 


ON  A  SCOTCH  BARO» 

aom  TO  THE  WIST  IMDIKS. 

A*  Ti  wha  live  by  soups  o*  drink, 
A*  fs  wha  live  by  crambo-clink, 
A*  fs  wha  Ihrt  aiid  acrcr  think. 

Coma  moani  wi*  wm ! 
Our  htm^M  gi*ea  at  a'  a  jiak, 

Aa*  OWTS  tfM  sea. 


LaaieBt  him  a*  ya  raatia  eof% 
Whadoarlv  Kke  a  raadom-splorc, 
Nat  auir  ke'D  join  tiM  mcfry  rsar, 

lanfUkcj; 


AB*0WTstfM8» 


The  bannie  lassies  wed  may  wia 
Aad  in  their  dear  petition$  pboe  him : 
The  widows,  wires,  an*  a*  may  blew  kias, 

Wi*  tearfn*e*e; 
For  weel  I  wat  they*U  sairly  aum  him, 

That*»  owre  the  sea. 

O  Fortune,  they  ha'e  room  to  grumble ! 
Hadst  thou  ta*en  aff  aome  drowsy  buaune^ 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an*  fhmblew 

Twad  been  naa  pIsa 
But  he  was  gleg  as  ony  wumUe, 

That's  owre  Ae  sea. 


Auld,  cantie  JTyfe  may  weepers  w«u» 
An*  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  saut  tear ; 
Twill  mak'  her  poor  auld  heart,  I  fear, 

In  ilioden  flea ; 
He  was  her  Uamrtai  monie  a  year. 

That's  owia  tha 


He  saw  misfortune's  cauld 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  jillet  brak'  his  heart  at  last, 

lU  may  Shaba! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  masl^ 

An*  oam  tha  sea. 


To  tremble  under  Fortune's 
On  soaroe  a  bellyiu'  o*  dnimmock, 
Wi*  his  proud,  independent  stomach 

CSmiU  iUagrse; 
So,  row*t  his  hunfics  in  a  Aammodl, 

An*  owre  tha  aea. 

He  ne'er  was  gTen  to  great  mis^vidiaf 
Yet  coin  his  poaches  wad  na  bide  m ; 
Wi*  him  it  ne'er  was  iciMlir  kkKngt 

He  dealt  it  frea  t 
The  muse  was  a*  that  he  took  pride  i% 

That's  owrs  the  sm» 


Jamaica  boeKa,  use  him 
An*  hap  him  in  a  oone  bid ; 
Ye'U  find  him  aye  a  dainty  chiel, 

Aodfii*o*gloas 
He  wadna  wrang'd  the  Teradeil^ 

Thai^BOwre  thasM. 

Farewcel,  my  rk^mm  tompoting  Wit/ 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ill-wiffie ; 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily. 

Now  bouiilb  ; 
m  toast  ye  ia  my  hiadmtst  giUie» 

Tho*  owre  tile  «k 


TO  A  HAGGI& 


FAia  fe*  your  hoocst, 
Onat  ehieftaia  o*  tha 
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AbooB  dian  a*  ft  tik  your  pliee^ 

Pauieb,  tripe,  or  Uiairm : 
Weel  are  y«  wordf  of  a  proee 

As  laag's  my  inn. 

The  gTMunnf  trencher  there  je  fill, 
Tour  hurdice  lUce  a  diitaiit  hiD, 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o*  need. 
While  thro*  jonr  poree  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knifr  see  rustic  labour  dight, 
An'  cut  jon  up  wi'  reedy  slight, 
Trenchii^  your  gudiinc  entrails  bright, 

Like  onie  ditch ; 
And  then,  O  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekin*,  rich ! 

Then  hon  fiir  bom  they  stretch  an*  strive, 
Dnl  tsk  the  hindmost,  on  they  drive. 
Till  a'  thdr  weel-swallM  kytes  belyre 

Are  bait  like  drams ; 
Then  anld  gnidman,  maist  like  to  ryve, 

Betkttnkit  hums. 

Is  there  that  o'er  his  French  ragout. 
Or  olio  that  wad  slaw  a  sow, 
Or/Weossee  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi'  peHeet  loonner, 
Looks  down  wi'  sneering,  soomfn'  view. 

On  sic  a  dinner  ? 

Poor  deril !  see  him  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  •■  a  wither'd  rash, 
Hii  yindle  shsnk  a  gnid  whip-lash. 

His  nieve  a  nit ; 
Thro'  bloody  flood  or  fieki  to  dssh, 

Ohow  unfit! 


But  mirii  the  rustic,  kaggU-ftA, 
The  trembling  earth  resounds  his  tresd, 
Qap  in  his  i^lie  nitre  a  blades 

Hell  make  it  whissle ; 
An'  legs^  an'  ann%  an  heads  will  sued. 

Like  tape  o*  thrisile. 

Ye  Pow'ra  wha  mak  mankiad  your  care^ 
And  diah  them  out  their  bill  o*  fsra^ 
Aald  Scotland  wants  na  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggies  ; 
Bat,  if  ft  wish  her  gratefo*  pray'r, 

Oie  her  a  Haggi*  I 


A  DEDICATION. 

TO  OATIM  HAMII,TOK,  ESQ. 

ExncT  aa,  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechio,  fleth'rin  dedicatioo. 
To  rooae  you  np^  an*  ca*  you  gnid. 
An*  sprung  o*  great  an*  noble  bluid, 
Because  ye're  snmamed  like  kU  grao; 
Ptehape  nlaltd  to  tht  race; 


Then  when  Tm  tired^>and  sae  are  ^ 
Wi*  mony  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
Set  up  a  £ioe,  how  I  stop  short, 
For  fesr  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do— maun  do,  Sir,  wi'  them  wha 
BCaun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefu' ; 
For  me !  sse  Uigh  I  needna  bow, 
For,  Lord  be  thsnkit,  /  eon  plough  ; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig. 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit, /eon  £«y; 
Sse  I  shall  say,  and  that's  nae  flatt'rin*, 
It*s  just  tic  poet  an*  rie  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  hiv, 
Or  else,  I  fear  some  ill  ane  skelp  him  ; 
He  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet, 
But  only  he's  no  just  begun  yet 

The  Patron,  (Sir.  ye  maun  forgie  me^ 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  will  o'  me) 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allowed  be^ 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  bsb 

I  readily  and  freely  grant, 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What's  no  his  ain  he  winna  tak  it. 
What  ance  he  says  he  winna  brsak  it ; 
Ought  he  can  lend  he'll  no  refose' 
Till  aft  his  goodness  is  abused ; 
And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  thatt  he  does  na  mind  it  lang ; 
As  master,  landlord,  husband,  father 
He  doea  na  foil  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a*  thai ; 
Nae  godlg  symptom  ye  can  ca'  that ; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  fieature^ 
Of  our  poor,  sinfu*  corrupt  nature : 
Ye'll  get  the  best  o*  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  orthodoxy. 
That  he's  the  poor  man's  fnend  in  nttd. 
The  gmUleman  in  word  and  deed. 
It's  no  thro*  terror  of  danmation ; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inclination. 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane. 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  ■^■*n  ! 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whose  stay  and  trust  it 
In  moral  mercy,  truth,  and  justice  ' 

No— stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack  ; 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back ; 
Steal  thro*  a  wtnaodl  frae  a  wh-n^ 
But  point  the  rake  that  taks  the  door ': 
Be  to  the  poor  like  onie  whnnstane^ 
And  hand  their  noses  to  the  grunstaae ; 
Ply  ev*ry  art  o*  legal  thieving ; 
No  matter,  stick  to  mnmd  beUeoing. 

Learn  three  mile  pray'rs,  an'  half-milt 
Wi*  weel-sprtad  looves,  an*  lang  wry  foces  ; 
Grunt  up  a  K>lemn,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own ; 
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A  HBtdy.  ■knrdy,  ■taniick  balirrir. 

O  ye  wha  lesre  the  •priogi  of  Cahin^ 
For  pon^'e  Ai&f  of  your  aio  ddTin ! 
Ye  MMM  of  berety  and  error, 
YeMl  ■ome  day  tqoeel  in  qaaking  terror ! 
When  Tengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  sheath  ; 
When  ruin,  with  his  sweeping:  beMom, 
Jnst  frets  till  Heav*n  commission  gies  him : 
While  o*er  the  harp  pale  Misery  moans, 
And  strikes  the  ever-deep*niiig  tones, 
8tin  louder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans ! 

Yoar  psrdon.  Sir,  for  this  digression, 
I  maist  forgat  my  dedication  ; 
Bat  when  divinity  comes  crfMs  roe, 
My  readers  still  are  sure  to  low  me. 


So,  Sir,  ye  see  'twss  nae  daft  vapour. 
Bat  I  maturely  thought  it  proper. 
When  a*  my  works  1  did  review. 
To  dedicate  them.  Sir,  to  You  : 
Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 
I  thought  them  something  like  yoursel*. 

Then  patronise  them  wi*  your  favour, 
And  your  petitioner  shall  ever — 
I  had  amai«t  said  tver  pray. 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say : 
For  prayin*  I  hae  Uttle  skill  o*t ; 
I'm  baith  dcad-sweer,  an*  wretdied  ill  o*t ; 
But  Tee  repeat  each  poor  man*s  /ir«jfV, 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you.  Sir — 

**  Bfay  ne*er  mislnrtune*s  gowling  bark, 
Howl  thro*  the  dwdKng  o*  the  Ckrkt 
May  ne'er  hb  gcn'roua,  hona^t  heart. 
For  that  same  gvn'roos  spirit  smart ! 

May  K s  fiir  honour'd  name 

Lang  beet  bis  hymeneal  ilaroe, 

TiU  H a,  at  least  a  diaen, 

Are  fret  her  naptial  labours  risen : 
Five  bonnie  UMaea  round  their  table. 
And  aeven  braw  fcllowa,  atout  an*  able    . 
To  aerve  their  king  and  country  weel, 
Bf  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 
May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  raya. 
Shine  on  the  evening  o*  hia  days  ; 
Tin  hia  wee  carlie  John's  ier-oc. 
When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  (low. 
The  last,  aad,  mournful  ritea  beatow  !** 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  eooduaioo, 
Wi'  eompluaentary  eAinon ; 
But  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeavours 
Are  Uest  with  Fortune's  smiica  and  favoura, 
I  am,  dear  Sir,  with  aaal  moat  fiHirent, 
Yoar  mnch  indebted,  humble  aanrant. 

But  if  (which  Pow'n  above  prevent !) 
That  inm-hctrted  Ctrl,  Wami, 
Attended  in  hia  grim  advancaa, 
By  sad  miatakci,  and  bbek -- 


While  hopcab  aad  ioya,  lad 

Blake  Toa  aa  poor  a  dog  aa  1  am. 

Your  humbU  aervami  then  no  mora ; 

For  who  wooU  hnmUy  aerve  the  poor! 

But,  by  a  poor  man'a  hopea  in  Heaven ! 

While  reooUection'a  power  ia  given. 

If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  life. 

The  victim  sad  of  Ibrtanc'a  atrife^ 

I,  thro'  the  tender  guahing  tear. 

Should  recognise  my  wiawler  dmr. 

If  friendless,  knr,  we  meet  together. 

Then,  Sir,  your  hand — my  friend  and  hrtihtT 


I 


TO  A  LOUSE 

ox   assiiTG  OMS  ow  A  ladt'b 

CHUnCH. 


BomrsT  At 


Ha  !  where  ye  gann,  yt  crawlin'  ferlia  ? 
Your  impudence  protecta  yon  aoirly : 
I  canna  say  bat  ye  etrunt  raiely, 

Owre  game  and  hwe; 
Tho'  feith,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 

Onaie  aplaoa. 

Ye  ngly,  craepm*,  Uaatit  woaaer» 
Detested,  ^nnn  d  t^  sannt  an'  ainnar, 
How  dare  yoa  aet  your  fit  apoa  her. 

See  fine  a  bdy  I 
Oae  aomewhera  ehe  and  aeek  yoar  dimairy 

Onaome  poor  body. 

Swith,  in  aone  bcggar'e  hafti  aqoattk ; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  aprawlt  and 
Wi'  ither  kindied,  jampin'  eattk 

In  fhffti*  fiiMf  fif^jiff^if  • 
Where  horn  nor  bmm  ne'er  dare  anaattle 

Yoar  thick  plani 


Now  hand  yoa  thersb  ye*ra  oat  o'  sight, 
Bek>w  the  &tt*rila,  anng  and  tight : 
Na,  feith  ye  yet  1  ye*U  bo  be  i^t 

TiU  jre've  |ot  on  ilp 
The  vera  tapmoal,  tow*nng  height 

O*  Jllat'f  ' 


Mv  aooth !  right  baoki  ye  eel  yoar 
As  plump  and  grey  aa  oov  grooat ; 

0  for  aome  rank*  merennal  raaeC, 

OrUUred 
I'd  gi'e  yoa  aio  a  hearty  doae  o*t. 

Wad  dreaa  yoar  droddi 

1  wad  na  been  earprieed  to  apy 
You  on  an  anld  wife'a  fiannaa  toy ; 
Or  aiblina  aome  bit  dnddie  boy, 

OaS  wyiiaaggt ; 
But  Bfias's  fine  LmrnrnKt  I  fie, 

How  dara  ye  do*l  I 

O,  Jennjf,  diana  Ism  year  head. 
An'  aet  yoar  baaatice  a*  abraad  I 
Ye  little  ken  what  eoraed  apead 

TheyMiMMkkM 
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Hm  vfaAs  KnAJIngtT'endMf  I  dread. 

Are  DoCice  takin' ! 

0  wsd  MMne  power  the  giftie  gie  ua 
To  Me  omnelt  qm  otheri  f  ee  M  / 
B  wad  frae  noonie  a  blander  free  ta, 

And  fooliah  notMm : 
¥hat  air*  in  drcaa  an*  gait  wad  lea'e  na, 

And  tr*n  Derotion ! 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH. 


Bdoia  !   Seotim'i  darling  aeat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaoea  and  towera» 
Where  onee  beneath  a  monareh'a  feet 

Sat  IcgkdatioB**  aorereign  pow*ra ! 
From  marking  wildljr-ecatter'd  flow'n^ 

Aa  oo  the  banka  if  Apr  I  ttrajr'd, 
Aad  ainging,  ^ne,  the  ling'ring  honn^ 

I  ahetoer  in  thy  honoured  ahade. 

IL 
Here  wealth  atill  awella  the  golden  tide, 

Aa  bu3^  tovde  Ida  laboura  plica ; 
There  ardiiteetare'a  noble  pride 

Bida  eleganee  and  splendour  riae ; 
Here  inatioe»  from  her  natire  akica^ 

High  wielda  her  balanee  and  her  rod ; 
There  learning,  with  hia  eagle  eyea, 
in  her  oof  abode. 


m. 

Thj  aona,  Edim a,  social,  kind, 

Wi^  open  anna  the  atranger  hail ; 
Their  riewa  enlarged,  dieir  liberal  mind, 

Abone  the  narrow,  rural  rale ; 
AltsotiTe  atill  to  aorrow*8  wail, 

Or  modeat  merit*8  ailent  claim ; 
And  netcr  may  their  aouroes  fiul  I 

And  nercr  envy  blot  their  namot 

IV. 
Thy  dcoghtcn  bright  thf  walka  adorn ! 

Otj  aa  the  gilded  summer  sky, 
Sweet  aa  the  dewy  milk-white  thorn. 

Dear  aa  the  raptured  thrill  of  joy ! 
Vtir  Bomet  strikes  th*  adoring  eye, 

Heavcn'e  beauties  on  my  feney  shine : 
I  see  the  aire  oflovt  on  AspA, 

And  own  his  woric  indeed  divine  I 


V. 
9hara^  watching  high  the  least  alarms, 

Thy  ron^  rude  forties  gleama  afer ; 
like  aome  boU  Teteran,  grey  in  anna, 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar : 
The  pon*dro«e  wall  and  maaay  bar, 

Grim^neittg  o  er  the  rugged  rock  \ 
&fe  oft  withatood  sasailing  war. 

And  oft  rcpell'd  the  iuTwler'a  ahodb 


VL 

With  awe-atruck  thougifat,  and  pitying  tnf% 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  dome. 
Where  Scotia*$  kings  of  other  years. 

Famed  heroes,  had  their  royal  home. 
Alaa !  how  changed  the  times  to  come  ' 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dost ! 
Their  haplesa  race  wild-wand*ring  roam ! 

Tho*  rigid  law  criea  out,  'twaa  just  i 

vn. 

Wild  beata  my  heart  to  trace  your  stepe, 

Whoee  anoeators  in  days  of  yore, 
Thro'  hoatile  ranks  and  ruin*d  gaps 

Old  Seotia*$  bloody  Hon  bore  • 
E'en  /  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  mjf  sires  have  Uft  ^eir  abed, 
And  faced  grim  danger'a  loudest  roar, 

BoId-foUowii^  where  your  Others  led ! 

vra. 

Edika  !   Scotia*s  darling  aeat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  aud  tow*ra. 
Where  cure  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  80T*reign  pow'rs ! 
From  marking  wildly-seatter'd  ilow*n^ 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  1  stray'd. 
And  singing,  lonci  the  ling'ring  hours, 

1  shelter'd  in  thy  hononr'd  shade. 


EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK, 

AN  OLD  aCOTTIlU  BAED,    APftlL  Ist,  1786* 

Whils  briers  an*  woodbinea  budding  green. 
An*  paitricka  acraichin  loud  at  e'en. 
An'  morning  pouaaie  whiddin  seen. 

Inspire  my  muse, 
This  frttdom  in  an  unknoum  frien' 

I  pray  excuse. 

On  festen-een  we  had  a  rockin*. 
To  ca*  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin* ; 
And  there  waa  muckle  fun  and  jokin'. 

Ye  need  ua  doubt  t 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin* 

At  sang  abomt 

There  waa  ae  aoii^  amang  the  rest^ 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleased  me  best. 
That  aome  kind  husband  had  addreat 

To  some  eweet  wife : 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-atrings  thro*  the  breaat, 

A*  to  the  life. 

I're  scarce  heard  ought  deeeribed  sae  wed» 
What  gen'roua,  manly  boaoma  fed ; 
Thought  I,  <  Can  thia  be  Pope,  or  Steele^ 

OrBeattie'awark?' 
They  tald  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chid 

About  Muirkirk, 

It  pat  me  fidgin-fein  to  hear*t. 
And  sae  about  him  there  I  ^^er^ 
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Then  a*  diat  lMi*t  Um  nmnd  dadarad 

He  had  in^tUf 

That  nana  azoeU'd  it,  few  cam  uaar't. 

It  wataae  fioa. 

That  Kt  bim  to  a  pmt  of  ale^ 
An*  either  donee  or  meny  tale, 
Or  rhymes  an*  langa  he'd  made  himael*, 

Or  witty  catehet, 
*Tween  InTemeaa  and  Teriotdalc^ 

He  had  few  matches. 

Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  an  uth, 
Tho*  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  an*  graith. 
Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death, 

At  some  dyke  back, 
A  pint  an*  gill  I'd  gie  them  bsith 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But,  first  an'  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  erambo-^mgU  fell, 

Tho*  rude  and  rough, 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body*s  ssl' 

Does  wed  eneugh. 

I  am  nae|>oef,  in  a  sense. 
But  just  a  rhymtr^  like,  by  chance. 
An*  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence. 

Yet,  what  the  matter? 
Whene'er  my  muse  does  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic  folk  may  cock  their  noes, 
And  say,  *  How  can  you  e'er  propose^ 
Yon  wha  ken  hardly  eerse  free  ;>roi«. 

To  make  Sony  y* 
But,  by  your  leaves,  mr  learned  foes, 

Ye  re  may  be  wrang. 

What's  a*  your  jargon  o*  your  schools, 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an*  stools ; 
If  honest  nature  made  you  fooh, 

Wbat  sairs  your  grammars? 
Ye*d  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools, 

Or  knappin-hammers. 

A  set  o*  dun  conceited  hashes. 
Confuse  their  brains  in  coll^  di 
They  gang  in  stirks,  and  eomt  out 

Plain  truth  to  speak ; 
An*  syne  they  tbink  to  dimb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o*  Greek ! 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o*  Naturs*s  firs ! 
That's  a*  the  learning  I  desire ; 
Then  the'  I  dradge  Uiro*  dub  an*  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart, 
My  mnas^  tfiongb  hamely  in  attire^ 

May  tooeh  the  heart 

O  fcr  a  sp«nk  o*  AUan*9  glee. 
Or  Ftrgm99n*it  the  bauld  and  slee, 
Or  bright  Iit^pnuA*t,  my  friend  to  ht, 

Ifleaahitit* 


That  wodd  ba  lair  eneagli  fer  ma  f 

IfleooUgetit 

Now,  Sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  taaw, 
Tho'  real  friends,  I  blieve  are  fcw. 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fbo, 

Fsa  no  insist^ 
Bat  gif  ye  want  se  friend  that's  true, 

Vm  on  your  list. 

I  winna  blaw  about  mysd ; 
As  in  I  like  my  £iults  to  teU  ; 
But  friends,  and  folk  that  wish  me  wdl, 

Theysomets 
Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  stiU 

As  &r  abuse  ma. 

There's  ae  weefni  they  whyles  lay  to  i 
I  like  the  lasses — Guid  fbrgie  me ! 
For  monie  a  plack  they  wheedle  fraa  me. 

At  dance  or  feir  ; 
May  be  some  iMer  thing  they  gie  ma 

Thsy  wad  can  apanu 

• 

But  MauehKng  race,  or  MamcUimt  fUr* 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  yon  there ; 
We'se  gie  se  night*s  discharge  to  care, 

If  we  forgadiar. 
An*  hae  a  swap  o* 

Wi* 


The  four-gill  chap,  we*se  gar  him  datler. 
An*  kirsen  him  wi*  reekin*  water ; 
Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak  oor  wbittar. 

To  dieer  our  beart ; 
An'  fiuth  we'se  be  acquainted  better 

BefiBra  we  part. 


Awa  ye  selfish  warly  rscai 
Wha  tbink  that  barins. 


Et'u  love  and  friendship,  shoohl  give  piaea 

To  eaiek  the  pimek/ 

I  dmna  like  to  see  your  face^ 

Nor  bear  yoor  CTMk. 

But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  cbanas. 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  uf  kindi 
Who  hola  your  bdng  on  the 

<  Each  aid  the  odiafB,' 
Come  to  my  bowl,  coom  to  my  anna, 

My  fiiendB,  my  brocbsrs! 

But,  to  conclude  my  lang  cpiilla, 
As  my  anld  pen's  worn  to  the  grisds ; 
Twa  lines  free  you  wed  gar  me  fbsle, 

Who  am,  moat  fenraaty 
Wbile  I  can  dtber  sing,  or  wbinle. 

Your  friend  and 
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TO  THE  SAME. 

AtmiL  SI,  1785. 


rd  kje  rout  at  the  stake, 
wSm  ndc  in  pleuf  h  or  brakes 
ir  OB  e'enin'a  edge  I  take. 

To  own  Vm  debtor 
■I  fceartrd  anU  Ltqfraik 

For  his  kind  letter. 

ktt  aair,  wiUi  weary  Icga^ 
At  eom  out-owra  Uie  riga, 
t§  thro*  amaog  the  naigs 

Their  ten  honia  bite^ 
lit  aanae  aair  pleeda  and  begs, 

I  would  na  write. 


ramfecsi'd  hisie, 
I  at  beat,  and  something  laiy, 
^  '  Ye  ken,  we've  been  sae  bnsv, 

Tbia  month  an*  mair, 
«lh  my  head  is  grown  right  dinie, 

An'  something  sair.* 

owff  ezenses  pat  me  mad ; 
Eoee,*  says  I,  *  ye  thowleas  jad  ! 
1^  an*  that  a  heairty  bland. 

This  vera  night ; 
i  f9  affront  yonr  trade, 

Bnt  rhyme  it  right. 

I  bnuld  Lapraik,  the  king  o*  hearts, 
■kind  were  a  pack  o'  cartes, 
Ni  aae  wcel  for  yonr  deserts, 

In  terms  sae  friendly, 
I  Mtlfrf  to  shjiw  yonr  parts. 

An*  thank  him  kindly!* 

giBt  p^per  in  a  Uink, 

•m  fared  thtmpie  in  the  ink : 

f  *  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

1  vow  1*11  doae  it; 
i  winna  mak*  it  clink, 

By  Jove  rU  prose  it!* 

*t%  begun  to  scrawl,  bnt  whether 

Mt  or  jNToee,  or  bajth  tbcgithcr, 

I  holck-potch  that's  rightly  neither. 

Let  time  mak  proof; 
idl  aeribble  down  some  blether 

Just  clean  aff  loo€ 

Wtky  frioid,  ne'er  grudge  an*  earp 
toae  nae  yon  hard  an*  sharp ; 
itdt  np  yonr  moorfojuf  harp 

WV  gleeeome  touch ! 
M  bow  FSortnne  waft  and  warpf 

8he*8  but  a  b-tch. 


ni  langh,  an*  aing,  an*  ahake  my  kg, 

As  kmg*s  I  dow ! 


Now  oomca  tko  aaz  and  twentieth  aimi 
Fve  aean  tho  bod  npo'  the  timmer, 
Still  penoented  by  the  limmer, 

n«e  year  to  y«r ; 
But  yet,  deapito  tho  kittle  kimmer, 

/,  B^  amhieio. 

Do  ye  envy  Uie  dty  Otmi, 
Behint  o  kist  to  lie  and  sklent. 
Or  pmse  proud,  big  wi*  oent  per  east. 

And  mocUe  wami^ 
In  some  bit  bmgih  to  reprmnt 

AJ&mSe'fnamt? 


Or  is't  tho  panghty  fondal  thane^ 
Wi*  ruffled  aark  and  glancin*  cane, 
Whn  ihinka  himself  nae  aheep-abank  bani^ 

But  lordly  atalks. 
While  cape  an*  bonneta  aff  are  taen. 

As  by  he  walka  ? 

*  O  Thou  wha  gies  us  each  guid  gift ! 
Gie  me  o*  wit  and  sense  a  lift. 
Then  turn  mt,  if  Thou  please,  adrift 

Thro*  ScotUmd  wide  i 
Wi*  cite  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift. 

In  a*  their  pride!' 

Were  thia  Uie  charter  of  our  atete, 
*  On  pain  o'  hell  be  rich  and  great,* 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fote. 

Beyond  remcod; 
But,  thanks  to  Heav*n  !  th«t*s  no  the  nte 

We  learn  oar  eraed. 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran. 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
'  The  aocial,  friendly,  honest  man, 

Whate*er  he  be^ 
*Ti8  he  fulfils  great  Nahirt*t  plum. 

An*  nooe  but  Ae/* 

O  mandate  gloriona  and  drrine ! 
The  raned  followers  o'  the  Nine, 
Poor,  w>ughtless  devils !  yet  may  ahine 

In  glorious  Kght, 
While  sordid  sons  of  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  as  night 

Tho*  here  they  scrape,  an*  aqoeene,  an'  mnm^ 
Their  worthless  nieveni*  o*  a  soul 
Bfay  in  some  future  carcase  howl 

The  forest's  fr^int ; 
Or  in  some  day-detceting  owl 

May  ahoB  tho  light 


BO  flionie  a  jirt  and  fleg^ 
■li  Btriddle  owre  a  rig ; 
te  L— d»  tho*  I  ahooU  beg, 
Wi  lyait  poWf 


Then  may  Zi^praiA  and  Bwrm 
To  reach  their  native^  kindred  skioi^ 
And  f  Jn^  their  pleaaoras,  hopc%  aad  joy% 

1a  some  mOd  qpMn^ 
Still  doaer  knit  in  fneadship'k  tiaa, 
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TO  W.  S- 


•N, 


Jfby  1785. 

I  OAT  your  letter,  wimonie  Willie : 
Wi*  grmtefa'  h«ut  I  thank  jrou  bnwlit ; 
Tho*  I  nuuin  ny*t,  I  wid  be  nlly. 

An*  unco  Tun, 
^ould  I  beliere,  my  ootzin*  biUie, 

Your  lUttnin*  ftnia. 

Bat  Tm  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it, 
I  tod  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ltnuc  Mtire,  tiddins  iklented 

On  my  poor  motie ; 
Tho*  in  tie  phrainu*  ternui  ye*ve  penn*d  i^ 

I  acarce  ezcoie  yeb 

My  aeBaee  wad  be  in  a  creel. 
Should  I  but  dare  a  A/ipe  to  sped, 
Wi*  AOam  or  wi*  GilbettJIM, 

The  braea  of  fiune ; 
Or  FerpuoHt  the  writer  chiel, 

A  deathlcM  name. 

(O  Ferguatm  I  thy  glorious  parte 
III  auited  law*s  dry,  musty  arts  ! 
My  curae  upon  your  whunstane  hearta, 

Ye  E'nbrugh  Gentry ! 
The  tithe  o*  what  ye  waste  at  cartes. 

Wad  stow*d  his  pantry  !) 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i*  my  head, 
Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed, 
Aa  whyles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

(O  sad  diaeaae !) 
I  kittle  up  my  mafic  reecf ; 

It  gies  me  ease. 

Auld  Coila  now  may  fidge  fu*  fain, 
She*8  gotten  poeta  o*  her  ain, 
Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain. 

But  tune  their  laya. 
Till  echoes  a*  reaound  again 

Her  wed-eung  praiae. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  hia  whil^ 
To  set  her  name  in  meaaured  style ; 
She  lay  like  aome  unkenned  of  ide 

Beeide  Ntv-HoOandt 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  MagtOan, 

Ram$ap  an*  fiunous  Ftrjfusom 
Oied  Forth  an*  7ay  a  lift  aboon  ; 
Yanvw  an*  Titeed  to  mooie  a  tone, 

Owre  Scotland  rings, 
While  Zrwim^  LtipBr,  Afr^  an*  Dwm, 

Nae  body  singa. 

Th*  iSaiMa,  -Tibir,  Tkamu^  an'  SctMb 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunefii*  liaa ! 
But,  WUUn^  Ml  your  At  to  mum. 


Well  gar  our  atreama  aad  bamiea 

Upwi'th* 


We*U  dng  auU  CaUaU  plaina  an*  «1b» 
Her  moors  red>brown  wi*  heather  beOst 
Her  banks  an*  braes,  her  dene  an*  ddls, 

Where  gk)rioiaa  HUfac 
Ait  bure  the  gree,  aa  story  tdla. 

Free  southern  biDieiu 

At  WaUaee*  name  what  Scottish  Uood 
But  hoik  up  in  a  spriog*tide  flood  ! 
Oft  hare  our  fearleas  fiithers  strode 

By  WmOaee*  dde, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat  shod. 

Or  glorioaa  died. 

O  Bwcet  are  Coiia*$  hangha  an'  woo4i^ 
When  lintwhites  chant  among  the  baih 
An*  jtnldn  hares,  in  amorous  idiida. 

Their  lores  enjoy. 
While  diro*  the  braes  the  cushat  croodi 

With  wailfn' cry! 

Ev'n  winter  bleak  has  charma  to  me 
When  winds  rave  thro*  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  frost  on  hilk  of  Oehiltrm 

Are  hoary  grey; 
Or  blindug  drifts  wild-furious  flee^ 

Dark*nittg  the  day ! 

O  Naturel  a*  thy  shows  an*  Ibma 
To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charme ! 
Whether  the  aummer  kindly  wanne 

Wi'  life  an*  light. 
Or  winter  howb,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark 


The  Muse,  nae  poet  ever  fiuid  her. 
Till  by  himsd  he  leam*d  to 
Adown  some  trotting  bum's 

An'  no  think  laag ; 
O  sweet,  to  stray,  an*  pendve  ponder 

A  heartfelt -«^  • 


The  warly  race  may  drudge  and  drivn, 
Hog^shoutber.  jundie,  strelch,  an*  atrivv, 
Let  me  feir  Nmiunt  face  deacrive. 

And  I,  wi*  pleaenrsb 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumblii^  hive 

Bum  o'er  their 


Parewed,  *  my  rhyme-compodng 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither : 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thcgither. 

In  bve  fraternal  t 
May  Envjf  wallop  in  a  tether. 

Black  flood,  inferail  1 


While  highUndmen  hate  tolls  and 
While  moorlan*  berda  like  g«id  fet  bri 
While  terra  fiima  on  her  aaia 

Diurnal  tuma. 
Oo«Bt  OB  a  flriaad.  in  feith  and  practice^ 

Ib  Ai*trl  Anw. 


P0BBI8. 


m 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Vt  nmnoiy  •  no  wiMrta  a  prcra  \ 
I  had  aoMMl  forgotten  clean, 
Tc  bade  me  write  fou  what  they  mean 

By  this  new'lipkt,  * 
*Boal  which  our  Unh  me  aft  hae  beM 

like  to  fight. 


In  days  when  mankind  were  bnt  callana 
At  ^roaunar,  2o^c,  an*  lie  talents. 
They  toiA.  nae  peine  their  qieech  to  hafanws 

Or  ralee  to  gi*e, 
Bot  tpak  their  thoughts  in  plain  braid  laUao8| 

Like  yon  or  me. 

Is  than  aald  tiiDee,  they  thought  the  awont 
Jnst  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o*  shoon. 
Wore  by  dcgreca,  till  her  last  roon, 

Oned  peat  their  riewii^ 
An*  shortly  after  she  was  done, 

They  gat  a  new  ana. 

This  past  for  certain,  undisputed ; 
It  ne*er  cam  i*  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 
TOl  chida  gat  up  an*  wad  confute  it, 

An'  ca*d  it  wrang ; 
An*  mnckle  din  there  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  an'  lang. 

Some  herds,  weel  leam'd  upo*  the  beuk. 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thins  mbteuk ; 
For  'twas  the  amid  imoom  turn  d  a  neuk. 

An*  out  o*  sight. 
An'  bacUina-«omin',  to  die  leuk« 

She  grew  mair  bright. 


This  was  deoy'd,  it  waa  afBnn'd ; 
The  Acnif  and  Atsscb  were  idarm'd  ; 
The  rev'ivad  grey-beards  rav'd  an*  storm'd. 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  Oink  they  batter  were  inform'd 

Than  their  auld  dsddics. 

Frae  lem  to  mair  it  gaad  to  sticks ; 
Frse  words  an'  aitha  to  doars  an'  nicks ; 
An'  monie  a  fidlow  nt  his  licks, 

Wi*  hearty  crunt ; 
An*  BooM^  to  Isam  them  for  their  tricks, 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt 


Thia  game  was  play*d  in  monie  lands, 
Aa*  amU-Hjfht  candies  bare  sic  hands, 
That  foith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands, 

wi'  nimble  shanks, 
Tm  lairds  forbade^  by  strict  commands. 

Sic  Uuidy  pranks. 

But  new  H^ki  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe. 
Folk  thought  them  ruin'd  stick-an'-atowe, 
Tin  aow  anaiat  on  er'ry  knowe. 

Yell  find  ana  plac'd ; 


I'M. 


An*  sonic,  their  new-tt^  fiur  arow. 

Just  quite  barefiic'd. 

Nse  doubt  the  atdd-Ughi  flocks  are  bleatin* ; 
Their  tealous  herds  are  vex'd  an'  sweatin* ; 
Mysel,  I'tc  even  seen  them  greetin* 

Wi'  gimin'  spite, 
To  hear  the  moon  sae  sadly  lie'd  on 

By  word  an'  write. 

But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns ! 
Some  auld-light  herds  in  oeebor  towns 
Are  miod't,  in  things  they  ca'  balloons, 

To  tak*  a  flight. 
An*  stay  a  month  amang  the  mooms 

An  see  them  right 

Ghiid  obMrvation  they  will  gie  them  ; 
An*  when  the  auld  moon's  gaun  to  lea*e  them. 
The  hindmost  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  them, 

Just  i'  their  pouch. 
An'  when  the  new-light  billies  see  them, 

I  thmk  they'll  crouch  ! 

Sae,  ye  obsenre  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naething  but  a  '  moonshine  matter ;' 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  Latin  splatter 

In  logic  tukie, 
I  hope,  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  brulaie. 


EPISTLE  TO  J.  RANKINE, 

SNC LOSING  SOME  rOEMS. 

O  aouou,  rude,  ready-witted  Raokine, 
The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fon  and  drinkin* ! 
There's  mony  godly  folks  are  thiokin*. 

Your  dreams  *  an*  tricka 
Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a^inkin', 

Straight  to  auld  Nick's. 

Ye  ha'e  sae  monie  cracks  an'  cants 
And  in  your  wicked,  drucken  rants, 
Ye  mak'  a  devil  o'  the  saunts, 

An*  fill  them  fon  ; 
And  then  their  foilings,  flaws,  an'  wonts, 

Are  a'  seen  thro*. 

Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  vpsxt  it ! 
That  holy  robe,  O  dinna  tear  it ! 
Spaze't  for  their  sakes  wha  afteu  wear  it, 

The  lads  in  black  I 
Bot  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it, 

Rives't  aff  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  sinner,  wha  j^e're  skaithing. 
It's  just  the  blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing 
O*  saunts ;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething 

To  ken  them  by. 


^  A  esitaln  humorous 
li^anolsaiBtha 


ofhto 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Vnt  ooy  nnrqgwenie  betihen 

Like  jou  or  I. 

IVt  Mot  jron  here  toaie  rhymii^  ware, 
A'  that  I  bargaio'd  for  an*  mair  ; 
Sae,  when  you  hae  an  hour  to  tipare, 

I  will  expect 
Yon  9aMf,*  ye*n  ien*t  wi*  caonie  care. 

And  no  neglect. 

Tho'  faith,  una*  heart  hae  I  to  ting  ! 
My  mute  do#  ecareely  spread  her  wing ! 
Pre  play'd  myael  a  boonie  spring. 

An*  danc'd  my  fill ! 
Vd  better  gaea  and  tair'd  the  king 

At  BunJker'M  HxlL 

Twaa  ae  night  latdy  in  my  fun, 

I  gaed  a  roving  wi'  the  gun, 

An*  brought  a  paitriek  to  the  grun, 

A  boonie  Hen, 
And,  as  the  twilight  was  bqpjn. 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

The  poor  wee  thing  was  little  hurt ; 
I  straikit  it  a  wee  for  sport. 
Ne'er  thinkin*  they  wad  &sh  ine  for*t ; 

But,  deiUma  care ! 
Somebody  tells  the  poadteT'Conrt 

The  hale  alEur. 

Some  anU  us*d  hands  had  ta*en  a  note, 
•That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

1  80om*d  to  tie ; 
So  gat  the  whissle  o*  mv  groat. 

An  pay*t  the/«t. 

But,  by  my  gun,  o*  guns  die  wale, 
An*  by  my  poutber  an*  my  hail. 
An*  by  my  hen,  an*  by  her  tail, 

I  vow  an'  swear ! 
The  Tdine  shall  pay  o*er  moor  an*  dale, 

For  this,  niest  year. 

As  soon*s  the  dockln'  time  is  by, 
An*  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry, 
L— d,  I'se  hae  sportin  by  an*  by, 

For  my  gowd  guiaaa : 
Tbo*  I  shoold  herd  the  dudUAin  kp 

For*t,  in  Virginia. 

Trowth,  they  had  meikle  for  to  blame ! 
*Twas  neither  brokeu  wing  nor  limb, 
Bat  twa-three  draps  about  the  wame. 

Scares  thro*  the  fcathen ; 
An*  baith  a  jreOow  George  to  claim. 

An'  thole  their  blethers ! 

It  pits  me  aye  as  mad*s  a  hare ; 
So  I  can  rhyme  por  write  nae  mair. 
B«t  p€mMpiorik$  again  is  fiiir. 

When  time*s  expedient : 
MatBwhik  I  am,  nspeeted  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient 


iir 


•  A 


FRIARS  CARSE  HERMITAGE 

03I  VITH-tlOC. 

Tilou  whom  ehsnce  may  hither  leadg 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed. 
Be  thou  dcvkt  in  silken  stole. 
Grave  these  counsels  oa  thy  soul. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most. 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 


As  youth  and  love  with  sprightly 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advaaoi^ 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair ; 
Let  prudence  blesM  enjoynient*s  enp^ 
Then  raptur*d  sip,  anid  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 
Liie*s  meridian  flaminf^  nigh. 
Dost  thou  npurn  the  humble  vale  ? 
Life's  proud  summits  wouldet  thou 
Check  thy  climbing  stefi,  elate. 
Evils  lurk  in  felon  wsit : 
Dangers,  lugle-piiiion'd,  bold. 
Soar  amund  each  cli%  hoM, 
While  dieerful  peace,  with  linnet 
Chants  the  k>wly  dells  among. 


As  the  shades  of  ev*niog  cloaca 
Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose : 
As  life  itself  becomes  disease^ 
Seek  the  chimney-neuk  of  ease. 
There  ruminate  with  sober  thought. 
On  all  thou*«t  seen,  end  heard,  aad 
And  teach  the  sportive  yo«Bkeff*a  nMBd« 
Saws  of  experience^  sage  and  soond. 
Say,  man*s  tr«e,  geBmne  eerimate^ 
The  grand  criterioo  of  his  fett. 
Is  not,  Art  tho«  high  or  l«w  f 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  tkml 
Did  many  talents  gild  Ay  tpaa  ? 
Or  frugal  nature  gmdfo  «§  aae  ? 
Tell  them,  and  prssa  it  on  their  wtinAt 
As  thou  thyself  must  shorthr  tad. 
The  smile  or  frown  of  awfiu  HeaT*% 
To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giv'a. 
Say,  to  be  just,  and  kiMl,  aad  wiM^ 
There  solid  setf-entoymeBt  lias ; 
Thst  fbolbh,  selfish,  foithlaaa  ways, 
Lead  to  the  wretched,  Yile,  aad  ban. 


Thu4  rcHign'd  and  quiet. 
To  the  btil  of  lasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  Be*er  awalUi 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  never  hivakt 
Till  future  hfe^  future  no  i 
To  light  and  joy  the  good 
To  Ught  aad  joy     " 


POBMa 


p^  be  thy  gnide ! 
ofNitb-ndc 


ODE, 

xoftT  or  Mfti.  -».  or  — 

iiifeon  dark, 
a!  mark 
baiipeara, 
nw  jrean, 
.  Imnting  pune^ 
dtiiUy  cune! 

TEOrHI. 

ehlain*t  face — 

tkm  trace 

I  BWeet  meltiDg  grace  ? 

CUID  0  eiuOMTiy 

fcr  rote 

V  atretchM  to  tare, 

Dt  nerer  gave. 

W  iron  cheat, 

lopitied,  and  unbleat ; 

» nalma  of  everUating  reat ! 

UTROPHB. 

lift  thine  eyeib 
I  tort*ring  fienda), 
m  Bnwilling  hither  benda  ? 
rd  firom  upper  ikiea ; 
dSaM  mai€t 
icry  Cite, 
IpUek 

BffODB. 

•  more  avail, 

Of  ponnda  a- year  ? 

Bfammon  fitil, 

here? 

tbe  pompous  bier, 

teM  vital  part  ia  driv'n ! 

par,  with  a  oonacience  clear, 

■own,  and  goea  to  Heav'n. 


LEGY 


OM 


PHEW  HENDERSON, 

I   HILD  THE    PATSHT   POR 
■MISIATCLT     PaOM     AL- 


■dltttt  eoune  b  run, 
mFt aourje  waa  Mghti 
tte  the  florloiis  Mm. 
^  Hcav^  lightl 


iBt  Jen  and  bloody ; 
annoodit 


Hanrl  thee  haine  to  hia  black 

O'er  hurcheon  hidea^ 
And  like  ttcck-fish  come  o*er  hia  atuddie 

Wi*  thy  auld  aidea  I 

He*a  gane,  he*a  gane !  he'a  free  ut  torn. 
The  ae  best  fellow  e*er  was  born ! 
Thee,  Matthew,  Nature'a  sel  shall  moam 

By  wood  and  wild. 
Where,  haply,  Pity  ttraya  forlorn. 

Free  man  ezU'd* 

Ye  hilla,  near  neebora  o*  the  atam% 
That  proudly  cock  your  creating  caima ! 
Ye  cli&,  the  haunta  of  aailing  yeama. 

Where  edio  alumbera ! 
Come  join,  ye  Nature'a  aturdieat  baim% 

My  wailing  numboa; 

Mourn  ilka  grove  the  cuahat  kena ! 
Ye  hai*llv  thawa  and  briery  dena ! 
Ye  bumiea,  wimplin  down  your  glen% 

WV  toddlin*  din« 
Or  foaming  Strang,  wi'  haaty  atena, 

Free  lin  to  lin. 

Mourn  little  harebeUa  o*er  the  lee ; 
Ye  statelv  fox-glovea  fair  to  aee ; 
Ye  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilie 

In  acented  bow'ra ; 
Ye  rosea  on  your  thorny  tree. 

The  first  o'  flow'ra. 

At  dawn«  when  ev*ry  graasy  blade 
Droopa  with  a  diamond  at  hia  head. 
At  ev*n,  when  beana  their  firagrance  ahed. 

I*  th'  rustling  gal^ 
Ye  maukina  whiddin  thro*  the  glade^ 

Come  join  my  waiL 

Mourn  ye  wee  iongatera  o*  the  wood  ; 
Ye  grouae  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  callii^  thro'  a  dnd ; 

Ye  whiatling  plover ; 
And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ; 

He  a  gane  for  ever! 

Mourn,  aooty  cooi%  and  apeckled  teab ; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eela ; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi*  airy  wheela 

Girding  the  lake ; 
Ye  bittema,  till  the  quagmiie  reels, 

Rair  for  hiaaike. 

Mourn,  clam'ring  craika  at  cloae  o*  dMf, 
'Mang  fielda  o*  flow'ring  dover  gay ; 
And  when  ft  wing  your  antum]  ^ny 

Free  oar  caukl  ahora^ 
Tell  thae  far  warlda,  wha  lies  in  clay. 

Wham  we  dcpknii 


Ye  houlets,  fi-ae  your  ivy  bow'r. 
In  aome  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow*r. 
What  time  the  moon,  wi*  nlent  glow  r» 

Seta  up  bcroonH 


^ 


* 


BURNT  \M>RK8. 


Wail  thro*  ihe  drary  midniglit  liottr 

im  waukrife  morn  I 

O  rirert,  fbmta,  hilla,  and  plaixii ! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  itndns : 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe ; 
An'  fine  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year ! 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear : 
Thou,  simmer,  while  each  corny  near 

Shoots  up  Its  head. 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear. 

For  him  that's  dead  ! 

Thoo,  antumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear  ! 
Thou,  winter,  hurling  thro*  the  air 

The  roaring  blast, 
Wide  o*er  the  naked  world  dedare 

The  worth  we've  lost ! 

Mourn  him,  thoo  son,  great  source  of  light 
Mourn,  empress  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  stamies  bright, 

My  Matthew  moom ! 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight. 

Ne'er  to  return. 

O  Hettdtrton  I  the  man,  the  brother  ! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever ! 
And  hast  thou  croes'd  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreary  bound  ! 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another. 

The  world  around  ! 

Go  to  your  sculptnr'd  tombs,  ye  Great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  traah  o'  iiUte  ! 
Bat  by  the  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth  ! 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  firte 

E'er  lay  in  earth 


THE  EPITAPH. 

8rop,  passenger  !  my  story's  brief; 

And  truth  I  shall  relate,  man : 
I  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief, 

For  Blatthew  was  a  great  man. 


If  thou  uncommon  merit  ha^t. 
Yet  spum'd  at  fortune's  door, 

A  kwk  of  pity  hither  cast. 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 


If  thou  a  noble  sodger  art. 

That  paasest  by  this  grave,  man  ; 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart, 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways, 
Gaail  throw  onciommoii  light,  naan ; 


hadwM^ 
abeighlaM 


Here  lice  wha 
For  Matthew 


If  thou  at  friendship's  sacred  ca% 
Wad  lifie  itself  resigB,  man ; 

Thy  sympathetic  tear  mann  &% 
For  Blatthew  was  a  kind  nun. 

If  thou  art  staunch  withoat  a 
Like  the  unchangii^j^  blue^ 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  aia, 
For  Matthew  was  a  tnie  man. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  in^ 
And  ne'er  guid  wine  did  fear. 

This  was  thy  billie,  dam,  and  aire. 
For  Matthew  was  a  qi 


If  ony  whiggish  whingin  aot. 
To  blame  poor  Blatthew  darcb ' 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  hii  kt. 
For  Blatthew  was  a  rare  man. 


LAMENT  OF  MARY  QUEEM 
OF  SCOTS, 

ov  THE  ArraoACB  OP  av&iiie. 

Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  gracn 

On  every  blooming  tree. 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  while 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lea : 
Now  Phcebus  cheers  the  ctyalal  atraaai^ 

And  glads  the  asure  skies  ; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fiut  in  doraaee  lica. 

Now  lav'rocks  wake  the  merry 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing ; 
The  merle,  in  Ins  noontide  bow'r, 

Blakes  woodland  eehoee  ring ; 
The  mavis  mild  wi'  many  a  aola^ 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest  t 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rcjosoe, 

Wi*  care  nor  thrall  opprtst. 

Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank* 

The  primrose  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn's  budding  in  the 

And  milk-while  is  tlM  slae : 
The  meanest  hind  in  feir  Sootlaadt 

Blay  rove  their  sweets  anaag ; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a*  ^cnHlmA, 

Blaun  lie  in  prison  Strang. 

I  was  the  Queen  o*  bonnie  FVane^ 

Where  happy  I  hae  been ; 
Fu'  lightly  niae  I  i 


in  the 
As  blithe  lay  down  at  e*< 

And  I'm  the  someign  of 
And  monv  a  traitor  there ; 

Yet  here  I  lie  in  fere%n  b 
And  never  ending  ears. 


POElfft 


But  as  fer  ^Mb  tiioB  6ke 

My  Mlar  aad  mj  tm. 
Grim  Tcngcanee,  jct»  ilull  whet  a  iiMrd 

Hut  diro'  tkf  toiil  thall  gw : 
Tht  weeping  blood  in  woman's  bmst 

Was  never  known  to  thes ; 
Nor  th*  bslm  that  draps  on  wounds  of 

Frae  woman's  pitjing  e*e. 

My  son !  my  son !  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  lortone  shine  ; 
And  may  those  pleasorss  gUd  thy  reign, 


That  neer  wad  blink  on  mine ! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  Cms, 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee ; 
And  where  then  mset'st  thy  mother's  friend* 

Remember  him  jfbr  me! 

O !  soon,  to  me*  may  summer-suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  morn  ! 
Nae  mair,  to  me^  the  autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  corn  ! 
And  in  the  narrow  house  o*  death 

Let  winter  rtmnd  me  rave ; 
And  the  neat  flow'fs  that  deck  the  spring, 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  grave. 


TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  Esq. 

OP  riKTaA. 

Lan  crippled  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  It^, 
About  to  beg  a  pau  kr  leave  to  beg ; 
Don,  listless,  teas'd,  dejected,  and  deprest, 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest)  ; 
Wm  generous  Graham  list  to  his  poet's  wail  ? 
(It   soothes   poor  misery,    hearkening   to   her 

tale), 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  8ur%'ey*d, 
And  doaUy  cnrse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade  ? 

Thon,  Natvie,  partial  Nature,  I  arraign ; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain. 
The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found, 
One   shakes  the  forest,    and  one  spurns  the 

gronnd: 
rhon  giv*st  the  asa  hia  hide,  the  snail  his  shell, 
Th*  envaneaa'd  wasp,  rictorious,  guards  his  ceQ. 
Thy  mintona,  kings  defend,  eontrol,  devour, 
Inall  th*  omnipotrace  of  rule  and  power.—. 
Foxes  and  statesmen,  subtile  wiles  ensure ; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 
Toads  with  their  poison,   doctors  with  their 

drug,  [snug. 

The  priest  and  hedgo-hog,  in-their-roba  are 
£v*n  silly  woman  has  her  warlike  arts,  [darts. 
Her  tongue  and  eycs^  her  dreaded  spear  and 

But  Oh  !  thou  bitter  step-mother  and  hard, 
To  tfay  poor,  fenceless,  naked  chiM^i-the  Bard  ! 
A  tUng  nnteachaUe  in  worid*s  skill. 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still. 
No  heels  to  Jbcnr  him>jfroB  .the  upsaingidmatY 
Ko  daws  to  dif^  hiaihalid  aighli.toiAiM^^  : 


No  horns,  but  those  by  Inokkm  Hynoa  wof% 
And  those,  aba !  not  Amalthea's  horn  2 
No  nerves  olfimtory,  Ifammon's  tmsty  cnr, 
Qad  in  rich  dulness'  comfortable  fur. 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  aching  pride^ 
He  bears  th'  unbroken  blast  from  every  side : 
Vampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart, 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart. 

Critics — appaO'd,  I  venti^  on  the  name. 
Those  cut-throat  bandita  in  the  paths  of  feme ; 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes  ; 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mapgle  to  ezpoee. 

His  heart  by  causeless,  wanton  malice  wnrng. 
By  blockheadH*  daring  into  madpf^w  stung  ; 
His  well-won  bays,  than  life  itself  more,  dear. 
By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  aprig  moat 

wear; 
Foil'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd,  in  the  unequal  strife, 
The  hnple«i  poet  flounders  on  through  life,. 
Till  fltnl  each  ho|>e  that  once  his  bosom  fixed, 
And  fle<l  e.ich  mu!ii>  that  glorious  once  inspired. 
Low  sunk  in  sqiulid,  iinprutected  age, 
Deud,  even  resentment,  fur  his  injured  psgs^ 
He  hee<)s  or  feels  no  oioi-e  the  ruthless  critic's 
rage  ! 

So,  by  some  hedge,    the  generous  Steed  do- 
ce;i"*ed, 
For  half-!»tarvM  snarling  curs  a  painty  itatt ; 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and  bone.  , 
Lies  senseleM  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son*. 

O  dulness  !  portion  of  the  truly  bleat !. 
Calm  shelter'd  haven  of  eternal  rest ! 
Thy  oon!)  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce 
Of  fortune's  jKiUr  front,  or  torrid  beams. 
If  mantling  hi(^h  fthe  fills  the  golden  cup. 
With  solxir  sclAsh  ease  they  sip  it  up ;      [1 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  de- 
They  only  wonder  '  some  folks'  do  not  starve. 
The  grave  sage  hern  thus  easy  picks  his  frog. 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  ULaf»  the  clue  of  hops. 
And  thro'  disastrous  night  they  d^rkljng  grope, 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear. 
And  just  conclude  *  that  fools  are  fortune's  care.* 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tcmpest'a  shocks,  . 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid. oz. 

Not  so  the  idle  muses'  mad-cap  train» 
Not  such  the  workings  of  th^  moon'^truek 

brain ; 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell. 
By  turns  in  soaring  heaven,  or  vaolfeed  hell.. 


I  dread  thee,  fete,  relsotbm  and 
With  aU  a  poet's,  husband's,  fethsr'afearf 
Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
Gknetttruf  the.  truly  noble,  lies  in  dnat  ;* 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  cdipe'd  aa  oooa.appeaffe,  .< 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears)  x 
O  !  hear  my  ardent^  gratelhl, 'seUUa  pny'rt 
\Fintraf  my  othec  atay,  longiblesa  andiapaivl 
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Thro*  a  long  life  hit  Kopes  and  wiahn  crown. 
And  bright  in  dotufleH  M»  hit  urn  go  down  ! 
Mkj  blUs  domettie  mookh  hit  private  path  ; 
Qire  energy  to  lift ;  and  soothe  hit  latart  breath, 
With  many  a  filial  tear  circling  the  bed  of 
death! 


LAMENT  FOR  JAMES  EARL 
OF  GLENCAIRN. 

Ths  wind  blew  hollow  firae  the  hillt. 

By  fits  the  iun*t  departing  beam 
Look*d  on  the  frding  yellow  woodt 

That  waT*d  o*er  Lugar't  winding  stream : 
Beneath  a  craigy  tteep,  a  bard, 

Laden  with  yean  and  meikte  pain, 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  hit  lord, 

Whom  death  had  all  ontimdy  ta'en. 

He  lean*d  him  to  an  ancient  aik, 

Whote  tronk  wat  moold'ring  down  with 
yean; 
Hit  locka  were  bleached  white  wi'  time^ 

Hit  hoary  cheek  wat  wet  wi'  tean ! 
And  at  he  tooch'd  hit  trembling  harp, 

And  at  he  tun'd  hit  doleful  tang, 
The  windt,  lamenting  thro*  their  caret, 

To  echo  bore  the  notet  alang. 

<•  Ye  teatter*d  birdt  that  &intly  ting. 

The  rdiot  of  the  remal  quire ! 
Ye  woodt  that  thod  on  a*  ue  windt 

The  honoun  of  the  tged  year ! 
A  fcw  thort  montht,  and  glad  and  gay, 

Again  yell  charm  the  ear  and  e*e ; 
But  Boeht  in  all  reTolring  time 

Can  gladacat  bring  again  to  me. 


**  lam  a  bending  aged  tree. 

That  long  hat  stood  the  wind  and  nun ; 
But  BOW  hat  come  a  cruel  blatt. 

And  my  latt  bald  of  earth  it  gane : 
Nat  leaf  o*  mine  shall  greet  the  spring, 

Nat  simmer  tun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  ttorm. 

And  ithen  plant  them  in  my  room. 

**  Vr9  teen  tat  mony  changefu*  yean, 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men. 

Alike  unknowing  and  unknown : 
Unheard,  unpitied,  unrelieved, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o*  care. 
For  tiknt,  low,  on  bedt  of  dutt, 

Lie  a*  that  would  my  torrowt  thar» 

•*Aad]m^  (the  turn  of  a' my  griefr)i 

My  noUt  mvter  liat  in  day  ; 
TIm  lkiw*r  amang  our  baront  bold, 

Hie  eooBtiy't  pride,  hit  ooualry't  ilij  t 
In  wiary  btii«  now  I  piaa^ 

For  a^  tha  &  aflifii  it  dead, 
Aad  hope  bat  left  my  aged 

Ob  wvAid  vnig  nir  < 


"  Awake  thy  latt  tad  voice,  my  hatf  > 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  de^air ! 
Awake,  retoond  thy  latat  lay. 

Then  tleep  in  tilenoe  evermair  ! 
And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friemi. 

That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb. 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  bard 

Thou  brought  from  fortune's  mirkett  glooi 

"  In  poverty*t  low  barren  vale. 

Thick  mittt,  obtcure,  involv'd  me  rDond  ; 
Tho'  oh  I  tum*d  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  &me  was  to  be  found  : 
Thou  fbund*st  me  like  the  morning  tu* 

That  meltt  the  fogs  in  limpid  air. 
The  friendless  bard  and  rustic  tong. 

Became  alike  thy  fosterii^  care. 

"  O  !  why  has  worth  to  thort  a  date  ? 

While  vQIains  ripen  gray  with  tiaa ! 
Must  thou,  the  noble,  gen'rona,  grta^ 

Fall  in  bold  manhood*t  hardy  print ! 
Why  did  I  live  to  tee  that  day? 

A  day  to  me  to  full  of  woe  ! 
O  !  had  1  met  the  mortal  thafi 

Which  laid  my  benefiictor  low ! 

"  The  brid^room  may  forget  Uie  bride 

Wat  made  hit  wedded  tnk 
The  monareh  may  forget  the 

That  on  hit  head  an  hour  hai 
The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  tmiles  sae  sweetly  oa  her 
But  m  remember  thee,  Glencaim, 

And  a*  that  thou  hatt  dona  fcr  ma  I* 


LINES, 
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BAar.  wrrH  thk  porbooiico  pobii. 


Thou,  who  thy  honour  at  thy  God 
Who,  save  thy  mind$  reproack, 

fear*Mt, 
To  thee  this  votive  offi*ring  I  imparl 
*'  The  teirful  ti  ihute  of  a  broken 
The  friend  thou  valn«d*st,  I  the  jMrffWs  lov^; 
Hit  worth,  his  honour,  all  tbe  world  apprvv*! 
Well  mourn  till  we  too  go  M  be  b  gooe^ 
And  tread  the  dreary  p^h  to  that  daik  w«li 

unknown. 


TAM  O'  SHANTER: 

A  TALI. 
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_l«tt, 

■  tiktkigBte; 
mimgMt  t£e  nappy, 
■d  VDoo  happy, 
tht  kng  Sooto  miJM, 
af%  lUpa,  and  idlM, 
I  ■■  and  our  hame, 
nlky  nillen  dame, 
fowa  like  gathering  ttorm, 
idi  to  keep  it  wann. 

id  hooeit  Tarn  o'  ShtitUer, 
m  night  did  canter, 
\m  M*er  a  town  turpanet, 
and  bonny  lanes). 

frt  thou  but  been  lae  wise, 
Kate*s  advice ! 
thou  was  a  akellum, 

(,  drunken  blellum ; 
till  October, 
^Mi  was  na  sober ; 
r»  wT  the  miller, 
;  aa  thou  had  siller ; 
WM  ea'd  a  shoe  on, 
hae  gat  roaring  fuu  on ; 
d*a  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 
Aat  late  or  sooo, 
hwMi  deep  druvnM  in  Doon  ; 
rariocks  in  the  mirk, 
dd  haunted  kirk. 

nea !  it  gars  roe  greet, 
MMiy  counsels  swevt, 
lm*d  sage  advic«rs, 
I  the  wi&  despises  ! 

•  t  Ae  market  night, 
nlad  unco  right ; 
.  Ueesing  finely, 
lib  ^t  drank  divinely  ; 
'y  aottter  Joknny, 
tff  drouthy  cruny ; 
ika  a  vera  brithcr ; 
m  for  weeks  thegither. 

on  wi*  sangt  an*  clatter ; 
via  growing  better : 
I  Tarn  grew  gracious, 
^  sweet,  and  precious  ; 

his  queerert  stories ; 
■gh  was  ready  chorus : 
«t  might  rair  and  rustle, 
d  the  storm  a  whistle. 

■i  a  man  sae  happy, 
Bidf  amang  the  nappy  ; 
I  wi'  lades  o*  treasure, 
g*d  their  way  wi*  pleasure  : 
stt,  but  Turn  was  glorious, 
'  ttfe  rictorious ! 

in  like  poppies  apread, 
vVy  its  bkwm  is  shed  ! 
4bI1s  in  the  river, 

melta  lor  over ; 


Or  like  the  borealis  race. 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  thtir  plaee; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  knrdy  Ibnn 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm.^ 
Nse  man  can  tether  time  or  tkle ; 
The  hour  approaches  Turn  msan  rida ; 
That  hour,  o*  night*s  black  arch  the  key- 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  hia  beast  in  ; 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in. 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  aa  *twad  blawn  its  hut ; 
The  rattlin'  showers  rose  on  the  blast : 
The  speedy  gleamti  the  dorknev  swallow'd ; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thundo*  bellow'd ; 
That  night,  a  child  might  understand. 
The  deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 


Wee]  mounted  on  his  grey  mare, 
A  better  never  lifted  leg — 
7am  kkelpit  on  thro*  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  guid  blue  bonnet; 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Soots  tonaal ; 
Whiles  glow'ring  round  wi*  prudent  carsi^ 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares  ; 
Kirk-  AUoicay  was  drawing  nigh, 
Whare  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry- 
By  this  time  he  was  croas  the  ford, 
Whaie  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor*d  ; 
And  pant  the  birks  and  meUcIe  stane^ 
Whare  drunkun  Charlie  brik  *s  neek^bane  ; 
And  thni*  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  liuntcr»  fand  the  murder'd  bairn; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  wdl, 
Whare  Munpo^s  mither  hanged  herseL-* 
Before  him  jDo  m  pours  all  hia  floods ; 

I  The  duuliling  stiirm  roare  thro*  the  woods ; 
The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll ; 
When,  glimmering  thro*  the  groaning  tnm, 
Kirk-AUotCity  tieeui'd  in  a  bleeze ; 
Thro*  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing, 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing— 

Inspiring  bold  JoAm  Barleycorn  ! 
What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  seora ! 
Wi'  tippt'iiny,  we  fe>ir  nse  evil ; 
Wi*  usqueboe  we'll  fare  the  devih-^ 
The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tamuue'f  noddli^ 
Fair  play,  he  cared  na  deils  a  boddk. 
But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  astonish'd. 
Till,  by  thr  heel  and  hand  admoniah'd, 
She  ventured  forward  on  the  light ; 
And,  vow  !    7'ci/n  taw  an  unco  sight ! 
Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance  ; 
Nac  cotillion  hrent  new  froe  France^ 
But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strath«peya,  and  redi^ 
Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 
A  winnock-bunkfr  in  the  cast. 
There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o*  beast ; 
A  towsie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  laige, 
To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge : 
He  screw'd  his  pipes  and  girt  them  akirly 
TUl  roof  and  rafters  a*  did  dirL— 
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Coffins  stood  round  like  open  prvMes, 
That  shawM  the  dead  in  their  l^st  di 
And  by  some  derilish  oantrip  slight, 
Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light, — 
By  which  heroic  Tam  was  able 
To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 
A  morderer's  banes  in  gibbet  aims : 
Twa  Kpan-lang,  wee,  unchristen*d  bairus  : 
A  thief,  new-cntted  frae  a  rape, 
Wi*  bi»  last  gaup  his  gab  did  gape  ; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi*  blude  red-rusted  ; 
Five  srynaitars  wi*  murder  crusted  ; 
A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled ; 
A  knife,  a  lather's  throat  had  mangled, 
Whom  his  ain  son  o*  life  bereft, 
The  grey  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft  ; 
Wi*  mair  o*  horrible  and  awfu* 
Which  eT*n  to  name  wad  be  uhlawfu*. 

As  Tammie  glowr*d,  amaz*d  and  curious, 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious : 
The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew  ; 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew  ; 
They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  croM*d,  they  cleekit. 
Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit. 
And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  wark. 
And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark  ! 

Now  Tam,  O  Tam  I  had  tbry  been  queans 
A*  plump  an'  utrapping,  in  their  teens  ; 
Their  aarks,  instead  o'  creevhie  flannen, 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  hiinder  linen  ! 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  plusli,  o*  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gi*en  them  aff  my  hurdies  ! 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  boonie  bordies ! 

Bat  withered  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  fual, 
Lowping  and  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  didna  torn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  kenn*d  what  was  what  fu*  brawlie, 
There  was  ae  winaome  wench  and  walie. 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Carriek  shore  ! 
For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot, 
And  perish *d  mony  a  bonnie  boat, 
And  shook  baith  meikk;  com  and  bear, 
And  kepi  the  country  side  in  fear), 
Her  cntty-aark,  o'  Paisley  ham, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  wom. 
In  k»ngitBd«  though  sorely  scanty, 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  rauntie. — 
Ah  !  little  kenn'd  thy  reverend  grannie, 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nanmt, 
Wi'  twa  puod  Scots,  ('twas  a'  her  riches), 
Wad  mr  grac'd  a  danot  of  witches ! 

But  here  my  mnse  her  wing  maun  oour ; 
Sic  flights  art  fer  beyond  her  pow'r ; 
To  sing  how  iVSmiiM  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  wae  and  Strang) 
And  how  rem  atood,  like  ane  bewilch'd, 
Aad  thought  his  yttj  een  enricb'd  : 


Even  SaUn  glowr'd,  sbiI  idg*4  fit* 

And  hotch'd  and  Mew  wi' 

Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither* 

Tam  tint  bis  reason  a*  thi^tker. 

And  roars  ovt.  **  Weel  done,  Cmty  ill !  * 

And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark ; 

And  scarcely  had  he  Map^  rallied. 

When  out  the  hellish  legw«  sidlicd. 

As  bees  bin  oat  wi*  angry  ffht. 
When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke  ; 
As  open  pussie*s  anortal  foes. 
When,  pop !  she  sUrts  before  their  aoae  ; 
As  eager  runs  the  market  crowd. 
When  ^  Catch  the  thief!"  resovwb  alo«d  ; 
So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 
Wi'  Donie  an  eldritch  scrcedi  and  hellofw. 


Ah,  Tamf  Ah,  Tamf  thoa*ngHthy 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  Tike  m  herria  ! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  oonift ! 
Kate  stNMi  will  be  a  woefu*  womaa ! 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  Qtmo«t,  Jlfe^ 
And  win  the  key-stane  *  of  the  hng  ; 
There  at  them  thon  thy  tail  may 
A  runnii^  stream  they  dare  Di 
But  ere  the  key-stane  she  eo«ld  raakc^ 
The  (lent  a  tale  she  h«i  to  shake  * 
For  Nannie,  hr  before  the  rest. 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  pcvrt, 
And  fltiw  at  Tam  wi*  furiooa  etde  ; 
But  little  wist  fthe  Jiaggh't  mettle— 
Ae  spring  bron}(ht  aff  her  maetcr  kali^ 
But  left  behind  her  ain  grey  tail ; 
The  carl  in  clanght  her  by  the  ramp^ 
And  left  poor  Maggie  tc-jatx  m  ttvaipw 

Now,  m-ha  this  tele  o'  truth  shni  m^ 
Ilk  man  and  oMither's  son  take  heed : 
M'hene'er  hi  drink  you  are  inclitt*d^ 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  yottr  mind. 
Think  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dn»» 
RemetiilMT  Turn  t/  SkanUrU  nMue. 


ON  SEEING  A  WOUNDED 
HARE  UMP  BY  ME, 

WHICH  A  FKLLOW  HAD  JCOT  BHOV  A*. 


Inhumav  man  !  cmm  on  thy  Wrh'toaa  let, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiBiiBg  eye : 
May  never  pity  seothe  thee  with  a  sigK 

Nor  ever  pleaaure  glad  thy  cmeft  heart ! 


Go  live,  poor  wandeier  of  the 
The  bitter  little  that  of  Kfe 


weodanlirid. 


•  It  Is  a  »ea  known  AMt.  that  wllehaa,  «r  any  evfl 
Mirits,  have  no  power  to  foUow  a  poor  wMM  mae  Cifw 
titer  than  tliemfcldle  of  the  neat  ^ 


may  be  praocr  Hkewias  to  msntinn  to  the  bsBwMel 
traveller,  that  when  he  fells  hi  with  6v*».  whiiini 
danger  may  be  la  his  colfl«  Ikrwavd.  iImw  is  maik 


haiavd  te  taamlng 


es 


POEMS. 


55 


No  more  tke  ^tUdwMo^  Wtkei  and  ▼erdtnt 


To  Am  ihaU  Imoae^  or  food,  or  portimt  jieU. 
8t^  BMBfled  wreteh,  Mme  place  of  wonted 


Ko  more  of  reit,  \mt  bow  thy  dying  bed  ! 
The  ahdtering  nvliea  whittling  o*er  thy  bead  * 
The  ooU^  earth  with  thy  bloody  boaom  prest. 

Oft  aa  by  windnig  Nith,  I  mating  wait 
The  aober  ere^  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn, 
ni  mim  thet  aporting  o*er  the  dewy  lawn, 

And  cane  the  ndBan*a  aim,  and  mourn  thy 
haplem  &te. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE 
OF  THOMSON, 

oir  cnAwwira  ms  bur  at  kdnam,  aox- 

BOnOHtHlUt,   WITH  BAT8. 

Wbilk  fifgin  Spring,  by  Eden*8  flood, 

UnfoUa  her  tender  mantle  green. 
Or  prank*  the  tod  in  firolic  mood, 

Or  taoea  Eoiian  ttnina  between  : 

While  Sammer,  with  a  matron  grace, 
Retranti  to  Dryburgh*t  cooling  ahade, 

Tet  oft,  delighted,  atopa  to  trace 
The  progreaa  of  the  tpiky  blade : 

While  Antamn,  benefiictor  kind. 

By  Tweed  cfecCi  hia  aged  head. 
And  teea,  with  lelf-Mproring  mind, 

Ea^  creatore  on  hia  bounty  feed : 

While  maniac  Winter  ragea  o*er 

The  bilk  whence  claanc  Yarrow  flows, 

Roong  the  tnrbid  torrent's  roar, 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waate  of  snows : 

So  kag,  aweet  Poet  of  the  year, 

ShaH  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exalting  tear, 

Phidaiina  that  Thomson  was  her  aon. 


ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC 

Bklow  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banea : 

O  Death,  ita  my  opinion. 
Thou  ne*er  took  such  a  bletVrin  bitch 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  ! 


ON  WEE  JOHNNY. 

Hlcjaed  wee  Jolumif, 

Whok'kr  thou  art,  O  reader,  know, 
That  death  has  murder*d  Johnny  ! 

An*  here  bis  body  lies  fii'  low^ 
For  «a«^  he  ne*er  had  ony. 


FOR  THE  AUTHOR'S  FATHER. 

O  TK  whoee  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  atuna. 
Draw  near  with  pious  rer'renoe  and  attend ! 

Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains^ 
The  tender  fiuher  and  the  gen'rous  friend. 

The  pit3ring  heart  that  felt  for  human  woe ; 
The  dauntless  heart  that  fear'd  no  human 
pride ; 
The  friend  of  man,  to  vice  alone  a  fiw ; 

For  er*n  his  feilings  leaned  to  virtoa'a 
aide."* 


«( 


FOR  R.  A.  Esq. 

Know  thou,  O  stranger  to  the  fiune 
Of  this  much  lor'd,  much  honour'd  nama , 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  death  ne*er  made  cold. 


FOR  G.  H.  Esq. 

Ths  poor  man  weeps— here  G  a 
Whom  canting  wretches  blam*d  : 

But  with  gueh  tu  ke,  where'er  he  be^ 
May  I  be  iaved  or  d        d  t 


EPITAPHS. 


ON  A  CELEBRATED  RULING 
ELDER. 


Hbbb  Boater  John  in  death  do«  aleep; 

To  hdl,  if  be*a  gane  thither, 
firtaa,  gia  him  thy  gear  to  he^ 

Hell  bawl  ift  waet  thegithv. 


A  BARD'S  EPITAPH. 

Is  there  a  whim-inspired  fool, 
Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  fer  ni2i^ 
Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool. 

Let  him  draw  near ; 
And  owre  thia  grassy  heap  sing  dool« 

And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  song, 
Who»  noteless,  steals  the  crowds  among* 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Tbat  iredklj  Ok  ant  tfaroif  , 

O,  pMi  not  bj ! 

Bat,  with  A  friter-feeling  ttatmg, 

Here  heave  a  dgb. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  jadgment  clear, 
Can  othen  teach  the  coune  to  tteer, 
Yet  raiu,  himeelf,  Hfe*a  mad  career, 

Wild  am  the  ware ; 
Here  paute— and,  thronj^h  the  ttarting  tear, 

Surrey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below, 
Was  qwck  to  learn  and  wiee  to  know. 
And  keenly  felt  the  firiendly  glow, 

And  aofltr  flawi€t 
Bat  thoughtleai  fblliea  laid  him  low, 

And  ttain'd  hie  name  ! 

Reader,  attend — ^whether  thy  tool 
Soare  £uicy*t  flights  beyond  the  pole. 
Or  darkling  grube  this  earthly  hole. 

In  low  porsait ; 
Know,  prndent,  cautioas,  Hif-comtrtd^ 

le  wisdmn*»  root. 


OV  THI  LATI 

CAPTAIN  GROSE'S 

rinioaiNATioNs  THaouoH  Scotland,  col- 
lecting THE  ANTIQUITIES  Or  THAT  KINGDOM. 

Heae,  Land  o*  Cakes,  and  brither  Scots^ 
Free  Alaidenkirk  to  Johnny  Groat's ; 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a*  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it : 
A  chieki*s  amang  yon,  taking  notes, 

And,  fiuth,  he*U  prent  it. 

If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 
Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight, 
O  stature  short,  but  genius  bright. 

That's  he.  mark  weeU- 
And  wow !  he  has  an  unco  slight 

O*  caok  and  keeL 

By  some  auld,  houlet-haunled  biggin,* 
Or  kirk,  deserted  by  its  riggin. 
It's  ten  to  ane  ye*ll  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  dails,  they  say,  L— d  safe's !  colleaguin* 

At  some  black 


nk  ghaiit  that  haunts  anld  ha*  or  chamer, 
Ye  gipssy-gang  that  deal  in  gUmor, 
And  yott  deep -read  in  helPs  black  grammar. 

Warlocks  and  witches ; 
Yell  qnake  at  his  conjuring  hammer, 

Ye  nkidnight  bitchm. 

It*s  taold  he  was  a  eodger  bred. 
And  ant  wad  rather  fe'n  than  fled ; 


•  YUeiysAamMllsBor 


Bat 


hA  oMl  tiM  nrth  bU 
Aaddof-akiB 


And  ta'en  iStut    AmiigmunaM.  tradup 

I  think  they  call  it. 

He  has  a  fi>uth  o'  auld  nick  nackcCs : 
Rusty  airn  caps  and  jinglin'  jacketa,* 
Wad  had  the  Lothians  three  in  tadceta, 

A  towmootgnidt 
And  parritch  pats,  and  auld  Baut-baduli( 

Before  the  FkKxL 


Of  Eve's  fint  fire  he  has  a  «»«.«  ^ 
Auld  Tubal  Cain's  fif«-diool  and  fender; 
That  which  distinguuhed  the  gender 

O*  Babum's  am ; 
A  broom-stick  o'  the  witch  of  Endor, 

Weel  shod  wT 


Forbye,  hell  shape  you  afll  fu*  glcg^ 
Tha  cut  oi  Adam's  phflibeg ; 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig, 

Hell  proYC  yoo  in]ly» 
It  was  a  feuldiog  joctdrg. 

Or  lang-kail 


But  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  gli^ 
For  meikle  glee  and  fun  has  h^ 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  thret 

Guid  fellows  wi*  him  i 
And  portf  O  port  f  Shine  thou  a  wee^ 

And  then  yell  see  \Sm ! 

Now,  by  the  pow'rs  o*  verse  and  prose! 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chiel,  O  Grooe  !— 
Whae*er  o'  thee  sbaO  ill  suppose, 

They  sair  misea*  thee; 
I'd  take  the  rascal  by  the  ooee, 

Wad  say,  Shamt  fe*  liMe* 


TO  MISS  CRU1KSHANKS» 

A  VERT  YOUNG  LADY,  waiTTEM  ON  THI  BLANK 
LEAF  OJ  A  BOOK,  rEBSBNTBD  lO  Him  BV 
THE  AUTIIOE. 

Beauteous  rose-bud,  yovng  and  gay* 
Blooming  on  thy  early  May, 
Never  nuy'st  thou,  lovdy  flow*r. 
Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  show'r  i 
Never  Boreas*  bosry  path. 
Never  Eurus*  pob'nous  breathy 
Never  bslefiil  stdUu-  lightib 
Taint  thee  with  untimely  blighlB ! 
Never,  nerer  reptafe  thief 
Riot  on  thy  virgin  leaf! 
Nor  even  Sol  too  fiereelY  view 
Thy  boeom  blnsluiv  aliil  with  4nr  • 


May*st  thoa  ki^,  owaet 
Richly  dack  thy  notivt 


•  VMsMstNBtfseoi 


POEMS. 


ft? 


Till  ■ome  er'ning  tober,  etliBf 
Dropping  dews,  and  Vrnttkiog  balnit 
While  tU  Around  the  woodUnd  riogi, 
And  ev*ry  bird  thy  requiem  einge; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgefiil  tound. 
Shed  thy  dying  honours  round, 
And  resign  to  parent  earth 
The  lovdiest  form  she  e'er  gave  birth. 


OV  AEADIVO  Iir  A  KKWarAFKR,  THK  OSATH  OP 

JOHN  M'LEOD,  Esq. 

BROTUKE  TO  A  TOUVG  LADY,  A  rARTICULAK 

rniKKD  or  the  author's. 

Sao  thy  tale^  thou  idle  page^ 

And  rueful  thy  alarms : 
I>eath  tears  the  brother  of  her  love 

From  Isabella's  arms. 

Streetly  dcck'd  with  pearly  dew 

The  morning  row  may  blow ; 
But,  cold  suooesaive  noontide  blasts 

May  ky  its  beauties  bw. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  mom 

The  sun  propitious  smil'd ; 
But,  long  ere  noon,  snooeeding  clouds 

Succeeding  hopes  begnil'd. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 

That  nature  finest  strung : 
So  Isabella's  heart  was  fom'd. 

And  so  that  heart  was  rung. 

Dread  Omnipotence,  akme, 

Can  heal  the  wound  he  gave ; 
Can  point  the  brimful  grief-worn  eyes 

To  scenes  beyond  the  graTe. 


Vlrtuoiis  blossoms  there  shall  Mow, 
And  fear  no  witherii^  bloat ; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shan  happy  be  at  bat 


THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OF 
BRUAR-WATER* 

TO  THK  XOBLS  DUKI  OP  ATHOLS. 

Mr  LoED,  I  know  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  aiaails  in  vain ; 
EmboMen'd  thua,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  aU?e  complain. 
How  aancy  Pbcebua'  scorching  beama, 

In  flamn^  summer-pride, 


Dry-withering,  waste  my  foaming  atnuBi, 
And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 

The  lightly-jumpin  glowrin  trouta, 

That  thro'  my  waters  play, 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts. 

They  near  the  margin  stray ; 
If,  hapless  chance  !  they  linger  lai^ 

I'm  scorching  up  to  shallow. 
They're  lef^  the  whitening  stanes  amaog, 

In  gapping  death  to  wallow. 

LaMt  day  I  grat,  wi*  spite  and  teen. 
As  puet  B came  by. 


That,  to  a  bard  I  should  be 

Wi*  half  my  channel  dry  : 
A  panegyric  rliyme,  I  ween, 

Even  as  I  was  he  shor'd  me : 
But  had  I  in  ro}f  glory  been, 

He,  kneeling,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  shelvy  rocks, 

In  twititing  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  l»uiling  torrent  smoke% 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn  : 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  well 

As  nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  although  I  say't  mysel. 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to 


'BruarfkUs.  in  Athole.arseiesedtairiy  picturesque  a 
lEdbaaatatait  bottlMireflbetlsmueiiimpaMbyUM  ^ 
MM      tIMS  ^^ 


Would  then  my  noble  master  pic 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes, 
He'll  ^ade  my  banks  wi*  tow'ring  treeib 

And  bonnie  spreading  bushes  ; 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanka. 

The  sober  laverock,  warbling  wild. 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire  ; 
The  gowdspink,  music's  gayest  child. 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir : 
The  bUckbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  datr» 

The  mavu  wild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  autumn  cheer. 

In  all  her  locks  of  ydlow. 


This  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm ; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure 

Low  in  her  grassy  form. 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flowera ; 
Or  find  a  shelt'ring  safe  retreat, 

From  prune  descending  showers. 


And  here,  by  sweet  endearing  stealth. 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair. 
Despising  worlds  with  all  thc^  wealth 

Aa  empty  idle  care : 
The  flow  rs  ahall  vie  in  all  their  ehanot 

The  hour  of  heav'n  to  graces 
And  birks  extend  their  frSgnnt  arms 

To  screen  the  dear  embraet. 


M 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Here,  haply  too,  at  renial  dawn, 

Some  moling  bard  may  ttray, 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  miHty  mountain,  grey  ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Mild  chequering  through  the  treas. 
Rave  to  my  darkly  dashing  stream, 

Hoarse>swelling  on  the  breese. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool. 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool. 

Their  nhiidows*  watery  bud  ! 
Let  frogrAnt  birks  in  woodbines  dreat, 

My  craggy  cliffin  adorn  ; 
And,  fur  the  little  son,(;«ter*s  nest. 

The  close  embowVing  thorn. 

So  may  old  Scotia's  darling  hojie. 

Your  little  angel  band,         *. 
Spring,  like  their  fitheni,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd  native  land  ! 
So  may  thru*  Albiou's  foi  thcst  keOf 

To  social-flowing  glimes. 
The  grace  be — **  Athnlv's  honest  men, 

And  Athole's  bonnie  Luses  !** 


ON  SCARING  SOME  WATER- 

FOWL, 

I!l  LOCH-TORIT  ; 

A  WILD  STKNK  A  MONO  THK  HILLS  OF 
OCHTKRTYEB. 

Wht,  ye  tenants  of  the  bke, 
For  me  your  watery  hiunt  forsake? 
Tell  me,  fellow-cn'atuies,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  ytni  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  swial  joys, 
Parent,  filial,  kindred  ties  ?— • 
Common  fricml  to  you  and  me, 
Nature's  g\(t%  to  all  are  free  : 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave, 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave  ; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock. 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shock. 

G>naeious,  blushing  for  our  raoei 
Soon,  too  somi,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  ]rour  proud  usurping  fiw, 
WouM  be  lord  of  all  below; 
Plumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pride, 
Tyrant  stem  to  all  beside. 

The  eaglik  from  the  clifl^  brow, 
Marking  yon  his  prey  below, 
In  bis  breast  no  pity  dwells, 
Strong  neeessity  compels. 
Bot  man,  to  whoni  mkine  u  giv*B 
A  ray  direct  finoro  pityiiy  heav'n. 
Glorious  in  Ub  heart  hiinMoo<^ 
And  crsatnrsB  ior  Us  plsasurs  slauu 


In  these  savsge,  liquid  plains. 
Only  known  to  wandering  swains^ 
Where  the  mossy  rivlet  strays ; 
Far  from  human  hannts  and  ways ; 
All  on  nature  you  depend. 
And  life's  poor  season  peaosliil  ^pcnd. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might. 
Dare  invade  your  native  right. 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  pow'rs  jron  scorn : 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings. 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs ; 
And  the  foe  jrou  cannot  bravs^ 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL 

ovaa  THK  cHixNir-riKCK  ih  thk  paRLoum 

or  THI  INN  AT  KCNMORK,  TATMOCTH. 

AoMiaiNO  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace, 
lliese  northern  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace ; 
O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  covey'd  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue. 
Till  fani'd  Breadalbane  opens  to  my  view 
The  meeting  clifii  each  deep-sunk  gleo  divides. 
The  wu«ids,  wild-scatter'd,  Hoche  their  aaspls 

sides; 
Th'  outstretching  lake,  embosom'd  *asoiMP 

hills. 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amaaement  CDs ; 
The  Tay  nieand'ring  sweet  in  infiint  prids^ 
The  palace  riting  on  his  verdant  side. 
The  lawns  wood-fringed  in  Natures  oativs 
The  hillocks  dropt  in  Nature's  carele«  hasle  ! 
The  arches  striding  o'er  the  new-born 
The  village,  glittering  in  the  moontide 


tht 


Poetic  ardours  in  my  bosom  swell. 
Lone  wandering  by  the  hermit's  mossy  esll : 
The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods ; 
The    incessant    roar    of    headlong    ambling 
floods- 


Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heav'n-tavght  lyn^ 
And  look  through  nature  with  creative  ikn ; 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  fate  half  reconeird. 
Misfortune's    lighten'd    steps    m%ht    wander 
wild; 
I  And  disappointment,  in  these  kwely  Nwindt, 
I  Find  balm  to  sooths  her  bitter  ranUuig  wo«ads : 
Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  bcnvta-vard 

stretch  her  scan, 
And  injur'd  worth  fiofgei  and  pudon  ■•■• 


POEMS. 
WRirrEN  WITH  A  PENCIL, 

STANDING   BY  THR  FALL  OF  PTBRS,  MBAR 
LOCH- NESS. 


Amomo  the  beathy  hills  tnd  raf^ged  woods 
The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mofwy  floods ; 
Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds, 
Where,  thro'  a   shapeless    breach,    his  stream 
resounds. 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow, 
As  ileep  recoiling  surges  foam  below, 
Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  de- 
scends, 
And  viewless  echo's  ear,  astonish'd,  rends. 
Dim- seen,  through  rising  raists,  and  ceaselesn 

showers. 
The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surrounding  lowers. 
Stil.  raro  toe  gap  the  struggling  river  toib. 
And  still  below,  the  horrid  caldron  boils— 


OM  THE  BIETH  OP  A 

POSTHUMOUS  CHILD, 

•OEV  IM  PSCUUAR  CIRCUMSTANCBS  OP 
PAMILT  DISTRESS. 

SwBST  Flow'ret,  pledge  o*  meikle  love. 

And  ward  o*  mooy  a  prayer, 
What  heart  o*  ataae  wad  thou  na  move, 

fiialielplesB,  aweet,  and  lair  ! 

November  hirples  o*er  the  lea, 

Chill  on  thy  lovely  ^m  ; 
And  gane,  alas !  the  shelt'ring  tree, 

Shonhl  diieM  thee  frae  the  itorm. 

May  Hb  who  gives  the  rain  to  poor. 

And  wittgi  the  blast  to  blaw, 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  shower. 

The  Utter  frott  and  snaw  ! 


May  Hb,  the  fnend  of  woe  and  want. 
Who  hflils  life's  varioas  stoonds. 

Protect  aad  'guard  the  mother  plant. 
And  heal  her  emd  wounds  ! 

But  late  she  flonrishM,  rooted  faMt, 
Fair  on  the  summer  mom : 

Now  feebly  beoda  ahe  in  the  bimt, 
Unshelter*d  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thon  k>vely  gem, 
Unscath'd  by  mifian  hand ! 

And  from  tbee  many  m  parent  stem 
Ariee  to  deck  our  land ! 


THE  WHISTLE: 


A  BALLAD. 


At  the  authentic  prose  history  (if  the  Whittle  Is  cu- 
rious, I  shall  here  give  it — In  the  train  of  Anne  of 
Denmark,  whet)  she  rame  to  Scotland  with  our  James 
the  ^ixth,  there  came  over  alM  a  Danish  gentleman  of 
gigantic  stature  and  great  proweM,  and  a  matehlcas 
CMmpion  of  Baorhus,  fie  had  a  little  ebony  Whirtle 
which  at  the  commencement  of  the  6rffict  he  laid  on 
the  table,  and  whoever  was  last  able  to  blow  it,  every 
body  else  being  diubied  by  the  potency  of  the  bottle, 
was  to  carry  off  the  Whistle  as  a  trophv  of  victory. 
The  Dane  produoetl  credentials  of  his  victnriet  without 
a  tingle  defeat,  at  the  courts  of  Ci>penhaeen,  Stock- 
holm. Motcuw,  Warsaw,  and  several  of  the  petty 
eourts  in  Germany ;  and  ehallenRcd  the  Scott  Baceha- 
naliann  lo  the  alternative  of  trying  his  prowess,  or  else 
of  acknuwiedffmg  their  mferiority.  After  many  orer> 
throws  on  the  part  of  the  Scott,  the  Dane  was  enooun. 
tered  by  Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of  Maxwelton,  ancestor  of 
the  present  worth v  baronet  of  that  name;  who,  after 
three  days  and  tnree  nights'  hard  contest,  left  the 
Scandinavian  under  the  table, 

Amd  Mnr  ««  M«  WkUlU  kU  it^mhm  tkrUL 

Sir  Walter,  son  to  Sir  Robert  before  mentioned,  af. 
terwards  lost  the  Whistle  to  Walter  Ri<ldel,  of  Glen, 
riddel,  who  had  married  a  sister  of  Sir  Walters—On 
Friday,  the  16th  of  October  1790.  at  Priart-Carse,  the 
Whistle  was  once  more  contended  fur,  as  relatetl  in  the 
ballad,  by  the  present  Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of  MaaweU 
ton;  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.  of  Glenriddel,  llMal  de- 
scendant and  representative  of  Walter  Riddel,  who 
won  the  Whistle,  and  in  whose  familv  it  had  conti- 
nued :  and  Alexander  Ferguson,  Esq.  or  Craigdanoeh, 
likewise  fiescended  of  the  great  Sir  Robert;  which  last 
gentleman  carried  off  the  hard-won  honours  of  the  Aeld. 


mam^m^>0>0>mi^>m0im 


I  siNo  of  a  Whistle,  a  Whistle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  Whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North, 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  oor  good  Seottieh 

king, 
And  long  with  this  Whistle  all  Scotland  shall 

ring. 

Old  Loda,*  still  meing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 
The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  his 

hall— 
**  This  Whistle's  yonr  challenge^  to  SootUnd 

get  o'er. 
And  drink  them  to  hell,  Sir !  or  ne'er  see  me 

more  !** 

Old  poets  have  sang,  and  old  chroDidca  tell. 
What   champions   ventur'd,    what   rhampiona 

fell; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  oonqneror  still. 
And  blew  on  the  Whistle  his  requiem  shrill* 

Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Cairn  tad  the 
Scaur, 
UnmatchM  at  the  bottle,  onconquer*d  in  war. 
He  drank  hia  poor  god-ahip  aa  deep  aa  the  mt^ 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e*er  drunker  than  he. 

Thus  Robert,   victorious,    the    trophy  has 
gaind; 
Which  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  remain'd  ; 

•  See  Owlsiili  Carle4lmie. 


60 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Tin  three  noUe  ekieftaios,  and  all  of  kit  Uood, 
The  jorial  conteit  again  have  lenew'd. 

Three  joyout  good  fiellowa,  vith  hearts  dear 

of  flaw; 
Graigdarroch,  ao  famona  for  wit,  worth,  and 

law; 
And  tmsty  Glenriddel,  to  akiU'd  in  old  coins ; 
And  gaUanC  Sk  Robert,  deep  read  in  old  winea. 

■ 

Cra^darroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth 
as  oil, 
Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  ap  the  spoil ; 
Or  else  he  would  master  the  heads  of  the  clan, 
And  onoe  more,  in  daret,  try  which  was  the 


**  By  the  gods  of  the  andenta,*'  Glenriddd 

replies, 
**  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  priie, 
ni  conjure  the  ghovt  of  the  great  Rorie  More,* 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times 

o  er. 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pre- 
tend, 

Bat  he  ne*er  turn*d  his  back  on  his  foe— or  his 
friend. 

Said,  Toes  down  the  Whistle,  the  priae  of  the 
iSdd, 

And  knee-deep  in  daret,  he*d  die  or  he*d  yidd. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair. 
So  noted  for  drowning  of  Borrow  and  care ; 
Bat  for  wine  and  for  wdcome  not  more  known 

to  fiune. 
Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste,  of  a  sweet  fovely 

dame. 

A  bard  waa  adacted  to  witneaa  tke  fray. 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feata  of  the  day ; 
A  bard  who  detei^  all  aadness  and  spleen. 
And  wish*d  that  Pamaasua  a  vineyard   had 


The  dinner  bdng  over,  the  daret  they  ply. 
And  every  new  cork  ia  a  new  spring  of  joy  ; 
la  the  banda  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so 

aet. 
And  the  banda  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they 


Oajj^easore  ran  riot  aa  bumpen  ran  o*er  ; 
Bright  PboriMB  ne'er  witncasM  so  joyous  a  core. 
And  voored  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite 

torkitn, 
TiU  Cynthia  hialsd  be*d  see  them  next  mom. 

Six  bottlea  a-picoa  had  wdl  wore  out  the 
Bight, 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  flnish  the  fight. 


Tear  lidM  Hebrides. 


Tum*d  o'er  in  one  bumper  n  bottlt  of  ni. 
And  swore  *twas  the  way  that  their 
did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddd,  ao  eaatiooa  aad 
Mge. 
No  longer  the  warfore,  ungodly,  would  wage ; 
A  high-ruling  Elder  to  waUow  in  wine ! 
He  left  the  foul  budneas  to  folks  leas  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the 
end ; 

But  who  can  with  fote  and  quart  bumpers  eon- 
tend? 

Though  fate  said— a  hero  should  perish  in  light ; 

So  uprose  bright  Phtthni  and  down  foil  the 
knight 

Next  uproee  our  bard,   like  a  prophet  b 

drink : — 
'*  Graigdarroch,    thouMt    aoar  when  ereatioa 

shdl  sink ; 
But  if  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme. 
Come— one  bottle  more— and  have  at  the  aob- 

lime ! 

**  Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  Vntdam 
with  Bruce, 
bhall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  prodoee ; 
So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bey ; 
The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of 


SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

A  BROTHSR  FOBT.  f 
AULD  MICBOK, 

I'm  three  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor* 
For  your  auld-fiirrent,  frienly  letter ; 
rUo*  I  maun  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter. 

Ye  spedc  so  foir : 
For  my  puir,  ully,  rhymin*  clatter. 

Some  leas  maan  aair. 

iUle  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  flddle ; 
I.anff  may  your  dbuck  jink  and  diddle^ 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  widdk 

O'  warlv  earai^ 
Till  bairus*  bairns  kindly  cnddle 

Your  auld  grej  hairk 

Rut  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  ye'ie  gldkH ; 
Pm  uuld  the  Muse  ye  hae  oegleddt  | 
An*  gif  it's  see,  ye  Mid  be  lickit 

Uotflye^; 
Sic  hana  aa  yoa  aud  ne'er  be  laikit. 

Be  hunt  wha  Hkm, 


.>  t^l*^pv«flxea  to  thrpoemsof  OnvldSiBar.pA 

iMMd  at  KiliMmoHi.  r  IB,  and  hai  not  baftne  Msv 
ed  In  our  authort  ptinisd -n— 


POBMS. 


«1 


Vh  hm,  rm  on  PimanoB  brink, 

Rhrin'  the  words  to  gtr  them  clink ; 

Whiles  d«n*t  wi*  love,  wbylea  d«ei*t  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  nuons ; 
An*  wbylet,  but  aje  owre  late,  I  think, 

Braw  Nober  leaaons. 

Of  a*  the  thougbtleaa  aona  o*  man, 
Commen*  me  to  the  bardie  dan ; 
Except  it  he  loroe  idle  plan 

O*  rhymin'  clink. 
The  deril-haet,  that  I  and  ban. 

They  ever  think. 

Nae  thought,  nae  view,  nae  acbeme  ci  livin* ; 
Nae  cares  to  gie  ns  joy  or  grierin* : 
Bat  ju«t  the  pouchie  put  the  nieve  in, 

An*  while  ought*a  there, 
Then,  hiltie,  skiltie,  we  gae  scricvin*, 

An*  fiuh  nae  roair. 

Leeze  nie  tm  rhyme !  it's  aye  a  treasure. 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleasure, 
At  hame,  i-fid*,  at  wark  or  leisure. 

The  Muse,  poor  hiaue ! 
Tho*  rough  an*  raploch  be  her  measure^ 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

UAud  tu  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie  : 
The  warl*  may  play  you  mony  a  shavM ; 
But  for  the  Mum,  she*ll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  poor, 
Na,  even  tho*  limpin*  wi'  the  spavie 

Frae  door  tae  door. 


ON  MY  EARLY  DAYS. 

I. 

I  MiKD  it  weel  in  early  <late, 

When  I  wafl  beardlc«<s  young,  and  blate^ 

An'  first  could  tlireth  the  barn. 
Or  hnud  a  yokin  o*  the  pleugh, 
An*  tho*  forfiiughten  sair  eneugh, 

Yet  unco  proud  to  learn — 
When  first  aniang  the  yellow  com 

A  man  I  reckon'd  was. 
And  wi'  the  lave  ilk  merry  morn 
Could  rank  my  r^  and  law 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing 
The  tither  stooked  raw, 
Wi'  daivers,  an'  haivers, 
Wearing  the  day  awa. 

n. 

Fen  then  a  wiah,  I  mind  ita  pow'r, 
A  viah  dial  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  atrongly  heave  my  breast. 
That  I  for  poor  anid  Seotland*k  sakc^ 
Soaie  uaefn*  plan  or  book  could  make, 

Or  Mngaiang^  at  least 
IWroagb  bonwtbiatle,  apraadiog  widt 

Amanf  tha  bsardid  baar, 


I  turn'd  the  weeder-elipa  asida^ 
An*  spared  the  symbol  dear : 
No  nation,  no  station, 

Mv  anvy  e*er  eodd  nuaa^ 
A  Soot  stiU,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  nae  higher  praise. 

HL 
But  still  the  elements  o*  sang 
In  formless  jumble,  right  an  rang. 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain  : 
*Till  on  that  har*st  I  said  before^ 
My  partner  in  the  merry  core. 

She  ious*d  the  forming  strain  t 
I  see  her  yet,  the  sonsie  quean. 

That  lighted  up  her  jingle. 
Her  witcUng  smile,  her  pauky  e*en 
That  gart  my  hnrt-strings  tin^ : 
I  fired,  inspired, 

At  every  kindling  keek, 
But  bashing,  and  da»hing, 
I  feared  aye  to  speak.* 


ON  THK  DEATH  OP 

SIR  JAMES  HUNTER  BLAIR. 

Thk  lamp  of  day,  with  ill-presaging  glares 
Dim,  cloudy,  sunk  beneath  the  western  wave ; 

Th*  inconstant  blast  howfd  thro*  the  darkening 
air. 
And  hollow  whistled  in  the  rocky  cave. 

Lone  aa  I  wander*d  by  each  cliff  and  dell. 
Once  the  loved  haunta   of   Scotia's  n^ral 
train;f 
Or  mused  where  limpid  streams  onoe  hallow*d 
wen,t 
Or  mould*ring  ruins  marik  the  sacred  fone.} 

Th'  increasing  blast  roar*d  round  the  beetling 
rocks. 
The  clouds,  swif^wing*d,  flew  o*er  the  starry 

The  groaning  trees  untimdy  shed  their  locks. 
And  shooting  meteors  caught  the  startled  eye. 

The  palv  moon  rose  in  the  livid  east, 

And  mong  the  clifib  disclosed  a  stately  form. 

In  weeds  of  woe  that  frantic  beat  her  breaat. 
And    mix'd  her  wailings  with  the  raving 
storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 

*Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shidd  I  view*d ; 

Her  form  majestic  droop*d  in  pensive  woe. 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imboad. 


•  Hm  leader  wtU  find 
poem  in  p.  vHL 

The  KliHi's  Paik  at  HoijnMkUHasft 
8L  Anthony's  WsU. 
St  AathoBT^  ChapfL 
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Bevemd  tint  ipflti^  fedoobtabk  in  war. 
Reclined  that  banner,  ent  in  fields  unfurled, 

Tliat  like  a  deathfiil  meteor  gleam'd  a&r. 
And  braved  th«  mighty  mooiscba  of  the 
world. — 

"  My  patriot  eon  fiOt  an  nntimely  grave  !** 

WiUi  acoenta  wild  and  lifted  anna  she  cried ; 
**  Low  lies  the  hand  that  oft  was  streteh'd  to 
save. 
Low  lies  the  heart  that  swdl*d  with  hooeat 
pride! 


**  A  weeping  country  jnns  a  widow's  tear, 
The  hdpleM  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry ; 

The  droc^ing  arts  around  their  patron's  bier, 
And  grateful  science  heaves  the  heartfelt  sigh. 

**  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire ; 

I  saw  fair  Freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow ! 
But,  ah  !  how  hope  is  bom  but  to  expire ! 

Relentless  fete  has  laid  the  guardian  low.— 

**  My  patriot  fells,  but  shall  he  lie  unsung, 

While    empty  greatness  saves  a    worthless 

1 1 


No ;  every  Muse  shaU  join  her  tuneful  tongu^ 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  feme. 

**  And  I  will  join  a  mother's  tender  carea. 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last. 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  filairs"-^ 
She  said,  and  vanish'd  with  the  swasping 


WRITTEN 

OV  rax  BLAMK  LXAF  OF  A  COTT  0¥  THK  TOIM8, 
nXaXllTKD  TO  AM  OLD  SWKXTHSAIIT,  TUXX 


Okcx  fondly  lov'd,  and  stiU  remembcr'd  dear. 
Sweet  early  object  of  my  youthful  vows, 

Aoeept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sincere. 
Friendship  !  'tis  all  coki  duty  now  allows.— 

And  when  you  read  the  simple  artleai  rhymes, 
One  friendly  sigh  fer  him,  he  asks  no  more, 

Who  distant  boms  in  flaming  torrid  elimea. 
Or  haply  lies  beneath  th*  Atlantic  roar. 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS : 

A  CANTATA. 


EBCITATIVO. 


Wunf  lyart  kavu  bcatrow  the  yird, 

Or  wafwiiy  like  the  Bauckie-bird,f 

Bedim  ctnkl  Boreas*  blast ; 


When  hailstanes  dAve  wi' bittar  ikyH 
And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bita^ 
In  hoary  cranrendi  drast ; 
Ae  night  at  e'en  a  marry  core, 
O'  randie,  gangrri  bodiea, 
In  Poosie-Nansie*s  held  the  sp]oc% 
To  drink  their  orra  doddiea : 
Wi'  quaffii^f  and  latwhing. 

They  ranted  and  they  sang  ; 
Wi*  jumping  and  thumping 
The  very  girdle  rang. 

First,  niest  die  fire,  in  auM  red  raga, 
Ane  sat,  weel  brac'd  wi'  mealy  bags, 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order ; 
His  doxy  lay  within  hia  arm, 
Wi*  usquebee  an*  blankets  wanU'^ 

She  blinket  on  her  todger : 
An'  aye  he  giea  the  tousie  drab 

The  tither  skelpin'  kirn, 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab 
Just  like  an  a'mous  dish, 
nk  smack  did  crack  stiU, 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whip. 
Then  staggering  and  swaggering 
He  roar'd  this  dit^  up— 


▲IE. 

««Solilsi^Joy. 

L 
I  AM  a  son  of  Mars  who  have  been  in  wumf 


•  TlMfiri 
fT 


The  old 


tadMlsttsrtoDiwIli 
MnatarthrBi* 


And  show  my  cuts  and  soars  wherever  I  come  ; 
This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a 

trench. 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sonnd  of 

the  dram. 

Lai  de  dandle,  ftc 

IT. 
My  'prenticedkip    I    past    whers    my  leads 

breath'd  his  last, 
When  the  bkMidy  die  waa  cart  on  the  heights  ef 

Abram ; 
I  served  out  my  trade  when  the  gallant  game 

was  play*d. 
And  the  Moro  low  was  laid  at  the  eonnd  of  the 

drum. 

Lai  de  dandle  Ike. 

IIL 
I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  among  the  floatiag 

batt'ries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witnem  an  arm  and  a  limb ; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with   Elliot  ts 

he«l  me. 
Id  clatter  my  stnmpa  at  the  sonnd  of  the  dram. 

LaldedaodK  ke. 


IV. 
And  now  the*  I  mnat  bff  with  a 

andl^ 
And  many  a  latlw*d  ng  hufiiv 


POBM& 


fl 


I  iMfpy  willi  mf  wanely  mj  bottle  Aod 

MB  I  nt'd  in  tcarkt  to  follow  m  dram. 
Lai  de  dandle,  Ice. 

V. 
ibo'  with  hoaiy  locks,  I  must  stend  the 

WiBltr  thocks, 
Hk  die  woods  tod  rocks  often  times  fat  a 

home, 

the   tother  bag  I  sell,  and  the  tother 

bottle  tell, 
d  meet  a  troop  of  hell,  at  the  nound  of 

the  drum. 

Lai  de  dandle,  ke. 


RKCITATIVO. 

ended  ;  and  the  kebars  sheuk, 

kboon  the  chorus  roar ; 

lie  frighted  rattans  backward  leuk, 

Lnd  seek  the  benmost  bore  ; 

thy  fiddler  frae  th«  neuk, 

le  ekirl'd  out  encore  ! 

;  mp  aroae  the  mnrtial  chuck, 

kad  laid  the  Loud  uproar* 


AIR. 

"  Soldier  LmMIo.' 


I  waa  A  maid,  tho*  I  cannot  tell  when, 
Al  my  delight  i*  in  proper  young  men ; 
of  A  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddie, 
Fm  fond  of  a  siidger  laddie, 
Siiigt  Lai  de  lal.  Sec 

II 
rat  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
tic  the  thundering  drum  was  his  trade  ; 
g  waa  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  waa  so 
nddy, 
Mrtcd  I  waa  with  my  sodger  Uddie. 
Sing,  Lal  de  lal.  Ice. 

m. 

•  fodly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch, 
raivid  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church, 
rtv'd  the  joiii;  and  I  naked  the  6ody, 
fhm  I  prov'd  folae  to  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lal  de  H  <M. 

IV. 
•B  I  grew  aiek  of  my  aanctified  tot, 
pnent  at  huge  for  a  hoaband  I  got ; 
Iha  gilded  apontoon  to  the  fifo  I 
iiidy, 

but  a  sodger  kddie. 
Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  Ik. 

V. 

It  redoc'd  me  to  beg  in  despairv 
my  M  boy  at  Cunningham  fair ; 


His  rag  regimental  they  flntter*d  so  gaadyyt 
My  heart  it  njoic'd  at  my  sodger  la^iia. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  kc. 

VL 
And  now  I  have  liv*d— I  know  not  how  kiqg. 
And  ktill  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  aong ; 
But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glaaa 

steady. 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  Ul,  &c 

RKCITATIVO. 

Then  nieot  outspak  a  rande  carlin, 
Wha  kent  sae  weel  to  cleek  the  sterUng, 
For  mmiie  a  pursie  she  had  hooked. 
And  had  in  mony  a  tvell  been  ducked. 
Her  dove  hail  been  a  Highland  laddie, 
But  weary  fa'  the  waefu*  woodie ! 
Wi*  sighs  and  sobe  she  thus  began 
To  waU  her  braw  John  HighUodman. 

AIR. 


*  O  an*  ye  were  dead,  Oudaman." 


A  HIGHLAND  lad  my  love  was  born, 
The  Lalland  laws  he  held  in  eoom ; 
But  he  still  wss  foithfu*  to  his  clan. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing,  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandman  I 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandman ! 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a*  the  Ian* 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

IL 

With  his  philibeg  an*  tartan  plaid. 
An*  gnde  claymore  down  by  his  aide» 
The  Udies  hearts  he  did  trepan. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  Im. 

in. 

We  ranged  a*  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An'  livM  like  lords  and  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lalland  foce  he  feared  none, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandnan. 

Sing,  hey,  ke* 


IV. 
They  baniah'd  him  beyond  the  sea, 
But  ere  the  bud  waa  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeka  the  pearls  ran. 
Embracing  my  J<^  Ifighlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  kc* 

V. 
But,  oh !  they  catch'd  him  at  the  kMt» 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  feat ; 
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My  eoiit  upon  nm  cvify  oii% 
Thi7*Te  hang'd  mj  braw  John  HigJindmia. 

Sing,  hey,  ke, 

VL 
And  now  a  widow*  I  mutt  moorn 
The  plctraret  that  will  na*cr  return ; 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  think  on  John  HicUandman. 

Sing^  hey,  fcc 

aiCITATlVO. 

A  pigmy  teraper,  wi*  hie  fiddle, 

Wha  ns  d  at  tryste  and  fidre  to  driddle, 

Her  itrqipin  limb  and  gausy  middle 

He  reach*d  nae  higher, 
Had  hoTd  his  heartie  l>'ke  a  riddle. 

An*  blawn't  on  fire. 

WV  hand  on  haunch,  an*  upward  e'e, 
He  croon*d  hie  gamut,  one,  two,  three, 
Then  in  an  Arioeo  key, 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  off  wi*  AlUgrwito  glee 

Hm  giga  lolo. 


AlK. 

"  Whktl.-  owre  the  lave  oTt* 

I. 

Ljr  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear, 
An*  go  wi  me  to  be  my  deer. 
An'  then  your  erery  eare  and  fear 
Bfay  whiatle  owre  the  lare  o*t. 

CHORUS. 

I  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trader 
An*  a*  the  tunes  that  e*er  I  play'd. 
The  sweetest  still  to  wifc  or  maid, 
Was  whistle  owre  the  lave  o*t. 

IL 
At  kirns  and  weddings  we*se  be  there. 
An'  O !  sae  nioely*s  we  will  fiure ; 
We*n  bouse  about  tin  Daddie  Care 
Sings  whistle  owre  the  lave  o*t. 
I  am,  ke, 

«  IIL 

Sao  metrily  the  banea  we*n  pyke^ 
An*  ann  ouraela  about  the  dyke, 
Aa*  at  our  letanr^  when  we  like, 
We*n  whiada  owre  the  lave  o*t. 
lam,  fcc 

IV. 
Bit  Uma  mt  wT  yonr  hesfvn  o*  charma, 
And  wbilt  I  kittle  hair  on  thairms, 
Hwmgm,  emU^  an  a  sick  harms, 
lu|r  whiide  owre  the  lava  o*t. 


Her  charms  had  atruck  a  atvdy  Orif^ 

As  wed  as  poor  Outscrapar; 
He  take  the  fiddler  by  the  beard» 

Aod  draws  a  rusty  rapier-. 
He  swoor  by  a*  was  swearing  worthy 

To  speet  him  like  a  pliTcr, 
Unlets  be  would  from  that  time  fiirtht 

Relinquish  her  fur  ever. 

Wi*  ghastly  e*e,  poor  tweedle  dea 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended, 
And  pray'd  for  graoe  wi'  rueiu*  ftee^ 

And  aae  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  though  his  little  heart  did  grieva. 

When  round  the  tinkler  prest  her. 
He  feign'd  to  tnirtle  in  his  sleere. 

When  thus  the  caird  addreas*d  her. 

AlE. 


.<« 


Clout  the  CaldvoB." 


Mr  bonnie  lane,  I  work  in  braaa, 

A  tinkler  is  my  station ; 
r?e  trareli'd  round  all  Christian 

In  thii  my  occupation. 
I*Te  U*en  the  gold,  I've  been  enroD*d 

In  many  a  noble  iquadron : 
But  vain  they  search'd,  when  off  I  march\ 

To  go  aod  clout  the  cauldron. 

Tve  U*en  the  goU,  W 

IL 
Daapiae  that  shrimp,  that  wither'd  iflBf^ 

Wi*  a  hia  noise  an*  caprin*. 
An'  tak'  a  idiare  wi*  those  that  bear 

The  buflt/et  an   the  aj-nfH, 
An*  bjf  that  stowp,  my  &ith  and  honp^ 

An*  by  that  dear  Keilbagie,* 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi  acaat. 

May  I  ne'er  %reet  my  craigia. 

An*  by  that  stowp,  ft*. 

accrrATiTo. 

The  caird  prevail'd— -the  unbloahiag  fidr 

In  hb  embraoea  sunk. 
Partly  wi*  love  o*ercome  aae  aair, 

An*  partly  she  was  drank. 
Sir  Violino,  with  an  air 

That  show'd  a  man  of  spnnk, 
Wish*d  mmuon  between  the  pair. 

An*  made  the  bottle  dunk 

To  their  hcdtk  that  night 

But  hurehin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft 

That  play*d  a  dame  a  sharia. 
The  fiddler  rak*d  her  fore  an  aft, 

Behint  the  chicken  caria. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o*  Homer'a  *  cral^ 

Tho*  limping  with  the  apavie* 


•  ApccnUariortorwliiak]rioeaU«l,afi«at 
Its  wttii  Foorie-Nancto^  dnbi^ 

•  HomerlsaDowedtobellieoUast 
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U 


'd  m  and  kp  liict  6ah, 
■ff^d  them  Dtintie  Dvrie 

O  boot  dut  Bighti 

i  ttre-ddyiaf  blade 
V  BeechiM  Ibtrd, 
Poctune  uir  nptm  him  laid, 
■rt  the  ever  mm'd  it. 
lo  with  but — to  be  glad, 
wrt  but — when  he  ihintcd  | 
I  Booght  but — tu  be  sad, 
haa  the  Mute  soggeated, 

Hia  aang  that  oight« 


Aia. 
Forir  that.  aoT  if  tiML" 


■td  of  no  lizard, 
■ida  folks,  an*  a*  that ; 
nar  Hkr,  dieglovrran  byfce, 
mrm  to  town  I  draw  that. 

CBOEUa. 

W  a'  that,  an'  a  that ; 

An*  twice  aa  meiUe't  a*  that ; 
Vt  hMt  but  ane,  Vrt  twa  behin*, 

Fve  wifc  enough  for  a*  that. 

n. 

(nrnk  ^  Moae'a  atank, 
in*8  bom,  an'  a'  that ; 

•  it  atreama,  and  ricUj  reama, 
Ubra  I  ea*  that. 

For  a'  that,  fcc 

IIL 
m  I  bear  to  a*  the  foir, 
hamUe  alave,  an*  a*  that ; 
If  win,  I  hold  it  atiU 
{alaia  to  thraw  that. 

For  a*  that,  Ice. 

IV. 

m  ■waety  diia  hour  we  meet, 
mttaal  lart  an*  a*  that ; 

laaig  the  jfte  mojr  iiang. 

For  a*  that,  kc 

V. 

lAa  and  craft  have  put  me  daft, 
m  ta'en  me  in,  an*  a'  that ; 
r  jtmr  decka,  and  here's  the  aer  / 
llMJadafora'that. 

*  Par  a'  that,  an*  a*  that, 
•As'  twioe  as  mnkk*8  a*  that; 
tfrdaareat  bluid,  to  do  them  gidd, 

They're  weleome  tilPt  for  a'  that. 


EXCRATira 


Ni 


*s  wa*a 


*iik  a  thoodar  of  applauaa, 
WSftm  aadimovlh; 


They  toom*d  dieir  poeks,  an*  pawB*d  diair 
They  scarcely  left  to  co*er  their  fodi, 
To  quench  their  lowan  drouth. 

Then  owre  again,  the  jotial  thrang, 

The  poet  did  request. 
To  loose  hix  pack  an*  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o*  the  best : 
He  rising,  r^oidng, 

Between  his  twa  DAorokiy 
Looks  round  him,  an*  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  choma. 


Aia. 

'« Jolty  Mortals  fltt  your 

I 
Sn !  the  smoking  bowl  before  ua, 

Mark  our  jovial  ra^ed  ring ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 

And  in  raptures  let  us  siqg. 

CHoaua. 

A  6^  for  those  by  law  protected' 
Liberty*s  a  gkNiooa  Mat ! 

Courts  for  cowards  were  ereeted. 
Churches  built  to  please  tha 

11. 
What  is  title  ?  what  is  treasore  ? 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 
'TIS  no  matter  how  or  wAert  / 
A  fig,  fcc 

IIL 
With  the  ready  trick  and  foble. 

Round  we  wander  all  tha  day ; 
And  at  night,  in  bam  or  stable, 
Hng  our  doziea  on  tha  hay. 
A  fig,  Iw. 

.      IV. 
Doaa  the  train-attended  earriagt 

Through  the  country  lighter  rove  ? 

Doea  the  aober  bed  of  marriage 

Witnem  brighter  soensa  of  love  ? 

A  fig,  fcc 

V. 

Life  ia  all  a  aononan, 

We  regard  not  how  it  goca ; 
Let  them  cant  about  deeoriMi 

Who  have  charaetera  to  loaa. 
Afig,fce. 

VL 
Here*s  to  the  budgets,  bags,  and  waDats  * 

Here's  to  all  die  wandering  train ! 
Here's  our  ra^ed  6ra<t  and  eatttU  I 

One  and  all  cry  out.  Amen  ! 

A  fig  for  thoae  by  law  protaclad  I 

Liberty's  a  glorious 
Courts  for  eowarda  were 

Chnrchaa  built  to  plaaia  iha  privk. 
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tfuro*  th«  heirt  can  glaoee, 
Maj  A*  jMck  aft 


THE  HENPECK'D  HUSBAND. 

Cufts'o  be  the  bmui«  the  poorest  wretch  in  lile» 
The  croQching  mmtl  to  the  tyrant  wife, 
Who  hai  no  will  but  by  her  high  permiaaion ; 
Who  haa  not  aizpenoe  bat  in  her  poaaeaaion  ; 
Who  moat  to  her  hia  dear  friend's  aecret  tell ; 
Who  dreada  a  cniain  lecture  worae  dun  hell. 
Were  aoch  the  wife  had  fellen  to  my  part, 
rd  break  her  apirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart ; 
Fd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  switch, 
rd  kiaa  her  maida,  and  kick  the  penrerse  b — ^h. 


Ye  bonnie  laaace  dight  your 
For  aome  o'  yoa  hae  tint  a  frien* : 
In  JSigkty  mghi,  ye  ken,  waa  la*cn 
What  ye*n  ne'er  hae  to  gi'e  again. 

Obaerre  the  Tciy  nowt  an'  ahaep. 
How  dowff  an"  dowie  now  they  creep ; 
Nay,  even  the  yirth  itael*  doea  cry, 
For  Embro*  wdla  are  gmtten  dry. 

O  Bi§ki^mim  thou'a  bat  a  bain, 
An'  no  owra  aold,  I  hope,  to  learn  ! 
Thoo  banrdlaas  boy.  I  prav  tak'  cai% 
Than  now  hM  got  thy  daddy's  chair, 


Nae  hand<«aff*d,  mtad'd. 
Bat,  like  himael*,  a  fhll  free 
Be  aore  ye  fellow  out  the  plan 
Nae  wanr  than  he  did,  honest 
Aa  roeikle  better  aa  jroa  can. 

January  1, 1788. 


VERSES 


wnrmtir  on  ▲  wimdow  or  thb  iinr  av 
CAnAoy. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  YEAR  178S. 

For  lords  or  kings  I  dinna  mourn, 
E'en  let  them  differ  that  they're  bom  ! 
But,  oh,  prodigious  to  reflect, 
A  Towwumt,  Sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck  ! 
O  Siffkty-tiffKt,  in  thy  ama*  apace 
What  dire  erenta  ha'e  taken  place  ! 
Of  what  enjoymenta  thou  haat  reft  ua ! 
In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us  ! 

The  Spaniah  empire's  tint  ahead, 
An*  my  auM  teethleaa  Bawtie's  dead  ; 
The  tookie's  teugh  'tween  Pitt  an'  Fox, 
An'  our  guidwife'a  wee  birdv  cocks  ; 
The  tane  ia  game,  a  bluidy  devil, 
But  to  the  hen^rds  unco  civil ; 
The  tither's  dour,  has  nae  aic  breedin', 
But  better  stuff  ne*er  daw'd  a  midden  ! 

Ye  miniatera,  come  moant  the  pnlpit, 
An'  cry  till  ye  be  hearae  an*  rupit ; 
For  Eightp-fipki  he  wiah'd  you  weel, 
An'  gicd  yon  a*  baith  gear  an*  meal ; 
E'en  mony  a  plack,  an  mony  a  peck. 
Ye  ken  yourada,  for  little  feck ! 


Wk  cam  na  here  to  view  your  warka 

In  hopca  to  be  mair  wiae. 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  heO, 

It  may  be  nae  surpriae : 
But  when  we  tirl'd  at  your  door. 

Your  porter  dooght  na  hear  na ; 
See  may,  should  we  to  hell*s  yctta 

Your  billy  Satan  sair  oa  ! 


LINES  WRITTEN  BY  BURNSi 

WHILE  ON  Hia  DEATH-aKD,  TO  J— N  n— K IT, 

AYRSHIRE,  AND  FORWARDED  TO  BIX  nOIE- 
DIATBLT  AFTER  THE  FOBT's  DSATB. 

He  who  of  R — k — n  aang,  liea  atiff  and  daai^ 
And  a  green  graaay  hillock  hidea  Ua 
Alaa !  alaa !  a  deviliah  diange  indeod 


At  a  meeciiif  of  ttie  DmiFRiBaH 
held  to  eommemorate  ttie  aBOivsvaary  of  Ronmirli 
victory,  April  12th  17Bt»  BuRwa  waa  eaUai  upas 
for  a  Song,  taMlsad  of  ivMBh  ha  deUvuni  ttM  fcOov. 
Ing  Limbs: 

IvsTBAD  of  a  aong,  boys.  111  gtv«  yon  m  laaat, 
Here's  the  memory  of  those  on  tka  twuUUi  thU 

we  loat;— 
That  weloat,didIaay,  nay,  byhetr'n!  thatwi 

found. 
For  their  feme  it  ahall  krt  whOe  tht  wneid  gesi 

round. 
The  next  in  aucoasaioa,  Fll  nve  yon  tht  Kiag. 
Whoe'er  wouU  betrmy  him  on  high  iMgr  ha  awi^, 
And  hert*s  the  gruid  febrie,  o«r  fret  CaaHi- 

tutioo, 
Aa  built  on  the  boae  of  the  great  Revolntion ; 
And  kmgcr  with  Polhka  aot  to  bt  9nmm*4, 
Be  Anarchy  enrs'dt  nnd  be  Tyranny  damn'd ; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e*ar  pravo  diaiayi^ 
Bfay  hia  aon  be  a  hngawH  and  ka  hiar 
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STRATHALLAN'S  LAMENT. 

TucKsn  night  o'eilitiigB  mj  dwelling ! 

Hovling  ttmpMti  o*er  me  niTe  I 
T^riud  tmrenti^  wintry  swelling, 

Still  mrround  mj  Inieljr  care ! 

Oyitd  ■treamkts  gentijr  flowing^ 

Bnty  huuti  of  beee  mankind. 
Western  brcem,  aofUy  blowing. 

Suit  not  my  diftracted  mind. 

(a  the  canae  of  rig^t  engaged, 

Wronga  injnriona  to  reibcaa, 
&onoar*a  war  we  strongly  waged. 

Bat  the  benvma  deny*d  aa< 


Ruxn*a  wheel  hat  driren  o*er  na, 
Not  m  hope  that  dve  attend. 

The  wide  wwld  ia  all  before  u»~i 
But  m  world  without  a  friend  1* 


CLARINDA. 

Clamuda,  miatrcaa  of  my  aoul, 

The  meaaur'd  time  ia  run ! 
The  wreteh  beneath  the  dreary  pole, 

So  marka  hie  latest  aun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  froaen  night 

Shall  poor  Syhrander  hie ; 
Deprir  *d  of  thee,  hie  life  and  light. 

The  sun  of  ail  hie  joy. 

Weport, — but  by  theae  precions  drops, 

That  fill  thy  k>vely  eyea ! 
No  other  light  ahall  guide  my  stqis. 

Till  thy  bright 


She,  the  &ir  sunof  all  her  aes, 
Haa  blest  my  glorious  day : 

And  ahaD  a  gUnuwring  planet  fix 
My  WQfihip  to  its  ray  ? 


A  VISION. 

As  I  stood  by  yon  rooAem  tower, 

Where  the  wa*-fiower  scents  the  dewy  air, 
Where  th*  howlet  mooma  in  her  Wj  bower, 

And  laUs  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 


The  wioda  were  kid,  the  air  was  stiH, 
The  atars  they  shot  alaog  the  sky ; 

The  fin  was  howling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 


•  StrsOiallan,  it  it  prenuned,  was  one  of  the  follow- 
•n  of  the  founff  Cherallsr,  and  If  Mppond  to  be  lying 
•oa«yed  in  liome  ea«s  of  ths  Hi^ilandt,  after  the 
talde  of  CuUodsn.  This  §014  wt»  written  bsfors  the 
sssrliail 


The  stream  adown  ita  haaelly  path, 
Waa  rushing  bv  the  ruin'd  w%\ 

Hssting  to  join  toe  sweeping  Vi^* 
Whase  distant  roaring  awdla  and  &'a. 

The  cauld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lighta,  wi*  hissing  eerie  din ; 

Athort  &t  Uh  ^ey  start  and  shifty 
Like  fortune's  fiirours,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedlees  chance  I  tum*d  mine  eyes,f 
And,  by  the  moon-beam,  shook,  to  sea 

A  stem  and  stalwart  ghaiat  arisen 
Attir'd  aa  minstrels  wont  to  be. 

Had  I  a  statue  been  o*  ttane^ 
His  darin  look  had  daunted  me ; 

And  00  his  bonnet  grav'd  waa  plain. 
The  sacred  posie — Liberty  ! 


And  firse  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 
Might  roused  the  slumb*ring  dead  to 

But  oh,  it  waa  a  tale  of  woe. 
As  ever  met  a  Briton*a    ear ! 

He  sang  wi*  joy  hie  former  day. 
He  weeping  wail*d  his  latter  times ; 

But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymee.f 


COPY  OF  A  POETICAL  ADDRESS 


TO 


MR.  WILLIAM  TYTLER, 

WITH  THK  raKSKNT  OP  THI  BAai>*S  riCYUKX. 

RxvKESD  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart^ 
Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 

A  name,  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  a  tma 
heart. 
But  now  *tia  despised  and  neglected : 


•  F*riaHon.    To  Join  yon  rtrer  on  the  Strstli. 

t  fariatUm.    Now  looliing  over  flrtfa  and  fliuld. 
Her  bom  the  pale-Csced  Cynthia  raai'd  s 
When,  lo«  In  ronn  of  minstrel  auld, 
A  stern  and  stalwart  ghaiat  appcai'd. 

t  This  poem,  an  imperfect  copy  of  whieh  was  print- 
ed in  Johnson's  Museum,  is  herej[iven  flrom  the  poetfs 
MS.  with  his  last  correetious.  The  scenery  so  flncly 
deserilied  is  taken  fh>m  nature.  The  poet  is  supposed 
to  Iw  musing  by  night  on  the  tianlcs  of  the  river  Clu. 
den,  and  by  the  ruins  of  Linduden-Abbey,  founded  in 
the  twelfth  century,  in  the  reign  of  Maloom  IV.  of 
whose  present  situation  the  reader  may  find  some  ae* 
count  in  Pennant's  Tour  in  Scotland,  or  Orose^s  Anti- 
quities of  that  division  of  the  island.  Such  a  time  and 
such  a  plaoe  are  well  fitted  for  holding  eonvwrae  with 
aerial  lieings.  Though  this  poem  has  a  noUtieal  liias, 
yet  it  may  oe  presumed  that  no  reader  or  taste,  what- 
ever his  c^inloos  may  be,  would  forgive  it  being  omit- 
ted. Our  poelTs  pruacnoe  suppresKd  the  song  of  X4> 
Itertyt  perhaps  fortunately  for  his  reputation.  It  may 
be  questioned  whether,  even  in  the  resources  of  hie 
genius,  a  strain  of  poetry  could  have  iKen  found  wor> 
I  thy  of  the  grandeur  and  solemnity  of  this  pre.taiatkn. 
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Tho*  sometliiiig  like  numtara  oonglobM  in  my 
eye, 
Let  DO  one  miideein  me  dtdloytl ; 
A  poor  friendless  irand*r«r  nuy  wdl  cUim  a 
■igh» 
Still  more,  if  that  wand*rtr  were  royaL 

Bf y  fiithers,  that  name  have  rercf^  on  a  throne  ; 

My  fiithers  have  fiillen  to  right  it ; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  boo, 

That  name  should  he  scoffingly  dight  it. 

Still  in  prayers  fi>r  King  George  I  most  heartily 
join, 
The  Queen  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry. 
Be  they  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of 
mine; 
Their  title's  aroiw'd  by  the  country. 

But  why  of  that  epoeha  make  snch  a  fuss. 


To  ken  what  Frendi 

Or  what  the  drumlie  Dutch  were  doin'  ; 

That  vile  doup  skelper,  Emperor  Josepk, 

If  Venus  yet  had  got  hb  nnae  off; 

Or  how  the  collieshankie  worka 

Atween  the  Russian  and  the  Turks ; 

Or  if  ^he  Swede,  before  he  halt. 

Would  play  anither  Charles  the  Twait ! 

If  Denmark,  ony  body  spak  o*t ; 

Or  Poland,  wna  had  now  the  tack  o*t ; 


But  loyalty,  truce  I  we're  on  dangerous  ground. 
Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter. 

The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound. 
To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  seud  yon  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  bard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care ; 
But  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard. 

Sincere  aa  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  lifie's  chilly  evening  dim  shadea  on  your 

And  ushers  the  long  dreary  night  i 
But  yon,  Kke  the  star  that  athwnrt  nkls  the  sky. 
Your  course  to  the  latest  is  bright. 

My  muse  jilted  me  here,  and  turned  a  cor- 
ner on  me,  and  I  have  not  got  again  into  her 
good  graces.  Do  me  the  justice  to  believe  me 
ainoere  in  my  grateful  remembrance  of  the  many 
civilities  you  have  honoured  me  with  Mnce  I 
came  to  Edinburgh,  and  in  assuring  you  that  I 
have  the  honour  to  be. 

Revered  Sir, 
Yfwr  oUiged  and  very  hnmbte  Servant, 

R.  BURNS. 
Edivburob,  1787. 


THE  FOLLOWING  POEM 

WA«  WRimN  TO   A    OIVTX.SMAN  WRO  HAD 
UVT  BIM  A  VSWtrAnR,  AMD  OrrKRRS 

TO  covmrvB  rr  prks  of  BirsMss. 

Kivo  sir,  rva  read  your  paper  throogh. 
And  frith,  to  me,  'twas  really  new ! 
How  gueased  ve,  air,  what  maiat  I  wanted  ? 
Thia  mooy  a  day  Fve  grain*d  aad  gaantcd. 


How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  weae  hiagia 
How  libbet  Italy  was  singin  ; 
If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swisa, 
Were  saying  or  takin  ought  amisa  :. 
Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame. 
In  Britain  *h  court  kept  op  the  game  : 
How  royal  George,  the  Lord  leuk  o*er  ham^ 
Was  managing  St.  Stephen's  quorum  ; 
If  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  Tivin, 
Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in  ; 
How  daddie  Burke  the  plea  was  rooking 
If  Warren  Hastings*  neck  was  yeukm ; 
How  cesses,  stents,  and  f«es  were  razed^ 
Or  if  bare  a —  yet  were  taxed  ; 
The  news  o*  priDces  dukes,  and  earl% 
Pimpa,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opers-girb  p 
If  that  daft  Buckie.  Geordle  Walea, 
Was  threshin  still  at  hiizies*  taila, 
Or  if  he  was  growin  oughtlins  dooacr,. 
And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooscr.— 
A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of; 
And,  but  for  you,  I  might  despaired  o£ 
So  gf  atefn*,  back  your  news  I  send  yon. 
And  pray,  a*  guid  things  may  attend  yos  1 

ItiiisiiSirp,  Monday  Morning,  1790. 


POEM. 


ON  FA8TOBAL  rOITBT. 


Hail  Pwaie  !  thon  nymph 

In  chase  o*  thee,  what  crowds  bae 

Frae  common  sense,  or  sunk  enenrad 

*Mang  keapa  o*  ckvwo; 
And  och  !  o*er  aft  thy  joea  hae  atarved, 

"BCida'tkyfovovra! 

Say,  Lassie,  why  diy  train  amang , 
While  load  the  trump's  beroie  diiog. 
And  sock  or  boakin  akrip  alaag 

To  das 
Scarce  ana  haa  triad  the  ahepherd< 

Bot  wi' 


In  Homer's  enh  Jock  BfiltOB  thrivaa ; 
Eschylna*  pan  Will  Shakespeare  drma| 
Wee  Pope,  the  kourlin,  *tUl  him  rivea 

Horatiaa  fiune ; 
In  thy  sweet  aang,  Barbauki,  survi 

Even  Safpko'a 


PO£MS. 
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vbaaitefaM? 

•  bvd's  bilbli,  Muo't  eAtch«; 

lytlMt  Innkt  his  ikinlin  patcbat 
O*  haathca  tettan  t 
wndeH  wr«tchc% 
That  tpa  their  batten. 

wr  an  o*  wit  an  laar, 

I  Aa  Shepherd's  wluatle  mair 

a^jr  in  ila  native  air 

And  roralgraee; 
Ika  6r-&med  Grecian  share 

A  riral  place  ? 

n  m  ana ;  a  Scottish  caDan ! 
m;  earn fcrrit,  hoMst  Allan ! 
i  an  jonk  bdiint  the  hallan, 

Aehid  soderer; 
I  tf  IIbm  may  gnaw  Tamtallan, 

Bat  thon^b  ht  arcr. 

■Iiaald  natnre  to  tfaanines^ 

RHl  Caledonian  fines; 

km  alnani  thro*  mjrrtlee  twinea* 

Where  Philomel, 
Mr  hreeace  sweep  the  vinee. 

Her  griefs  wiU  teU ! 

^  l^kne  thy  bumie  strays, 
■■ia  lassies  bfeach  their  class ; 
bf  kaasUy  shews  or  brass, 

Wi*  hawthorns  grayi 
Mtliiiilsjiiin  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  dose  o'  day. 

1  Isfies  are  nature's  eel ; 
hMt  apatee  o'  noosenee  swaD  ; 
Bts,  but  that  sweet  spell 
O*  witehin'  love^ 
duit  can  the  etroogeet  qneD, 
Thestemeet  moTe. 


SKETCH. 

HEW  TEAR'S  DAT. 

TO  Mma.  SDIILOP. 

ff  Tiaee  winds  A*  ezhaasted  chain, 
im  twehremontha'  length  again : 
aid  bald-psted  fellow, 
Int  eyce,  complexion  saHaw, 
ha  nnimpair'd  machinfs 
I  IIm  equal,  dnll  roatiaa. 

■I  bnsr,  minor  heir, 
■mil  him  with  their  prayer, 
■y  friend  heseeethem  prem, 
■a  the  haur  one  moment  less. 
1  (the  Mijor's  with  the  hounds 
■V  tannts  share  hie  rounde  ; 
Ur  Bachd'e  cere  to-day,* 

Keith's  engaged  with  Gray)  ; 


From  housewife  cares  a  minute  borrow— 

— ^That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow- 

And  join  with  me  a  moralising. 

This  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 

First,  what  did  yesternight  deliver ; 

**  Another  year  is  gone  fur  ever." 

And  what  ie  tUa  day'a  etrong  suggestion ! 

**  The  pessii^  ai^wnt's  all  we  rest  on !" 

Rceton— Ibrwlmtl     What  do  we  hare  ? 

Or  why  regard  the  paseing  year  ? 

Will  time,  am«M  with  proverb'd  lore^ 

Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  ? 

A  lew  days  may — a  lew  years  must— 

Repoee  us  in  the  silent  dust 

Then,  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  blin ! 

Tee,  all  such  reasonings  are  amim ! 

The  voioe  of  nature  loudly  cries^ 

And  many  a  message  from  the  skies^ 

That  something  in  us  never  dice  : 

That  on  this  fnil,  uoeertaia  state, 

Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight ; 

That  future-life  in  worlds  unknown 

Must  take  ite  hne  from  this  alone : 

Whether  as  heavenly  gkiry  bright. 

Or  dark  as  misery's  woeful  nights 

Since  then,  my  honour'd  first  of  fiiendl^ 

On  thie  poor  being  all  depends : 

Let  us  th'  important  mom  employ, 

And  live  ae  thoee  who  never  die. 

Tho'  you,  with  days  and  honours  erown*d» 

Witness  that  filial  cirde  round, 

(A  sight  life's  sorrows  to  repulse^ 

A  sight  pale  envy  to  convulse) 

OthCTS  now  daim  your  chief  regard— 

Tonnel^  you  wait  your  brigfal  reward. 


Mmw  My  ims  dravtaig  a  pistara  of  Ooila 

fiJBi^sssfegsai 


EXTEMPORE, 

ox  TMI  LATS 

MR.  WILLIAM  SMELLIB,* 

,  UTBOa  OP  THE  raiLOSOPHT  OP  VATUnAIi  Hit* 
TOaV,  AKD  MIMBXA  OP  THI  AXTIQUAmiAlf 
AMD  EOTAL  SOCilTIXS  OP  XDUIBUaOB. 


To  Crochallan 
The  dd  cock'd  hat,  the  grey  surtout,  the eaaM; 
Hie  bristling  beard  just  rieing  b  its  might, 
*Twu  lour  Ici^  nights  and  days  to  dutviaf 

night, 
Hia   uncombed    griady   loeka    wild-Btanog» 

thatdk'd, 
A  head  fcr  thought  profound  and  dear, 

match'd; 
Tet,  tho*  hie  caustic  wit  wu  biting,  mdc^ 
His  heart  was  waras,  benevdent  and  good. 


•  Mr.  SmclU^  and  our  poeL  n 
a  dub  la  Edlnbui;^,  undar  the 


both: 

neof  CvoAallM 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


POETICAL  INSCRIPTION 


AN  ALTAR  TO  ^EPENDENCE, 

AT  KXB.BOUCHTmT,  Tl^  tBAT  OF  MB..  BBBON- 
WKITTXir  IV  tUMMSBf  1795* 

Thou  of  tn  independent  mind» 

¥rith  wal  reiolTed,  with  eool  nngned  ; 

Prepared  power's  proudest  firown  to  brtTey 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  hare  a  sUre ; 

Virtue  done  who  dost  rerersb 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear. 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 


SONNET, 


ov 


THE  DEATH  OF  BOL  RTODEL. 

No  more,  y  warblers  of  the  wood,  no  more, 
Nor  pour  ]rour  descant  grating  on  my  ear : 
Thou  yoang-eyed  Spring  thy  diarms  I  ean- 
not  bev; 
More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  l^nnter't  wild- 
est roar. 

How  can  ve  please,  ye  flowers,  with  all  your 
dicsi 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend : 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend  ? 
That  strain  pours  round   th*  untimdy  tomb 
where  Riddel  lies.* 

Yes,  poor,  ve  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe, 
And  sooUie  the  Virtues  weeping  on  this  bier ; 
The  Man  of  Worth,  and  has  not  left  hit  peer, 

Is  in  his  *  narrow  house*  for  erer  darkly  low. 

Thee,  Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet ; 
Mc^  mem*ry  of  my  loss  wUl  only  meet. 


MONODY 


OM 


A  LADY  FAMED  FOR  HER  CAPRICE. 

How  eold  is  that  bosom  which  IbUy  once  fir*d. 
How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  late- 
ly glislca*d ; 
How  silent  that  tongue  whieh  the  echoes  od 
tind. 
How  d«U  is  that  ear  which  to  fUtlery  so 


•  Robsrt  lUddeL  K^.  of  fHai^ Cane,  amy 
Chy  ehancltr,  sad  one  to  whom  oar  bard  tbou^ 


If  sorrow  and  aagifak  lUr 
From  friendship  and 
mored  j 

How  doubly  severer. 
Thou  diedst  unwqpt,  aa 


Ar 


Loves,  graces,  and  rirtoes,  I  call  not  oo  yoa ; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  siMd  not  • 
tear : 
But  come,  all  ye  o^Mting  ot  fi>ny  so  trve, 

And  flowers  let  us  cuU  for  Elna*s  cold  bier. 

We*il  search  through  the  garden  for  eneh  siDy 
flower, 
We'll  roam  through  lSh»  fevcat  for  tack  idlt 
weed; 
But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  ahower, 
For  none  e*er  appraaeh  d  her  bvt  ~ 
raahdeed. 

We*ll  sculpture  the  marble,  well 
Uy; 
Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 
There  keen  indignation  shall  dart  oo  her  prqrt 
Which  fuming  contempt  shaH 
hia  ire. 


THE  EPITAPH. 

HxRi  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  naghet* 
What  once  was  a  butler^  gay  in  ]ils*s 
beam : 

Want  only  of  wisdom  deaied  her 
Want  only  of  goodness  deniad  bar 


ANSWER  TO  A  MANDATE 

SENT  BT  THX  SURVITOR  OF  TBI  WINBOWI, 
CARRIAOBS,  fcc.  TO  XACM  rABJtXa,  OaSBft- 
IMO  HIM  TO  SEND  A  aiQMBO  UIT  OT  WM 
HOR8BS,  8KEVAMTS,  WHSU^-eAUUAOU,  llC. 
AND  WHRHBIl  HB  WAS  A  MAaUBB  MA« 
OR  A  BACHBLOE,  AMO  WHAT  CMOLMIBS 
THBT  HAS. 


SiB,  as  your  mandate  did   .^. 
I  send  you  here  a  fiuthin*  list, 
My  horses,  servants,  carts^  and  gnt^ 
To  which  Vm  free  to  tak  my  aith. 
Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  eattiab 
I  hae  four  brutes  o'  gallant  aal^ 
As  ever  drew  before  a  pettleu 
My  haiuUafifrt,*  a  guiid  auld  haa 

And  wight  and  wil£*  a*  hia  days 

My  Aaiuf-a-Ani,f  a  guid  brown  ilhr, 
Wha  aft  has  borne  me  sda  ftw  KiUt  || 


I 


•  The  fteo-hone  on  the 
The  hindmost  on  the 


I 


In  the 
tadM 
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And  your  uld  boRNigli  Boof  a , 

1ft  day*  when  riding  wm  naa  erinw : 
Myfur-aMm,*  a  goid,  grey  bMWt, 
Am  e*er  in  tug  or  toir  wm  tneed : 
TIm  fiMirih,  A  Highland  Donald  harty, 
A  d-mn*d  red-wud,  Kilbomie  blasti*^ 
For-by  a  oowte,  of  oowtet  the  wale, 
Am  ever  nui  befim  a  tail ; 
An*  he  be  tpared  to  be  a  beis^ 
He*U  draw  me  fifteen  pund  at  least 

Wheel  carriages  I  hae  bat  few. 
Three  carts,  and  twa  are  fcckly  new. 
An  auld  wheeUbarrow*  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  and  baith  the  trams  are  broken ; 
I  made  a  poker  o*  the  spindle, 
And  my  auld  mither  bnint  the  tmndle. 
For  men,  Vwt  three  miachierous  boys, 
Ruo-deils  for  rantin  and  for  noise ; 
A  gadsman  ane,  a  thresher  t*other. 
Wee  Davoe  bauds  the  newt  in  fother. 
I  rule  them,  as  I  ought,  discreetly. 
And  often  labour  them  completely. 
And  aye  on  Sundays  duly  nightly, 
I  on  the  qneetions  tairge  them  tightly, 
*TiU,  £uth ;  wee  Davoc's  grown  see  gleg, 
(Tho*  acarody  laoger  than  my  leg) 
He'U  scrsed  you  sff  effectual  ealiinjf. 
Am  fost  as  ony  in  the  dwaUiog. 

Vre  nane  in  female  servant  station. 
Lord  keep  me  aye  fise  a*  temptation  ! 
I  hae  nae  wile,  sod  that  my  bliss  is. 
And  ye  hae  laid  nae  tax  on  misses ; 
For  weans  I'm  msir  than  weel  contented, 
Hesveo  sent  me  ane  msir  than  I  wanted : 
My  sonsie,  smirkiog,  dear-bought  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddie  in  her  face, 
Enough  of  onght  ye  like  but  grace. 
But  her,  my  kMonny,  sweet,  wee  lady, 
IVe  said  enough  for  her  already. 
And  if  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 
By  the  L— ^  ye*se  get  them  a*  thegither ! 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 

Nse  kind  of  license  out  I*m  taking. 

Thro*  dirt  and  dub  for  life  1*11  paidle. 

Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle  ; 

Tve  sturdy  stumps,  the  Lord  be  thankit ! 

And  a*  my  gates  on  foot  I'll  shank  it. 

This  list  wi'  my  ain  hand  I*ve  wrote  it. 
The  day  and  date  as  under  notet ; 
Then  kioow  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
8ub»crq>gi  kuiCf 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


■  The  hindmost  on  the  right-hsnd.  In  the  plough. 


IMPROMPTU, 


Oy  MES 


a  BIETH-DAT» 


4th  NoTsmbff,  179& 

Old  Wmter  with  his  frosty  beard. 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferr'd  ; 
"  What  have  I  done  of  aU  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  serete  ? 
My  cheerless  sons  no  pleasure  know ; 
Night's  horrid  car  drsgs,  dreary,  slow : 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning^ 
But  spleeny  English  hanging,  drowning. 

Now,  JoTe,  for  once  be  mighty  dril ; 
To  counterbalance  all  this  evil ; 
Give  me,  sod  I've  no  more  to  say, 
Give  me  Maria's  natal  day ! 
That  brilliant  gift  will  so  enrich  me. 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn  cannot  match 

"  'Tis  done  !"  says  Jove ;  so  ends  my  story. 
And  Winter  once  rejoiced  in  glory. 


ADDRESS  TO  A  LADY. 

Oh  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  blast. 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea, 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt, 

I'd  shelter  thee,  I'd  shelter  thee : 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  bhnr, 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom. 

To  share  it  a',  to  share  it  a*. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sse  black  and  bare,  sse  black  and  ban^ 
The  desert  were  a  paradise. 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there. 
Or  were  I  monarch  o*  the  globe, 

Wi'  thee  to  reign,  wi*  thee  to  reign  ; 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  be  my  queen. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 


MISS  JESSY  L- 


-,  or  DUMPEUs; 


WITH  EOOKS  WHICH  THE  BAED  PESSENTEA  w^^ 

Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair. 
And  with  them  take  the  poet's  prayer  ; 
That  fate  may  in  her  fiurest  page. 
With  every  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name : 
With  native  worth,  and  spotless  fc»«^ 
And  wakeful  caution,  still  aware 
Of  ill— .but  chief,  man's  felon  snare  | 
All  blameless  joys  on  esrth  we  find. 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind— 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward ; 
So  prays  thy  fiiithfid  friend,  tk»  bard* 
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SONNET, 

WRITTXir  ON  THI  25tH  JANUART,  1793  THI 
BIRTH-DAT  OF  THE  AUTHOR,  ON  UEARIMO  A 
THRUSH  8IN0  IK  A  MORNING  WALK. 

SiNo  CD,  sweet  thrush,  upon  the  leaflem  bough, 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain. 
See  aged  Winter  *mid  his  surly  reign. 

At  thy  blythe  carol  clears  his  furrowed  brow. 

So  in  lone  poverty's  dominion  drear, 

Situ  meek  content  with  light  uoanxious  heart. 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part. 

Nor  asks  if  they  bring  aught  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  thee,  Author  of  thb  opening  day  ! 

Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient 
skies! 

Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joys. 
What  wealth  could  nerer  give  nor  take  away ! 

Yet  eome,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  care, 
The  mite  high  heaven  be»towed,  that  mite  with 
thee  ril  share. 


EXTEMPORE, 

TO  MR.  8 Ei 

CM  RXrUSlNO  TO  DINX  WITH  HIM,  AFTXR  HAV- 
INO  BXXN  PROMISED  THE  FIRST  OF  COM- 
PANY, AND  THE  FIRST  OF  COOKERY,  17th 
DECEMBER,  1795. 

No  more  of  your  guests,  be  they  titled  or  not, 
And  cookery  the  first  in  the  nation  : 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  converse  and  wit, 
Is  proof  to  all  other  temptati(»n. 


TO  MR.  S— E. 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OP  A  DOSBN  OF  PORTER. 

O  HAD  the  malt  thy  strength  of  mind, 
Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit ; 

*Twere  drink  for  first  of  human  kind, 
A  gift  that  e*en  for  S— «  were  fit. 

Jerosalrii  Tavern,  DumfHsa. 


POEM, 

ADDRItSED  TO  MR.  MITCHELL,  COLLECTOR  OF 
EXCISE,  DUMFRIES,   1796. 

Friend  of  the  poet,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha,  wanting  thce»  might  beg  or  steal ; 
Alake,  alake,  the  meikle  deil, 

Wi*  a*  his  witches 
Are  at  it,  skd|Hn* !  jig  and  red. 

In  my  poor  poodMii 


I,  modestly,  fo*  &in  wad  hint  it, 
That  one  pound  one,  I  sairly  want  it ; 
If  wi*  the  hivie  down  yt  send  it. 

It  would  be  kind ; 
And  while  my  heart  wi'  life>blood  dimtHl 

rd  bear*t  in  mind. 

So  may  the  auld  year  gang  out  moaning 
To  see  the  new  come  laden,  groaning, 
Wi*  double  plenty  o'er  the  loaning 

To  thee  and  thine  ; 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crowning 

The  haildeaign. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Ys*vE  heard  this  while  how  Fve  been 
And  by  fell  death  was  nearly  nicket : 
Grim  loon  !  he  gat  me  by  the  fecket. 

And  aair  me  shetik  ; 
But,  by  guid  luck.  I  lap  a  wicket, 

Aod  turn*d  a  neok. 

But  by  that  health,  Tve  got  a  share  e*t. 
And  by  that  life  Tm  pn»miaed  mair  0% 
My  hale  and  weel  1*11  tok'  a  care  o*t 

A  tentier  way : 
Then  ferewell  folly,  hide  aikl  hair  o\ 

For  ance  and  aye. 


SENT  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHOM  MS  UM» 
OFFENDED. 

The  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdoin*a  wiy. 
The  fiimes  of  wine  infuriate  send  ; 

(Not  moony  madness  more  aatray) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  IKaad  ? 

Wine  was  th*  innensate  frensied  part, 
Ah  why  should  I  such  scenea  ootliTC ! 

Seenca  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart ! 
'Tie  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 


POEM  ON  LIFE, 

ADDRESSED  TO  COLONEL  DB  PSYgSn* 
DUMFRIES,  1796. 


My  hououred  colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  interest  in  the  poet's  weal ; 
Ah  !  how  sma'  heart  hae  I  to 

Thcsttep 
Sarroonded  thus  by  bolus  piU, 

And  potaoa 


O  what  R  eaaty  worM  were  it. 

Would  pain  and  eare,  and  sickness  spart  il  1 

And  fivtune,  fevour,  worth,  and  merit, 

As  they  dcaerre; 
(And  Rye  r'  rowth,  roast  beef  and  rlarrc ; 

Syne  wha  wouM  etarre)? 
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lifc,  dio*  ftetioB  out  may  trick  her* 
And  in  patte  genu  and  frippery  deck  her  ; 
Ok !  flickcriiig,  MAt,  and  andcker 

I've  Ibund  her  ttill. 
Aye  wavering  like  the  willow  wicker, 

*Tweea  good  and  iU. 

Then  that  ennt  cannagoole^  anid  Satan, 
Watchee  like  baudrons  by  a  rattan, 
Our  einfu*  aaul  to  get  a  claat  on 

Wi*  felon  ire ; 
Syne,  whip  !  his  tail  ye*U  ne'er  cast  sant  on. 

He's  aff  like  fire. 

Ah  Nick  !  ah  Nick,  it  is  na  fair, 
Fbit  ihowing  na  the  tempting  ware. 
Bright  winoa  and  bonnie  laaaes  rare, 

To  put  nt  daft  ; 
Syne  weave  unaecn  thy  tpider's  enare 

O  hell*t  danm*d  waft. 


Poor  man,  the  flie,  aft  biiies  by, 
And  aft  aa  chance  he  oomea  thee  nigh. 
Thy  anld  damn*d  elbow  yenka  wi*  joy, 

And  helliah  pleaaore ; 
Already  in  thy  £uicy'a  eye. 

Thy  aiekn  treasure. 

Soon  heeb  o'er  gowdie  f  in  he  gangs. 
And  like  a  aheep-head  on  a  tangs, 
Thy  giming  lai^h  enjoys  his  pai^ 

And  murdering  wrestle, 
Aa  ''■^g^'^g  in  the  wind  he  hangs 

A  gibbet's  taaad 

Bat  lest  you  think  I  am  uncivil, 

To  plague  you  with  this  draunting  drirel. 

Abjuring  a'  iatentiona  evil, 

I  quat  my  pen ; 
The  Loe<d  picaeAH.  us  frae  the  devil ! 

Amei* !  *<non ! 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTH-ACHE. 


Mr  cunt  upon  your  venom'd  stang. 
That  shoots  my  tortured  gums  alang ; 
And  thro*  my  lugs  gies  mony  a  twang, 

Wi'  gnawing  vengeance ; 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi*  bitter  pang. 

Like  racking  engines ! 


fevers  bum,  or  ague  ireeKS, 
gnaw,  or  ^olic  squeeaes ; 
's  sympathy  may  ease  as, 
Wi*  pitying  moan ; 
hell  o'  a'  djseaaea, 

Aye  mocka  our  groan ! 


Our 

Bat 


Adown  my  bccrd  the  alavers  trickle ; 
I  throw  the  wee  stooh  o'er  the  meikle, 
As  round  the  flic  ^  giglefes  heckle^ 

To  see  me  loup ; 
While  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup. 


O*  a*  the  nuro'rous  human  dools, 
111  har'kts  daft  bargains,  euUy  $tooh^ 
Or  worthy  fneorl»  raked  i'  the  mools. 

Sad  tight  to  see ! 
The  tricks  o*  knaves  or  fash  o'  fools. 

Thou  bear'st  the  gree. 

Where'er  that  place  be,  priests  ca*  hell, 
Whence  a*  the  tones  o*  mis'ry  yell. 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell, 

In  dreadfu*  raw. 
Thou,  TooTB-ACHi,  surely  bear'st  the  beO, 

Amang  them  a' ! 

O  thou  grim  micchief-making  chiel. 
That  gars  the  notes  o'  discoid  squeel, 
'Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thidc  ;— 
Gie  a'  the  &es  o'  Scotland's  weel 

A  towmond's  Tooth«Ache. 


TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  Esa 

or  riNTRT, 
ON  aacKiviNO  a  PAVoun. 

I  CALL  no  goddess  to  io^ire  my  strains, 
A  &bled  Muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns ; 
Friend  of  my  life  !  my  ardent  spirit  bums. 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns, 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer  as  the  giver  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day  !  thou  other  paler  light ! 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  stars  of  night ; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  inind  eflEftoe ; 
If  I  diat  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace ; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  spheraa^ 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years ! 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest. 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest. 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth ; 
The  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youdi : 
Few  hearta  like  hia,  with  virtue  warm'd, 
Few  heada  with  knowledge  ao  inform'd : 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss ; 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  this. 


A  GRACE  BEFORE  DINNER 

O  Thou,  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  ev'ry  creature's  want ! 
We  bless  thee,  God  of  nature 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent ; 
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And  if  it  pletae  thee,  heafcnly 
May  nerer  wone  be  tent ; 

Bat  whether  gnatedt  or  dtiaed^ 
Loid  bleM  w  with  ****—*!■*»* ' 


TO  KT  SXAft  AlTD  MUCH  HONOUftlD  rmiBiriH 

MRS.  DUNLOP,  OF  DUNLOP, 

ov  fsirtiBiLiTr. 

Sxif  tuiLirr  how  ehermiag^ 

Thou,  mp/rimid,  eunt  truly  taD ; 

But  diititeij  with  horron  arming* 
Thou  haat  a]eo  known  too  weQ ! 

Paireat  flower,  behold  the. lily, 

Blooming  in  the  aunny  ray ; 
Let  the  blaat  aweep  o'er  the  TaDcy, 

See  it  proatrate  on  the  day. 


Hear  the  wood  laA  charm  tha 
Telliivo'erhia  little  joya: 

Hapkaabird!  a  prey  the 
To  eadi  pirate  of  ^ 


Dearly  booght  ^  hidden 
Finer  frelii^  can  bcatow : 

Chorda  that  ribrate  awateal 
Thrill  the  deepeat  notm  of 


A  VERSE, 


COKroaXD  and  »irXATKD  IT  BOnVlt  TO 

KAarzE  or  thi  Bouax,  on  takimo 

AT  A  PLACI  Ul  THE  BlOHLAiroa  W 
BAD  BMKK  H08PIIABLT  XNTKaTAUi: 


O'er 


Whxm  death's  dark  atream  I 
A  time  that  aurely  shall 

In  heaven  itael^  1*11  ask  no  monb 
Than  juat  a  Highland 


ADDITIONAL  PIECES  OF  POETRY, 

Erom  tk§  RsuQuia,  PnMSsiUtf  m  1806, 


BY  MR.  CROMEK. 


[Thx  eontribntiona  were  poored  ao  eofdooaly  upon  Dr.  Cnrrie  that  aelectioa  baeuM  a  daij^  arf  ha 
pat  aaide  aeferal  intereatii^  pieoea  both  m  prose  and  Terse,  which  would  have  done  hoaomr  la 
1h»  Peef  a  memory :  But  beaidea  theaa  there  were  other  pieoea  extant,  whieh  did  not  oaai 
under  the  Doetor*8  notice :  All  of  them,  both  of  the  rgected  and  discovtred  deaciiptioo,  hato 
ainoe  been  collected  and  pnbliahed  by  Mr.  Cromek,  whoee  persona!  derotaon  to  the  Pac^  and 
generally  to  the  poetry  of  hia  country,  rendered  him  amoataaaidoona  collector.  The  addilioMl 
pieoea  of  poetry  ao  ooUeeted  and  pnbliahed  by  Cromdc,  are  giren  hara.  The  addiHonal  aaaga 
and  oorrespondenee,  taken  from  lh»  Reliquea  and  hia  mora  neant  pabUeiliaa*  * 
tiah  Sooga,**  will  each  appear  in  ^  praptr  plaoe.] 


ELECT 
oy 

MR.  WILUAM  CREECH, 

BOOXaiLLXay  bsiitbvbom. 


Auu>  ^oflkie  JSaaUs *«  *  aair  distreat, 
Down  droopa  her  aBoe  weal  bamiah'l 
Naa  joy  bar  booie  boakit  neat 

Can  yield  ava. 
Bar  dniing  bod  that  aba  hie'a  beet, 

WiUia'aawal 


a 


O  Willie  wu  a  witty  wight. 
And  had  o'  thioga  an  unoo*  alighl} 
AuU  Reekie  ay  ha  kaqnt  tight, 

Andtncaa* 


trig  aa'  BnMTt 
But  now  they'll  boak  her  like  a  frigh^ 

Waiia*aawal 


IIL 

The  atiihBl  a*  them  a'  he  bow*d, 
Thebanldest  e*  them  a*  heoow'd ; 
They  dorat  aaa  aiair  than  he  allow*4 

That  waaalaw: 
We*v8  loat  a  birkie  wed  worth  gawd, 

WiUia'aawal 
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TV. 

Kov  g»wkiea»  tawpkn,  gowks  and  £m>Ii, 
Frae  eoOcfn  and  boarding  aehoola. 
May  ipcoat  like  simmer  pnddock-stools 

In  glen  or  nhavr ; 
B»  wha  eould  hnuk  them  down  to  moob 

WiUie's  awa ! 

V. 

His  bretVren  o'  tiie  Commeree-Chanmer  * 
May  moorn  their  loss  wi*  doolfb'  damoor ; 
He  was  a  dictionar  and  grammar 

Amang  them  a'; 
I  fear  they'll  new  nak  mony  a  stsmmer 

^Vlllie*8  awa ! 

VI. 
Nae  mair  we  see  his  leree  door 
Philosophers  and  Poets  pour,f 
And  tootfiy  critics  by  the  score 

In  bloody  raw ! 
The  adjintant  o*  a*  the  eore 

Willie's  swa  I 


Now  worthy  O- 

T r's  and  G- 

IfK ew  S. 


VIL 

r*s  latin  &ee» 
•*s  modest  graee ; 


Thev  A*  mana  meet  some 


such  a  brace 

As  Rome  ne*er  saw ; 
ither  pUoe, 
Willie^s  awa ! 


vra. 

Peor  Boms     e'en  Scotch  drink  canna  qnieken, 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewildered  chicken, 
Sesi^d  free  it*s  minnie  and  the  deckin 

By  hoodie-craw; 
GrisTs  gien  his  heart  an  unco  kickin*, 

WiUie*sawa! 

IX. 
Now  er'ry  eonr-mou'd  grinin*  UeDnm, 
And  Ckhria's  lock,  are  fit  to  ftU  him ; 
And  setf-cooceitad  critic  tkellnm 

Hb  quill  may  draw ; 
He  wha  could  brawlie  wwd  thdr  bdlnm 

Willie's  -w.  f 


Up  wimpling  stately  Tweed  Pre  qwd. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettriek  banks  now  roaring  red 

While  tempests  blew ; 
Bit  eecrjr  joy  and  pleasure's  fled 

Willie's  awa ! 

XL 
Hay  I  be  slander's  common  speech ; 
A  text  tor  ia&niy  topmeh; 


Hr.a 

•tW _^  ^   „_^ 

MCh  them  tbeie,  when  he  csUsd, 


aecuilofned  to 
Bointflllsn 
l»  sad  hsBcs  the 


And  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 

In  winter  snaw ; 
When  I  forget  thee !  Willii  Crkxcm, 

Tho'  for  awa  > 

xa 

Bfay  nerer  wicked  fortune  tooile  him ! 
May  nerer  wicked  men  bamboosle  him  * 
Untfl  a  pow  as  auld's  Methuaalem ! 

He  canty  claw ! 
Then  to  the  Messed,  New  Jerusalem 

Fleet  wing  awi  I 


ELEGY 


ON 


PEG  NICHOLSON.* 

Pxo  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mara^ 
As  ever  trode  ou  aim ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith* 
And  past  the  Mouth  o*  Cairo. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mara^ 
And  rode  thro*  thick  and  thin  ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith* 
And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  maie^ 
And  ance  she  bore  a  priest ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nithy 
For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 


Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  tautf 
And  the  priest  he  rode  her  sair  : 
And  much  oppressed  and  bruised  she 
—As  priest-rid  cattle  are,  &c  &c 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

(Imperfed), 

[la  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  the  poet  ssyir^The  sob. 
feet  Is  LiSRSTY :  You  know,  my  honoured  friend 
how  dear  the  theme  ii  to  me.  I  design  It  an  incgu 
lar  Ode  for  General  Wsshlngton'f  birth-day.    Aitsc 
havhig  mentioned  the  dMenersey  of  other  fcliwdomi 
I  oome  to  Scotland  thusj: 

Tmi,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 
Thee,  fimied  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  aong. 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes ; 
Where  ia  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  ? 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead ! 

Bennth  that  hallow^  turf  whers  Wax&acb 


•  MsMiratNleiiolBaBftliemaniai^whossvisHatiow 
very  mudi  alarmod  Oeocge  the  Third  for  his  life.  Ia 
naming  their  iteeds,  the  poet  snd  hit  Arlcnd  Nleol  «em 

'  to  have  had  a  pn  ference.  In  the  way  of  doing  honour^ 
of  ooufse,  for  the  worthies  who  had  uaed  freedom  with 

!  both  priest  ami  king. 
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Ebar  it  not,  Wallaci,  in  thy  bed  of  deith ! 

Ye  bebUing  windit  id  nlence  iweep  ; 

Distiirb  not  je  tbe  hero*e  tleep, 
Nof  gnre  the  coward  teeret  bcoatn. 

Is  this  the  power  in  fineedom'e  war 

That  wont  to  bid  the  batde  rage  ? 
Behold  that  ere  which  shot  immortal  hatet 

Croahing  the  dcapot*s  prondeet  bearing, 
That  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fitte. 

Braved  naarpation*a  boldeet  daring ! 
One  quenched  in  darirnf  like  the  sinking  star. 
And  one  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  powerless 


A  PRAYER— IN  DISTRESS. 

O  THOU  Great  Being  !  what  thou  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know ; 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  thee 

Are  all  thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  thee  stands, 

All  wretched  and  distrest ; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  aet 

From  cruelty  or  wrath ; 
O,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  dote  Uiem  fii^  in  death ! 

But  if  I  must  sfflicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise  design  ; 
Then  man  my  soul  with  firm  reaolTes 

To  bear  and  not  repine ! 


A  PRAYER, 

WHIW  PAIKTINO  PITS,  AND  OTHIK  ALAEMINO 

sTMPToais  or  a  flxueist  or  SOMI  OTHia 

SAMOBEOnS  DISORDIR,  WHICH  IlfDIBD 
•TILL  THRKATBNS  MB,  PIRST  POT  MATORB 
on  THB  ALARM. 

O  THOU  unknown.  Almighty  Caoaa 

Of  all  my  hope  and  feiur ! 
In  whoee  drrad  presence,  ere  an  ho«r, 

Perhaps  I  must  appear. 

If  I  have  wander*d  in  thoee  paths 

Of  life  I  onght  to  shun ; 
As  mnmetkiug,  loudly,  in  my  brsaat^ 

R—OBStratas  I  have  done ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  Ibnaad  wm 

With  passions  wild  and  strong ; 
And  Bst'niDg  to  their  witehing  Toioa 

Has  often  led  dm  wrong. 


Wh§n  bBmaa  Bwifcuss  haa 
Or  >M^p  nspt  Midi. 


Do  Then,  AB  OoodI  tat 
In  shadea  of  dariDMBB  hidau 


Where  with  iminiiem  I  havt  «r^4 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  ITumarigood;  and 

Oelighteth  to  fofgite. 


DESPONDENCY: 

A  HYMN. 

Why  am  I  k»th  to  leave  this  earthly 
Have  I  so  found  it  foil  of  plssaiag 
Some  drops  of  joy  with  draaglils  of 


Some    gleams   of  sunshine  *Bsid 


Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms  ? 

Or  death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode? 
For  guDt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms ; 

I  tremble  to  apfcoaeh  an  angiy  Qon, 
And  justly  smart     neath  his  stn-aveaging  nd. 


Fain  would  I  say,  *  Forgive  my  fenl 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey  ; 
But,  should  my  author  health  again  di 

Again  I  might  desert  foir  virtue's  wa; 
Again  in  foUy  s  path  might  go  astray ; 

Again  esalt  the  brute  and  mik  tibe 
Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy 

Who  aet  so  countn'  heavenly  anerey  s 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  aaoamM  yot  to  tan 


y; 


plan? 


O  Thoo,  grsat  governor  of  an  belofw  ! 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  Uaw, 

Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  aen ; 
With  that  controling  pow'r  assist  ev*n  bm^ 

Those  headlong  forious  pasnoos  to  eon^e  ( 
For  all  unfit  I  fed  my  powers  to  be. 

To  rule  their  torrent  in  th*  allowed  line, 
O,  aid  me  with  thy  help,  Ommipctemm  IHwim' 


LINES  ON  RELIGION. 


•«  Tie  this,  my  friend,  that  straaks  our 

bright; 

Tie  this,  that  giUs  the  hormr  of  onr  nigkt! 
When  wealth  forsakea  ua,  and  whasi  frifiii 

few; 
When  friendsars  fotthlass,  or 
*Tis  Mis  that  warda  the  blow,  or  stalls  dbt 
Disarms  aflietioot  or  ispsls  its  dart : 
Within  the  breast  bids  purest  raptnrca  risa, 

iling 
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EPISTLES  IN  VERSE 


TO  J.  LAPRAIK. 

Sept.  13M,  1785. 

Go  IT  ipeed  in*  fiirder  to  you  Joboy, 
Oaid  health,  h«le  han'i,  an*  weather  bony  ; 
Now  when  ye're  nickan  down  fu*  canny 

The  staff  o*  bread, 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o*  brany 

To  clear  your  head. 

May  Boreaa  nerer  thresh  your  rigs, 
Nor  kidc  yoor  rickles  aff  their  legs, 
Sendio*  the  stuff  o*er  muirs  an*  haggs 

Like  drivin*  wrack ; 
Bat  may  the  tapmaat  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack. 

I'm  biaic  too,  an*  akelpin*  at  it. 

But  bitter,  daudin  showers  hae  wat  it, 

Sae  my  auld  stumpie  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi*  rouckle  wark. 
An*  took  my  joctdeg  *  an*  whatt  it, 

Like  ony  cUrk. 

It*s  now  twa  month  that  Vm  your  debtor, 
For  yoor  braw,  nameless,  dateless  letter, 
Abttsaii*  me  for  harsh  ill  nature 

On  holy  men, 
While  deil  a  hair  yoursel  ye're  better, 

But  mair  profane. 

Bat  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells, 
Let's  sing  about  our  noble  seh ; 
We*ll  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  roose  us, 
But  browtter  wires  f  an*  whisky  stills, 

Thef  are  the  muses. 

Yoor  Irieodship  Sir,  I  winna  quat  it. 

An*  if  y«  mak*  objections  at  it. 

Then  ban*  in  mere  some  day  well  knot  it, 

An*  witness  take, 
An'  when  wi*  Usqnabae  we*ve  wat  it 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  bcatt  and  branks  he  tpar*d 
Till  kre  be  gaun  withomt  the  herd, 
An*  a  the  Tittd  in  the  yard. 

An'  theekit  right, 
I  ■«&  your  ingle-«de  to  guard 

At  winter  night. 

Than  mnifi  inapirin*  aqna-rits 

ttji^n  Bake  us  baith  aae  blythe  an*  witty, 

Tin  yv  forgal  ye're  aoM  an'  gatty. 

An'  be  at  canty 
At  y  wt  nine  year  latt  than  thretty, 

Sweet  ane-an'-twenty. 


But  stocks  are  cowpet  •  w?  the  Uttt, 
An*  now  the  sinn  keeks  in  the  west 
Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest 

An*  quat  my  chanter ; 
Sae  I  subscribe  myael  in  haste, 

Your's,  Rab  the  Ranter. 


TO  THE 


REV.  JOHN  M*MATH, 

mCLOSlNO  A  COPY  OF  HOLV  WILUK's  rEATU, 
WHICH  UK  HAD  REQUESTSD. 

Sept.  17M,')786. 

While  at  the  »took  the  shearers  cow'r 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin*  show'r. 
Or  in  gulravage  f  rinnin  scow'r 

To  pass  the  time, 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhvme. 

My  musie,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  an*  ban*,  an*  House  black  bonnet, 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she's  done  it, 

Lent  they  shou'd  blarae  htr^ 
I  An'  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it 

And  anathem  her. 


I  own  'twas  rash,  nn*  rather  hardy, 
That  I,  a  simple,  countra  bardie, 
Shou'd  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sae  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  ken  me, 
Can  easy,  wi'  a  single  wordie. 

Louse  h-Il  upon  me. 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces, 
Their  sighan,  canUn,  gnux-proud  feces. 
Their  three-mile  prayers,  an  hauf-mile  graoet, 

Their  razan  conscience, 
Whaws  greed,  rerenge,  an'  pride  disgraces 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

There's  Gaun^  \  miska't  waur  than  a  beaat, 
Wha  has  mair  honor  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  guid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abua*t  him. 
An*  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  oae't  him. 


See  him,  |  the  poor  man*s  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  an*  deed. 
An'  'l**!!  hit  £une  an*  honour  bleea 

By  worthiest  tkeUumi^ 
An*  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blellnma  ? 


knUhb 


•  Owsfwi-Tumbled  orer.  .   . 

t  OiiirMMMV— Running  in  a  conniitil,  diauiuauf 
mnner.  Ilka  bor*  when  laaving  sebooL 

±  OsTin  Hamilton.  Esq.  ^  _  „       _^  - . 

H  The  poet  has  introduced  the  two  first  lines  of  U 
stana  Into  the  dedication  of  his  works  to  Mr.  Hamil 


O  P^  liad  I  tli7  Mtirart  darto 
To  gie  tlie  n»e$h  tbeir  dturti^ 
rd  rip  their  rottnit  hoHov  hctrta, 

An*  ten  aload 
Their  jogg^*  hoau-pocw  «rti 

To  cheet  the  erowd. 

God  knows,  rm  no  the  thing  I  thon'd  be^ 
Nor  am  I  er'o  the  thing  I  ooa*d  be^ 
Bnt  twenty  timet,  I  nther  won'd  be 

An  atheiet  deea. 
Than  under  goepel  cohNin  hid  be 

Juatlbr  a 


BURNS*  WORK& 

Impvtt  il  nol»  good  Sr,  ia  aao 


An  hoMit  man  may  like  a  glaH» 
An  honcit  man  may  like  a  laas, 
Bnt  mean  revenge,  an*  malice  &nee 

He*U  atiU  diadain, 
An*  then  ery  seal  for  goepel  lawi. 

Like 


They  take  rdigion  in  their  month ; 
They  talk  o*  mercy,  grace,  an*  tmthy 
For  what  ?  to  gie  their  malaoe  ikoath 

On  aome  puir  wight, 
An*  hnnt  him  down,  o*er  r%ht  an*  mth, 

To  ruin  atreight. 

AH  hail,  religion !  maid  dirine ! 
Pardon  a  mum  lae  mean  aa  mine^ 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  line 

Thua  daun  to  name  thee 
To  atigmatiae  fidae  firiendt  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defimM  thee. 

Tho*  bfeteh*t  an'  foul  wi*  mony  a  ttain. 

An*  for  unworthy  of  thy  train, 

^th  trembling  Toioe  I  tune  my  atrain 

To  join  with  thoM^ 
Who  boldly  dare  thy  eauae  maintain 

In  apite  of  foea : 

In  apite  o'  erowda,  m  apite  o'  mobi^ 
In  ipite  of  undermining  jobe, 
In  apite  o'  dads  banditti  ataba 

At  worth  an*  merit, 
By  aoonndrri%  erea  wi*  holy  robea, 

Bnt  heliiih  qiirit 

O  Ayr,  my  dear,  my  native  ground, 
Widun  thy  prmbyterial  bound 
A  ooadid  lib^nl  band  ia  feaod 

OfpubUc 
ao  Chriikiana  too  mown*d 


Mr,  k  IIm*  oirelo  jon  an  aam*d ; 
Mr,  in  duit  eirelo  yon  era  fom*d ; 
Aa*  oam^  by  whomjwn  doctrine*e  blam*d, 

(Whieh  giaa  you  honor) 
Sir,  by  thaoi  your  heart'a  eateam'd. 
An* 


Bnt  to  hk  ntmoat  would  befriend 

Ought  that  belaag^i  f. 


TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON.  Eao. 

MAUCHLINI. 
(aSCOMMXNDIIfO  A  BOT). 

MMptnUie,  Map  %  17M. 
I  HOLD  it.  Sir,  my  bounden  duty 
To  warn  you  how  that  Matter  Toodc^ 

Aliaa,  Laiid  M'Gann,* 
Wa>  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
*Bout  whom  ye  tpak  the  tither  day. 

An*  wad  hae  don't  at  boa*  i 
But  kat  he  learn  the  eallan  tricka, 

Aa  faith  1  mackle  doubt  him. 
Like  acrapin*  out  auld  Crummie*a  nick% 
An*  teilin*  liea  about  them ; 
Ai  lieve  then  Td  hare  then. 

Your  clerkship  he  ahould  aair. 
If  aae  be,  ye  may  be 
Not  fitted  otherwhere. 

Altho*  1  tay't,  he*8  gleg  enough. 

An*  'bout  a  houie  thftt*a  rude  an*  rough. 

The  boy  might  learn  It  jMar  • 
But  then  wi*  jfov,  he'll  be  aae  taught, 
An*  get  lie  fiur  txampit  atraught, 

I  hae  na  ony  fear. 
Ye*U  catecbiae  him  every  quirk. 

An*  ahore  him  weel  wi*  AaV; 
An*  gar  him  follow  to  the  A/rA— 
— Ay  when  ye  gang  pomrmL 
If  ye  then,  maun  be  then 

Frae  heme  thia  eomtn  FUiw-y 
Then  pleaae  Sir,  to  lea*c  Sir, 
The  ordera  wi*  your  hdy. 

My  word  of  honour  I  haa  giea. 

In  Paialey  John'a,  that  night  at  o'ca, 

To  meet  the  Wmktt  wtmt 
To  try  to  get  ^  twa  to  greob 
An'  name  the  airleaf  an'  the  feo. 

In  legal  mode  aa'  fena  t 
I  ken  he  weel  a  Sniek  eaa  draw. 

When  eimple  bodiee  let  hias 
An'ifaDem/beata*, 

In  feith  he'k  aura  to  got  hia^ 
To  phraae  yon  an*  praiae  yoa. 

Ye  ken  your  Laormt  aeoraa : 
The  pray'r  atill,  yoa  aharo  atill. 
Of  grattfcl  MiHoniL  Boam. 


te^doa  tfaa  fioedoa  I  hm  ta'ta, 
AiftfiBipiHiaMirvobaaa, 


I 


•JTcilirrDaMrthenlhidla 
InCoivB.    ItwMhia 

or  nurkiaga  ftoea  the  homa 
—  He  WM  aa  actftil 
he  ia  called  a 

«eMflMi;'*heaMaa 
aa  muU,  tmkk^bmmt^  ^  f 


>  MR.  M«ADAM, 

or  CaAIOIN-OILLAN, 


POEMa  81 

Uj  goowyiill  loo  nido  ii  to  t^  aD  jtmr  goo^ 


AH  OBUOniO  LBTTBft  BK  nMT 

BVCEM nrr  or  mt  fosno 


;in  I  gat  your  card, 
tmd»  me  prood ; 
■  ■olMeo*  the  bard! 
cvf^i  fu'  loud. 


about  tbeir  jaw, 
laib  g^^^y  million ; 
BOH  aboon  tbem  a', 
{ bf  Oaigea-Gillan ! 

I  Sir;  *twai  like  yourae], 
yow  high  protectioa : 
1^  amile,  ye  ken  fii*  weU, 
iat  infectioa. 

i«  baaea  wha  in  a  tub 
Miecdonian  Sandy ! 
kgt  thro*  dirt  and  dob, 
tet  atand  ay. — 


Icga  to  gude,  warm  kail» 
cannabear  me; 
■de»  a  aybow-taily 
■y  iwme  ahall  cheer  me. 

m  yon  lang  to  kiaa  the  breath 
i0W*ry  aimmera ! 
oar  booie  laaaea  baith, 
Omfn  looaome  kimmera ! 

km  yoong  Donaakin'e  laird, 
MB  of  our  gentry  ! 
t  wear  an  Mid  man'a  beardt 
Id  hie  country. 


Beatowed  «»  your  aenrant,  the  POeC ; 
Would  to  Qod  I  had  one  Uke  a  beam  of  the  8BB« 
And  then  all  the  world.  Sir,  ahould  know  ill 


TO  TERRAUGHTY,* 

OM  Mia  BiaTM-DAT. 

Health  to  the  Maxwella*  veteran  Chief  I 
Health,  ay  nnaour'd  by  care  or  griefs 
Inapii^d,  I  tum*d  Fate'a  vybil  laif, 

Thia  natal  mom, 
I  aee  thy  lili  ia  atuff  o'  prief. 

Scarce  quite  half 

Thia  day  thou  metea  threeacore  eleren, 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteuua  HeaTon 
(The  aecood  aight,  ye  ken,  ie  given 

To  ilka  Potr) 
On  thee  a  tack  o*  aeven  timee  aeven 

Will  yet  beatow  it 


If  euTioua  buckiea  view  wT  aorrow 

Thy  lengthcn*d  daya  on  thia  blett  morroWy 

May  deeoktion*8  liuig-teeth'd  harrow. 

Nine  milea  an  how, 
Rake  them,  like  Sodom  and  Gomocrah, 

Inbrunetane 


CAPTAIN  RIDDEL. 

OLXMUDDIL, 
■fOEX  LIMU  OM  KKOKIirO  A 

mwarATBA). 

JSatsfand;  Monday  Evtmmg, 
I  aad  reriew,  Sir,  Ftc  read  through 
fhnmgh.  Sir, 
la  adfluriog  or  blaming : 
in  barren  of  home-newa  or  fineign, 
Im  or  rapaa  worth  the  naming. 

I  the  reviewera,  thoae  chippen  aad 


But  for  thy  friendm  and  they  are  mony, 
Baith  honeat  men  and  hnaea  bonie^ 
Biay  oouthie  fortune,  kind  and  cannie. 

In  eoeial  glee, 
Wi*  mominga  blythe  and  e'eninga  fonny 

Blem  them  and  theOi 

Farweel,  auki  birkie  1  Lord  be  near  ye^ 
And  then  the  Deil  he  dauma  ateer  yt 
Your  frienda  ay  hyre,  your  foea  ay  foar  ya» 

For  me,  ahame  &*  mi^ 
If  neiat  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  ye 

While  BuEira  they  9i 


p  of  mortar  aad  atone,  Sir  % 
i;tr  wiMwaif,  in  ti  fabric  eompUii, 
f  ynnonnoe  diey  are  non%  Sir, 


THE  VOWELS  t 

A  TALI. 

*TwAa  where  the  birch  and  aonnding  tkoog 
are  ply'd. 
The  noiay  domidle  of  pedant  pride ; 
Where  ignorance  her  darkening  vaponr  throwi^ 
And  cruelty  directa  the  thickening  bbwa| 


•  Mr.  Maxwen,  of  Terraughty,  near  I 
Thia  b  the  J.  P.  who^  at  the  BmIh  Couitt.  o 
Bomirkfeporu:  thcrabewcd  UiatA#,  while 
up  to  the  law,  eoukf  reconcile  his  duty  wtUi 
ti»    *  Altho*  an  Bkdtenum  he  had  a  huert.* 


Dumnlea 
oaOed  for 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Upon  a  time,  Sir  Abeee  tin  greek* 

In  all  hit  pedagogic  powen  elate, 

His  awftti  chair  oif  state  reiolvw  to  moaat, 

had  can  die  tremUing  yowela  to 


;  that  ga^era  Ib  ^ 


First  enterM  A,  a  grare,  broad,  solemn  wight, 
Bat  ah !  deform'd,  dishonest  to  the  sight ! 
His  twisted  head  look*d  backward  on  his  way, 
And  flagrant  from  the  scourge  he  granted  at  / 

Relnctant,  E  stalkM  in  ;  with  piteous  race 
The  justling  tears  ran  down  his  honest  free  ! 
That  name,  that  weQ-wom  name,  and  all  his 

own. 
Pale  he  surrenden  at  the  tyrant's  throne  1 
The  pedant  stifles  keen  the  Roman  sound. 
Not  all  his  mongrel  diphthongs  can  compoond  ; 
And  next  the  title  following  cloee  behind, 
he  to  the  nameless,  ghastly  wretch  assign*d. 

Che  cobwebM  gothie  dome  resounded,  Y ! 
In  sollen  yengeanoe,  I,  disdain'd  reply  : 
The  pedant  swung  his  felon  cudgel  round. 
And  knock*d  the  groaning  Towel  to  the  ground ! 

In  mcfnl  apprehension  enter*d  O, 
Tbe  wailing  minstrel  of  despairing  nroe ; 
Th*  Inquisitor  of  Spain,  the  most  expert, 
Blight  there  have  learnt  new  myvterica  of  his  art: 
So  grim,  deform'd,  with  horrors  entering  U, 
His  dearest  friend  and  brother  scarcely  knew  ! 

As  trembling  U  stood  stariog  all  aghast, 
The  pedant  in  his  left  hand  clutchM  him  fr^t. 
In  helpless  infiuUa*  tears  he  dipp*d  his  right, 
Baptix'd  him  •«,  and  kick*d  him  firom  his  sight. 


Is  it  some  Uaii  tbax  gathera  ta  Ite  oBrtl, 

Threat*ning  to  nip  the  rerdnre  of  ihf  h&m\  * 

1m  it,  sad  owl,  that  antomn  alrips  ike  shade. 
Aim!  leaves  thee  here,  «nshehn'*d  and  fbrlern  ? 

Or  fear  that  winter  will  thy  nest  invade  ? 
Or  friendless  melancholy  bids  thee  moam  f 

Shut  out,  lone  bird,  from  all  the  iwther'd  train. 

To  tell  thy  sorrows  to  th*  unheeding  gloom 
No  friend  to  pity  when  thon  doat  complain. 

Grief  all  thy  thought,  and  solitade  thy  home. 

Smg  on  sad  mourner  !  I  will  bless  thy  strain, 
And  pleasM  in  sorrow  listen  to  thy  song : 

Sing  on  sad  mourner  !  to  the  night  complain, 
While  the  lone  echo  wafta  thy  notes  along. 

Is  beauty  leas,  when  down  tbe  gk»wiaf(  cbeek 
Sad,  piteoos  tears  in  native  sorrowa  feD  ? 

Less  kind  the  heart  when  angnish  bids  it  break  f 
Leu  happy  he  who  listo  to  pity*a  call  ? 


A  SKETCH. 

A  LiTTLB,  Upright,  pen,  tirt,  tripping  wight. 
And  still  his  precious  self  his  dear  deli|;ht : 
Who  loves  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets, 
Better  than  e*er  the  feirent  she  he  meets. 
A  man  of  fashion  too,  be  made  his  tour, 
Leam*d  vim  la  bapatefkt  tt  rive  /*  amour  ; 
So  traveird  monkies  their  grimace  improve, 
Polish  their  grin,  nay  sigh  for  ladies*  love. 
Much  specious  lore  but  little  understood  ; 
Fineering  oft  outshines  the  solid  wood  : 
His  solid  senile— by  inehes  you  mnat  tall. 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  old  Scoto  dl ; 
His  meddling  vanity,  a  bnsy  flend. 
Still  making  work  his  selfish  craft  mnat  mend. 


Ah  no,  sad  owl !  nor  is  thy  voice  lesa 

That  sadness  tunes  it,  and  that  grief  is  there ; 

That  spring's  gay  notes,  nnaldll'd,  thon  caost 
repeat; 
That  sorrow  bids  thee  to  tha  gloom  repair : 

Nor  that  the  treble  songttefs  of  the  day. 
Are  quite  estranged,  sad  bird  of  night !  frem 
thee; 

Nor  that  the  thrush  deserte  tha  evaaiag  ifiay. 
When  darkness  calb  thee  from  diy 


TO  THE  OWL: 

BT  JOHN  M*CESJ>D». 

6ad  bird  of  night,  what  sorrow  calls  thee  forth. 
To  vent  thy  plainte  thus  in  tha  midnight 
hoar? 


From  some  old  tow*r,  thy  melancholy  doase, 
While  the  gray  walk  and  daaert  aolkadas 

Return  each  note,  respoaaiva  to  tha  fhiam 
Of  ivied  eoverto  and  aarroaadiag 


There  hooting ;  I  will  list  mora  plaaa'd  to  the% 
Than  ever  lover  to  the  nightiiwale ; 

Or  drooping  wreteh,  oppreas'd  with  missry, 
Lendmg  hia  ear  to  soma  eoadaliag  tai^ 


EXTEMPORE, 


IM  THE  COUKT  OF  aBaiOM. 


Lord  Aovocatx,  Ronsmr  DmrBAa* 


Hx  clench*d  hn  pamphlete  in  hia 

He  quoted  and  ha  hintad» 
Till  in  a  deelamatioo-mist. 

His  argument  ha  tint  it  t 
He  gaped  for*t,  he  gr^iad  imTt, 

He  food  it  was  am,  ■«&! 
But  what  hia  oommoa 

He  akad  oat  wi*  hnr. 


FOEMS.. 


Mb.  Hbxbt  BEssnn; 

Oleictid  Harry  stood  awae, 

Tlieii  open'd  out  kn  arm,  man ; 
Hm  lovdabip  wt  wi*  melb*  e% 

And  efd  tlie  gathering  storm,  man  i 
Like  wind-drir'n  hail  it  did  aisi^ 

Or  torrents  owre  a  Im,  man  ; 
The  BtmA  sae  wise  lift  op  their  eyes, 

Half-wankett'd  wi*  the  din,  man. 


mniO  THAT  THBU  WAS  PALSXHOOD  UT 


MMW,  DB. 


>  S  TSBT  LOOKS. 


That 

I 
Thqr 


is  fclsshood  in  his  looks 
and  win  deny: 
their  nastsr  is  a 

dwy  do  not  Ue. 


ADDRESS 

TO  GENERAL  DUMOURIER. 
(a  fabodt  ov  bobiv  adaib). 


Too*mB  wAome  to  Despots,  Dumonrier  ; 

Ton're  wAwne  to  Despots,  Dumourier.-— 

How  does  Dtmpiere  do? 

Aye,  and  BonrmmriUe  too  ? 

why  did  they  not  eome  atoog  with  yoo,  Do^ 


I  win  ight  Franee  with  yoo,  Domoorier,- 
I  sriU  ight  Franee  with  you,  Domoarier  :• 
I  win  ffht  Franee  with  you. 


I  vin  tdtt  my  chance  with  you ; 
%  my  sonl  HI  dance  a  danoe  with 


you, 


Then  let  us  fight  shoot,  Dnmonrisr  | 

Then  let  us  fight  abon^  Dnmonrisr  ; 

Then  let  us  fight  about, 

'Till  freedom's  spark  k  out. 

Then  well  be  d-mned  no  doubt— J)nBMMBiv 


EXTEMPORE  EFFUSIONS. 

CTht  Poet  paid  a  vtelt  on  honebMk  to  Carliilei  wMl 
he  wet  at  table  his  iteed  was  turned  out  to  grMS  In 
an  enelowiie,  but  wandered,  probably  In  quest  o( 
better  pasture.  Into  aa  adioining  one :  It  was  Im. 
pounded  by  order  of  the  Mayor— whose  term  of  of- 
floe  expired  next  day :— The  Muse  thus  dellTHsi 
herMlf  on  the  ooceslonl : 

Was  e*er  puir  poet  sae  befitted, 
The  maiater  drunk — the  horse  committed ; 
Puir  hannlese  beast !  take  thee  nae  eare^ 
ThonMt  be  a  horse,  when  he's  nse 


rrr. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

WITH  A  POUMD  or  SVUFT. 

O  could  I  give  thee  India'b  wealth, 

Aa  I  this  trifle  eend ; 
Why  then  the  jojr  of  both  wouU  be^ 

To  share  it  with  a  firiend. 

Bnt  golden  sands  ne*er  yet  have  graced 

The  Heliconian  stream  ; 
Then  take  what  gold  can  never  buTi 

An  honest  Bard's  esteem. 

•  It  is  almost  needless  toobssrre  that  Hm 
RoMii  AdtAr,  begins  thus :— 

You're  weleome  to  Fsxton,  Robin  Adalri 
YouYe  weleome  to  Paxtoo,  BoMa  Adsfr^* 
How  does  Johnny  Mackeretl  do  f 
Aye,  and  Lulu  Gaideaer  too? 
Why  did  they  not 
Adair) 


ES8AY 


UPON 


SCOTTISH  POETRY, 


iVCLUDING  THE  POETRY  OF  BURNS, 


BY  DR.  CURRIE 


That  Bams  had  not  the  advantages  of  a  clas- 
ncal  education,  or  of  toy  degree  of  acquaintance 
with  the  Greek  or  Roman  writers  in  their  ori- 
ginal dresi,  hu  appeared  in  the  history  of  hb 
life.  He  acquired  indeed  some  knowledge  of  the 
French  language,  but  it  does  not  appear  that  he 
was  erer  much  conversant  in  French  literature, 
nor  is  there  any  evidence  id  his  having  derived 
any  of  his  poetical  stories  from  that  source. 
With  the  English  claseics  he  became  well  ac- 
quainted in  the  course  of  hia  life,  and  the  eflfecti 
of  this  acquaintance  are  observable  in  his  latter 
productions  ;  but  the  character  and  style  of  bin 
poetry  were  formed  very  early,  and  the  model 
which  he  followed,  in  as  for  as  he  can  be  said  to 
have  had  one,  is  to  be  sought  for  in  the  works 
of  the  poets  who  have  written  in  the  Scottish 
dialect— in  the  works  of  such  of  them  more  es- 
pecially, as  are  familiar  to  the  peasantry  of  Scot- 
land. Some  observations  on  these  may  form  a 
proper  introduction  to  a  more  particular  exami- 
nation of  the  poetry  of  Bums.  The  studies  of 
the  editor  in  this  direction  are  indeed  very  re- 
cent and  very  imperfoct.  It  would  have  been 
imprudent  for  him  to  have  entered  on  this  sub- 
ject at  all,  but  for  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Ramsay 
of  Odktertjrre,  whose  aasistanee  he  is  proud  to 
acknowledge,  and  to  whom  the  reader  must  a»- 
eribe  whatever  is  of  any  value  in  the  following 
imperfect  sketch  of  literary  compositions  in  the 
Scottish  idioBL 

It  is  a  dreumstanoe  not  a  little  curious,  and 
which  does  not  seem  to  be  satisfectorily  explain- 
ed, that  in  the  thirteenth  century  the  languagp 
of  the  two  British  nations,  if  at  all  diflnent, 
diftrsd  only  in  dialect,  the  Gaelic  in  the  one, 
like  the  Welch  and  Armoric  in  the  other,  being 
eooined  to  the  mountainous  districts.*  The 
English  under  the  Edwards,  and  the  Scots  under 
Wallaee  and  Bruce,  spoke  the  same  language. 
We  naay  observe  also,  that  in  Scotland  the  his- 
tory ascends  to  a  period  neariy  as  remote  aa  in 
England.  Barbour  and  Blind  Harry,  James  the 
Finit,  Dunbar,  Douglas,  and  Lindsay,  who  liv- 


en AmMmm  SM%ft  p.  10),  bj  Mr. 


ed  in  the  fourteenth,  fifteenth,  and 
turies,  were  coeval  with  the  fathers  of  poetry  in 
England  ;  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  WhaitoiH 
not  inferior  to  them  in  genius  or  in  compositioo. 
Though  the  language  of  the  two  countries  gra- 
dually deviated  from  each  other  during  this  pe^ 
rio<I,  yet  the  difference  on  the  whole  was  not 
consiilerable  ;  nor  perhaps  greater  than  betwesa 
the  different  dialects  of  the  difierent  parts  of 
England  in  our  own  time. 

At  the  death  of  James  the  FifUi,  in  15i9,  tk« 
langua^  of  Scotland  was  in  a  flourishing  cootK- 
tion,  wanting  only  writers  in  prose  equal  to  those 
in  verve.  Two  cirru instances,  propitious  on  dw 
whole,  operated  to  prevent  this.  The  fint  wae 
the  passion  of  the  Scots  for  compositioa  in  La- 
tin ;  and  the  second,  the  accesuon  of  James  the 
Sixth  to  the  English  throne.  It  may  eanly  W 
imagined,  that  if  Buchanan  had  devoted  hia  ai> 
mirable  uleuts,  even  in  part,  to  the  cultivation  «f 


The 


his  native  tongue,  as  was  done  by  the  revii 
letters  in  Italy,  he  would  have  left  i^'^p^^ 
in  that  language  which  might  have  exdted  < 
men  of  genius  to  have  followed  hia 
and  give  duration  to  the  language  itsall. 
union  of  the  two  crowns  in  the  pereoii  of 
overthrew  all  reasonable  expectatioo  of  this  kial 
That  monarch,  seated  on  the  Eoflirii  thiwMt 
would  no  longer  be  addressed  inttM  rode  dia- 
lect in  which  the  Scottish  clergy  had  m  often 
insulted  his  dignity.  He  eneourafed 
English  only,  both  of  whidi  he  pnded 
on  writing  with  purity,  though  he  himself 
could  acquire  the  English  pronunciation,  but 
spoke  with  a  Scottish  idiom  and  intooalsoB  le 
the  last.  Scotsmen  of  talents  declined  writi^  ia 
their  native  language,  which  they  knew  wsn  net 
acceptable  to  their  learned  and  pedantie  mo- 
narch ;  and  at  a  time  when  national  prcjudies 
and  enmity  prevailed  to  a  great  degree^  they  die* 
dained  to  study  the  nidties  of  the  Engliak  tongw, 
though  of  so  much  easier  acquisition  than  a 
dead  lana;iiage.  Lord  Stirling  and  Dnuaasend 
of  Hawtibornden,  the  only  flnirtwieu  who 
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pOftry  in  those  tiinc«,  were  cxcept'ons.  They 
■Indied  the  language  of  England,  and  compoaed 
ID  it  with  precision  and  elegance,  They  were 
hiwcipei  the  Uut  of  their  countrymen  who  de  • 
•erred  to  he  considered  as  poets  in  that  century. 
The  muses  of  Scotland  sunk  lato  silence,  and 
did  not  again  raise  their  voices  for  a  period  of 
c^lJbCj  years. 

To  what  eautes  are  we  tb  attribute  this  ex- 
tione  depression  among  a  people  comparatively 
Inmed,  enterprising,  and  ingenious?  Shall 
vt  impute  it  to  the  fanaticism  of  the  covenan- 
Icrs,  or  to  the  tyranny  of  the  houw  of  Stuart 
iller  their  restoration  to  the  throne  ?  Doubt- 
lass  these  causes  oparated,  but  they  seem  un- 
equal  to  account  for  the  effect.  In  England  si- 
■ular  distractions  and  oppressions  took  place,  yet 

Ktry  fk>urished  there  in  a  remarkable  degree, 
ring  this  period,  Cowley,  and  Waller,  and 
Dryden  song,  and  Milton  raised  his  strain  of  ua- 
punlleled  grandeur.  To  the  causes  already 
Bcntioioed,  another  must  be  added,  in  account- 
lag  for  the  torpor  of  Scottish  literature — the 
want  of  a  |»roper  rehicle  for  men  of  genius  to 
capioy.  The  civil  wars  had  frightened  away 
Ae  Latin  moses*  and  no  standard  had  been  cs- 
tililidicd  of  the  Scottish  tongue,  which  was  de- 
viattng  stin  fiuther  firom  the  pure  English  idiom. 
The  revival  of  literature  in  Scotland  may  be 
dated  from  the  establishment  of  the  union,  or 
father  firom  the  extinction  of  the  rebellion  in 
1715.  The  uatiou  being  finally  incorporated, 
it  was  clearly  leen  that  their  tongues  must  in 
Ae  end  ineorporAte  also  ;  or  rather  indeed  that 
the  Scottiali  lai^uage  must  d^nerate  into  a 
provincial  idiom,  to  bt  avoided  by  those  who 
would  aim  at  distinction  in  letters,  or  rise  to 
•mineaoe  in  the  united  legislature. 

Soon  after  this,  a  band  of  men  of  genius  ap- 
fcarvd,  who  studied  the  English  classics,  and 
imitated  their  beauties  in  the  same  manner  as 
they  studied  the  classics  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
They  had  adaurable  models  of  composition  late- 
ly presented  to  them  by  the  writers  of  the  reign 
ef  Queen  Anne  |  particularly  in  the  periodiod 
papCTu  published  by  Steele,  Addison,  and  their 
associated    firiends,    which    circulated    widely 
durough  Smdsnd,  and  diffuied  every  where  a 
tarte  for  purity  of  style  and  sentiment,  and  for 
critical  diaqnintion.     At  length,  the   Scottish 
writers  auceecded  in  English  composition,  and  a 
union  was  formed  of  the  literary  talents,  as  well 
aa  of  the  legislatures  of  the  two  nations.     On 
diis  occasioB  the  poets  took  the  lead.     While 
Henry  Home,*  Dr.  Wallace,  and  their  learned 
aisiiciates,  were  only  laying  in  their  intellectual 
slurvs,  and  studying  tn  rlear  themselves  of  their 
Seiittish  idioms,  Thomson,  Mallet,  and  Hamil- 
loa  of  Bangour,  had  made  their  appearance  be- 
bre  the  puUic,  and  been  enrolled  on  the  list  of 
English  poets.     The  writers  in  prose  followed 
<-a  numerous  and  powerful  band,  and  poured 
^ir  am|^  stores  into  the  general  stream  of  Bri- 

•  LflidKafna. 


tish  literature.  Sccttland  pouessed  her  four  nnik 
vei-sities  bcfure  the  accessiua  of  James  to  the 
Englinh  thniuo.  Immediately  before  the  union, 
she  acquired  her  parochial  schools.  These  e»> 
tablishments  combining  happily  together,  made 
the  elements  of  knowledge  of  easy  acquisition, 
and  presented  a  direct  path,  by  which  the  ar- 
dent student  might  be  carried  along  into  the  re- 
cesses of  science  or  learning.  As  civil  broils 
ceased,  and  6u:tion  and  prejudice  gradually  died 
away,  a  wider  field  was  opened  to  literary  ambi- 
tion, and  the  influence  of  the  Scottish  institu- 
tions for  instruction,  on  the  productions  of  the 
press,  became  more  and  more  apparent. 

It  seems  indeed  probable,  that  the  establish- 
ment of  the  parochial  schools  produced  eiRwta 
on  the  rural  muse  of  Scotland  also,  which  have 
not  hitherto  been  suspected,  and  which,  though 
less  splendid  in  their  nature,  are  not  however 
to  be  regarded  as  trivial,  whether  we  consider 
the  happiness  or  the  morals  of  the  people. 

There  is  some  reason  to  believe,  that  the 
original  inhabitants  of  the  British  isles  possessed 
a  peculiar  and  interesting  species  of  music, 
which  being  banished  from  the  plains  by  the 
successive  invasions  of  the  Saxons,  Danes,  and 
Normans,  was  preserved  with  the  native  race, 
ill  tlie  wilds  of  Ireland  arid  in  the  mountains  of 
Scotland  and  Wales.  The  Iri^h,  the  Scottish, 
and  the  WelHh  music,  differ  ia(lv*etl  from  each 
other,  but  the  diflference  may  be  considered  as 
in  dialect  only,  and  probably  produced  by  the 
influence  of  time,  like  the  different  dialects  of 
their  common  language.  If  this  conjecture  be 
true,  the  Scottish  mu<»ic  must  be  more  imme- 
diately of  a  Highland  origin,  and  the  Lowland 
tunes,  though  now  of  a  character  Romewhat  dis- 
tinct, mu;»t  have  descended  from  the  niouutains 
in  remote  ages.  Whatever  credit  may  be  given 
to  conjectures,  evidently  involved  in  great  un- 
certainty, there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  Scot- 
tish peasantry  have  been  long  in  pus«c«f>ion  of  a 
number  of  songs  and  ballads  composed  in  their 
native  dialect,  and  sung  to  their  native  music 
The  subjects  of  these  compositions  were  such  as 
most  interested  the  simple  inhabitants,  and  in 
the  succession  of  time  varied  probably  as  the 
condition  of  society  varied.  During  the  sepa- 
ration and  the  hostility  of  the  two  nations,  these 
songs  and  ballads,  aa  for  as  our  imperfect  docu- 
ments enable  us  to  judge,  were  chiefly  warlike ; 
such  as  the  Hu$Ui$  of  Cheviot,  and  the  Battle 
of  Harlttw,  AfWr  the  union  of  the  two  crowns, 
when  a  certain  degree  of  peace  and  tranquillity 
took  place,  the  runl  muse  of  Scotland  breathed 
in  sof^  accents.  <*  In  the  want  of  real  evi- 
dence respecting  the  history  of  our  aongs,**  says 
Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  **  recourse  may  be  had 
to  conjecture.  One  would  be  disposed  to  think, 
that  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Scottish  tunes 
were  clothed  with  new  words  after  the  union 
of  the  crowna.  The  inhabitants  of  the  borders, 
who  had  formerly  been  warriors  from  choice, 
and  husbandmen  from  necessity,  either  quitted 
the  country,  or  were  transformed  into  real  shep* 


86 


ESSAY  UPON  SCOTTISH  POBTRT. 


bwdi,  eMjr  in  their  circunmUiioes,  and  Mtkified 
with  their  kt.     Some  sparks  of  that  spirit  of 
chirahy  for  which  they  are  celebrated  by  Frois- 
lart,  remained  sufficient  to  inspire  elevation  of 
Motiment  and  gallantry  towards  the  £ur  sex. 
The  £uniliarity  and  kindncas  which  had  long 
iubsialed  between  the  gentry  and  the  peasantry, 
could  not  all  at  once  be  obliterated,  and  this 
eonnexion  tended  to  sweeten  rural  life.     In  this 
■late  of  innocence,   ease,    and   tranquillity  of 
mind,  the  love  of  poetry  and  music  wuuld  still 
maintain  its  ground,  though  it  would  naturally 
asaume  a  form  congenial  to  the  more  peaceful 
Btate  of  society.     The  minstrels,  whose  metrical 
tales  used  once  to  rouse  the  borderers  like  the 
trumpet's  sound,  had  been,  by  an  order  of  the 
Legislature  ( 1679),  classed  with  rogues  and  va- 
gabonda,  and  attempted  to  be  suppressed.  Knox 
and  his  disciples  inJBnenced  the  Scottish  parlia- 
ment,  but  contended  in  vain  with  her  rural 
muse.     Amidst  our  Arcadian  vales,  probably 
Ml  the  banka  of  the  Tweed,  or  some  of  its  tri- 
butaiy  streams,  one  or  more  original  geniuses 
may  nave  arisen  who  were  destined  to  give  a 
new   turn  to  the  ta^te  of  their  countrymen. 
They  would  see  that  the  events  and  pursuits 
which  chequer  private  life  were  the  pwper  sub- 
jects Sot  popular  poetry.     Lo%'e,  ivliicb  had  for- 
merly hdA  a  divided  sway  with  gloiy  and  am- 
bition, became  now  the  ina.HriT-pav«iuii  of  the 
■Otth     To  portray  in  lively  and  dclu'ste  colours, 
though  with  a  hasty  hand,  the  hornet  and  fears 
that  agiUte  the  breast  of  the  love-sitk  swain, 
or  forlorn  maiden,  a£fbrd  ample  scope  to  the 
rural   poet.      Love-songs,   of  which   Tibullus 
himself  would  not  have  been  awhamed,  might 
be  composed  by  an  uneducated  rustic  with  a 
slight  tincture  of  letters ;  or  if  in  these  aonga 
the  character  of  the  rustic  be  sometimes  aasum- 
•d,  the  truth  of  character,  and  the  language  of 
nature,   are  preserved.     With  unaAwted  sim- 
plicity and  tenderness,  topics  are  urged,  most 
likely  to  soften  the  heart  of  a  cruel  and  coy 
mistress,  or  to  regain  a  fickle  lover.     Even  in 
such  as  are  of  a  melancholy  cast,  a  ray  of  hope 
breaks  through,  and  dinpeb  the  deep  and  settled 

floom  which  chtracteriaes  the  sweetest  of  the 
[igbland  luinagt,  or  vocal  airs.  Nor  ore  thew 
songs  all  plaintive;  many  of  them  are  lively 
and  hunoorous,  and  some  appear  to  us  coarse 
and  indelicate.  Tliey  seem,  however,  genuine 
descriptions  of  the  manners  of  an  energetic  and 
sequestered  people  in  their  hoars  of  mirth  and 
fcstiv'ty,  though  in  their  portraits  some  objects 
are  brought  into  open  view,  which  more  festi- 
dious  painters  would  have  thrown  into  shade. 

**  As  those  rural  poets  nung  for  amusement, 
not  for  gain,  their  dOTusions  seldom  exceeded  a 
love-song,  or  a  ballad  of  satire  or  humour, 
which,  like  the  words  of  the  elder  minstreia, 
were  seUom  committed  to  writing,  but  trea- 
iorsd  up  in  the  memory  of  their  friends  and 
neighboura.  Neither  known  to  the  learned  nor 
patroniaed  by  the  great,  these  nistie  barda  lived 
aad  died  in  obacority ;  and  by  a  strange  Vitality, 


their  story,   and  even  their  vwy 

been  forgotten.     When  proper 

toral  songs  were  prodaeed,   there  wmM  be  ■• 

want  of  imitators.     To 

of  composition,  soundness  of 

sensibility  of  heart  were  more  le^i 

flights  of  imagination  or   pomp  ef 

Great  changes  have  certainly 

Scottish  song- writing,  thoii^h 

the  steps  of  this  change ;  and  few  of  the 

admired  in  Queen  Mary's  time  arc  now  to  be 

discovered  in  modern  eoUectionSb    It  is  poasiMi^ 

though  not  probable,  that  the  —sic  may  have 

remained  nearly  the  same,  thoo^  the  words  to 

the  tunes  were  entirriy  new-modetted.** 

These  conjectures  are  highly  mgeniow.  h 
cannot,  however,  be  presumed,  that  the  state  o# 
ease  and  tranquillity  described  by  Mr.  Ramsaj 
took  place  among  the  Soottiah  picaanfij 
diately  on  the  union  of  the  crowns, 
during  the  greater  part  of  the 
tury.  The  Scottish  nation,  through  all  ranks, 
was  deeply  agitatsd  by  the  eiril  wars,  aud  the 
rriigiona  peraecntioos  which  succeeded  eaeh 
other  in  that  disaatrous  period  ;  it  wus  not  till 
after  the  revolution  in  xAs,  and  the  subsequent 
establiabmeut  of  their  beloved  foraa  of  duudi 
government,  that  the  peasantry  of  the  Lowlands 
enjoyed  comparative  repoee ;  and  it  is  since  that 
p«iod  that  a  great  number  of  the  Mod  admirsd 
Scottiah  aongs  have  been  produced,  though  the 
tunea  to  which  they  are  aung,  are  in  general  el 
much  greater  antiquity.  It  is  not  uniuasouable 
to  anppose,  that  the  peace  audjecurity  derived 


from  the  Revolution,  and  the  Union,  peuduosd 
a  fevourable  change  on  the  rustic  puatiy  el 
Scotland  ;  and  it  can  scarcely  be  doubled*  that 
the  institution  of  parish  scboola  in  I60t,  by 
which  a  certain  degree  of  instruction  wan  dif- 
fused universally  among  the  pcnsautry,  oontri- 
buted  to  this  happy  effect. 

Soon  after  this  appeared  Allau  Raamay,  the 
Scottish  Theociitua.  He  was  bora  on  the  high 
mountains  that  divide  Clydesdale  and  Annan- 
dale,  in  a  small  hamlet  by  the  banka  of  Gleugo- 
nar,  a  stream  which  deecends  i  tto  the  Cyde. 
The  ruins  of  this  luunlet  are  still  shown  to  the 
inquiring  traveller.  He  was  the  son  of  a  pea- 
sant, and  probably  received  such  iuatructkiu  as 
his  pari*h-«choul  bestowed,  aad  the  poverty  of 
\\\%  parenU  admitted.  Ramsav  made  hie  ap- 
pearance in  Edinburgh,  in  the  beginning  of  the 
|inr<ent  century,  in  the  humble  charactor  of  an 
Appreutice  to  a  barber  ;  he  waa  then  feuitasn  or 
fifteen  years  of  age.  By  degrees  he  acquired 
notice  for  his  social  disposition,  and  haa  talent 
fur  the  composition  of  verses  in  the  Scottish 
idiom  ;  and,  changing  hia  piotwaiou  for  that  «f 
a  bookseller,  he  bMame  iutuuato  with  many  of 
the  literary,  as  well  as  the  gay  aad  foihicushle 
characters  of  his  time.*     Having  published  a 


e  *•  He  uub  eoesul  with 
dub  of  Msitf  wit^  wiM,  about  if  9, 
poor  mIsoeUany.  to  wUeh  Dr.  Y 


9,  poWMMUaverv 
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•f  pocnw  of  hi*  own  in  \7i\^  which 
fcnwnbly  reeeired,  he  undertook  to  make 
m  edkctaon  of  Maatnt  Soottinh  poem*,  under  the 
tMo  of  the  JBrtr-Orten,  and  wan  afterwards 
tmeemnfaA  to  preaeot  to  the  world  a  collection 
•f  Seottiiii  ioiiga.  *'  From  what  aouroes  he 
yiWMUgd  dMrn,"  ta>-«  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre, 
**■  whether  from  tradition  or  manuscript,  is  un- 
certdn.  As  in  the  ftwr-  Green  he  made  some 
rah  tticmplB  to  improve  on  the  originals  of  his 
eocieiit  poems,  he  probably  used  still  greater 
freedom  with  the  songs  and  ballads.  The  truth 
cuwot.  however,  be  known  on  tliis  point,  till 
iTMiMiseripta  of  the  songs  printed  by  him,  more 
ancient  than  the  present  century,  shall  be  pro- 
duced, or  access  be  obtained  to  his  own  papers, 
if  they  are  still  in  existence.  To  several  tunes 
which  either  wanted  words,  or  had  words  that 
were  improper  or  imperfect,  he  or  his  friends 
adapted  verses  wordiy  of  the  melodies  they  ae> 
eompeoied,  worthy  indeed  of  the  golden  ^e. 
Three  verses  were  peHeetly  intelligible  to  every 
rustic,  yet  justly  admired  by  persons  of  taste, 
who  regarded  them  as  the  genuine  oftpring  of 
the  pastoral  muse.  In  some  respects  Ramsay 
had  adnatagcs  not  possessed  by  poets  writing 
in  the  Seottidi  dialect  in  oar  days.  Soogs  in 
the  dialect  of  Caroberland  or  Lancashire,  oonld 
never  be  popular,  because  these  dialects  have 
never  been  spoken  by  persons  of  fashion.  But 
tin  the  middle  of  the  present  century,  every 
SootsoiaB,  froas  the  peer  to  the  peasant,  spoke 
a  truly  Doric  laogtuge.  It  is  true  the  English 
BMiralisits  aod  poets  were  by  tills  time  read  by 
every  peraoa  ef  condition,  aad  considered  as  the 
etandainda  for  polito  composition.  But,  as  na- 
tioua)  piejedkaea  were  stiH  strong,  the  busy,  the 
learned,  die  gay,  aad  the  fiur  continued  to  speak 
their  native  dialect,  aod  that  with  an  eleg^ce 
and  poigaaacj  of  which  Scotsmen  of  the  present 
day  can  have  no  jnst  notion.  I  am  old  enough 
to  have  oonveised  with  Mr.  Spittal,  of  Leuchat, 
a  lebolar  and  a  man  of  ^Mhion,  who  survived 
all  die  Menibera  of  the  Union  Parliament,  in 
which  he  had  a  seat.  His  pronunciation  and 
phraseology  differed  as  much  from  the  common 
dialect,  at  the  language  of  St.  Jaroes*s  from  that 
of  Thames  Street.  Had  we  retained  a  court 
and  parKaaaeot  of  our  own,  the  tongues  of  the 
two  sister  kingdoms  would  indeed  have  differed 
fike  the  Casdlian  and  Portuguese ;  but  eadi 
would  have  its  own  classics,  not  in  a  single 
branch,  but  in  the  whole  circle  of  literature. 

**  Ramsiy  amociated  widi  the  man  of  wit 
and  fiMhion  of  hie  day,  and  several  of  them  at- 
tempted tf«  write  poetry  in  his  manner.  Per- 
eons  too  idle  or  too  dissipated  to  think  of  com- 
positions that  required  much  exertion,  succeeded 
very  lMi|ipily  in  making  tender  sonnets  to  fa- 
vourite tunes  in  compliment  to  their  mistresses, 
aad  traneforming  thenielves  into  impassioned 


I  ithephenJs,  caught  the  Isngu^  of  the  characters 
they  asHumed.  Thus,  about  the  year  17S1, 
Robert  Crawford  oP  Auchinamea,  wrote  the 
modern  song  of  Tweedaidet*  which  has  been 
fto  much  admired.  In  174S,  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot, 
the  first  of  our  lawyers  who  both  spoke  and 
wrote  English  elegantly,  composed,  in  the  cha- 
racter of  a  love- sick  swaiu,  a  beautiful  song, 
beginning.  My  shoep  I  neglected^  I  lott  my 
she^p-houkt  on  the  marriage  of  his  mistress, 
Miss  Forbes,  with  Ronald  Crawfurd.  And 
about  twrlve  years  afteiwards,  the  sister  of  ^r 
Gilbert  wrote  the  ancient  words  to  the  tune  of 
the  Flowers  of  the  FtiTe*t,-\  and  supposed  to  al» 
luile  to  the  battle  of  Fluwden.  In  spite  of  the 
double  rhyme,  it  is  a  sweet,  and  though  in  some 
parts  allegorical,  a  natural  expression  of  national 
sorrow.  The  more  modem  words  to  the  same 
tune,  beginning,  I  have  eeen  the  smiUng  offor^ 
tune  iegiiUingt  were  written  long  before  by  Mrs. 
Oickhurn,  a  woman  of  great  wit,  who  outlived 
all  the  first  group  of  literati  of  the  present  cen- 
tury, all  of  whom  were  very  food  of  her.  I  was 
delighted  with  her  company,  tiiouga  when  I  saw 
her,  she  was  very  old.  Mu^h  did  she  know 
that  is  now  lost.'* 

lo  addition  to  these  instances  of  Scottish 
songs,  produced  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  pre- 
sent century,  may  be  mentioned  the  ballad  of 
HardikuHte,  by  L4uly  Wardlaw  ;  the  balbd  of 
WiUittm  tuul  Margaret ;  and  the  song  entitled 
the  Jiiike  of  Invermag,  by  Mallet;  the  love- 
song,  banning,  For  ever,  FortMu,  wilt  thou 
provet  produced  by  the  youthful  muse  of  Thom- 
sou  ;  aad  the  exquisite  pathetic  ballad,  tkeSraes 
of  Yarrow,  by  Hamilton  of  Bangour.  On  the 
revival  of  letters  in  Scotland,  aubaequent  to  the 
Union,  a  very  general  taste  seems  to  have  pre- 
vailed for  the  nationid  n>ngs  and  music  '*  For 
many  years,*'  says  Mr.  fUmsay*  "  the  singing 
of  songs  was  the  great  del^ht  of  the  hi^ier  and 
middle  order  of  the  people,  as  well  as  of  the 
peasantry ;  and  though  a  taste  for  Italian  musie 
has  'mterfered  with  this  amusement,  it  is  still 
very  prevalent.  Between  forty  and  fifty  years 
ago,  the  common  people  were  not  only  exceed- 
ingly foad  uf  nongs  and  ballads,  but  of  metrical 
history.  Often  have  I,  in  my  cheerftd  room  of 
youth,  listened  to  them  with  deUght,  when 
reading  or  reciting  the  exploite  of  Wallace  and 
Bruce  against  the  S*nithrtms,  Lord  Hailea 
was  wont  to  rail  Biiiwl  Harry  their  Bibk,  he 
being  their  gre^C  t'stv  unUr  next  the  Scriptures. 
When,  therefore,  unu  lu  the  vale  of  lifis  felt  the 
first  emotion  of  tieniut,  ho  wanted  not  modela 
Mui  generis.  But  tli«>ugli  the  seeds  of  poetry 
were  scattered  with  a  plenriful  hand  among  the 
Scotti»h  peasantry,  the  product  was  probably 
like  that  of  peum  aud  apples— <»f  a  Uiouaaad 
that  sprung  up,  nine  hundred  and  fifty  are  to 
bad  as  to  set  the  teeth  on  edge ;  forty-five  or 


he  jriaftf  T%omghl»t  prefixed  a  copy  of  verses.*'  I    *  Beginning,  What  beauties  dcee  Flora  disclose  ! 
ofm  Ut&r/rom  Mr  MUmtmg  if  Oehtertgre  \  J  Begliming,  /  have  heard  a  lilting  at  eur  ewea 
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Bore  are  pawible  and  uneftil ;  and  the  rot  of 
an  exquisite  flavour.  AUau  Ramaaf  and  Bums 
are  wUdingt  of  this  last  description.  They  had 
the  example  of  the  dder  Seottiah  poets ;  they 
were  not  without  the  aid  of  the  best  English 
writers ;  and,  what  waa  of  still  more  import- 
ance, they  were  no  strangers  to  the  book  of  na- 
ture, and  to  the  book  of  God." 

From  this  general  view,  it  is  apparent  that 
Alltn  Ramsay  may  be  considered  a*  in  a  great 
measure  the  reviver  of  the  rural  poetry  of  his 
country.  Hi»  collection  of  ancient  Sc(itti«h 
poems  under  the  name  of  The  JEver-greatt  his 
collection  of  Scottish  songs  und  his  own  poems, 
the  principal  of  which  is  the  Gentle  Shepherd, 
have  been  universally  read  among  the  peasantry 
of  his  country,  and  have  in  some  degree  super* 
scded  the  adventures  of  Bruce  and  Wallace,  as 
recorded  by  Barbour  and  Blind  Harry.  Burns 
was  well  acquainted  with  all  of  these.  He  had 
also  before  him  the  poems  of  Fergussoo  in  the 
Scottish  dialect,  which  have  been  produced  in 
our  own  times,  and  of  which  it  will  be  neces- 
sary to  give  a  short  account. 

Fergussoo  was  born  of  parents  who  had  it  in 
their  power  to  procure  him  a  liberal  education, 
a  circumstance,  however,  which  in  Scotland, 
implies  no  very  high  rank  in  society.  From  a 
wdl  written  and  apparently  authentic  account 
of  his  hfe,  we  learn  that  he  i^pent  »iz  years  at 
the  schools  of  Edinburgh  and  Dundee,  and  se- 
veral years  at  the  universities  of  Edinburgh  and 
St.  Andrew's.  It  appears  that  he  was  at  one 
time  destiued  for  the  Scottish  church  ;  but  as 
he  advanced  towards  manhood,  he  renounced 
that  intention,  and  at  Edinbui^h  entered  the 
olBce  of  an  attorney.  Fergusson  had  sensibility 
of  mind,  a  warm  and  generous  heirt,  and  ta- 
lents for  society,  of  the  most  attractive  kind. 
To  suck  a  man  no  situation  could  be  more  dan* 
gerous  than  that  in  which  he  was  placed.  The 
excesses  into  which  he  was  led,  impaired  his 
feeble  constitution,  and  he  sunk  under  them  in 
the  month  of  October,  1774,  in  hisSSd  orS4th 
year.  Burns  was  not  acquainted  with  the 
poems  of  this  youthful  genius  when  he  himself 
began  to  write  poetry  ;  and  when  he  first  saw 
them,  he  had  renounced  the  muses.  But  while 
he  resided  in  the  town  of  Irvine,  meeting  with 
F%rgu99on*e  Seoittth  Pueme,  he  informs  us  that 
he  *'  strung  his  lyre  anew  with  emulating  vi- 
goar.**  Touched  by  the  sympathy  originating 
in  kindred  genius,  and  in  the  <()reboding«  of  si- 
milar fortune,  Bums  regarded  Fergusson  with 
a  partial  and  an  a£Fectionate  admiration.  Over ! 
his  grave  he  erected  a  monument,  as  has  aU 
ready  been  mentioned ;  and  his  poems  he  has 
in  several  instances  niade  the  subjects  of  his 
imitation. 

From  this  aeoount  of  the  Scottish  poems 
known  to  BuriM,  those  who  are  acquainted 
with  them  will  see  they  are  chiefly  humoroua 
or  pathetic ;  and  under  one  or  other  of  these 
descriptions  most  of  his  own  poems  will  cla^s. 
Let  ua  comoare  him  witk  hia  predeoesion  un- 


der each  of  these  points  of ' 

examination  with  a  iiew  general  obaenratioak 

It  has  frequently  been  observed,  that  Soot- 
land  has  produced,  comparatively  speaking,  tew 
writers  who  have  excelled  in  humour.  Bat  tkia 
observation  is  tme  only  when  applied  to 
who  have  continued  to  reside  in  their  own* 
try,  and  have  confined  themsdvcs  to 
tion  in  pure  English  ;   and  in  tlicse 
htunoes  it  admitH  of  an  easy  explanation.     The 
Scottish  poets,  who  have  written  in  the  diaieet 
of  Scotland,  have  been  at  all  times  lemarkaWr 
for  dwelling  on  subjects  of  humour,  in  which 
indeed  some  of  them  have  excelled.     It  would 
be  easy  to  show,  that  the  dialect  of  Scotland 
having  become  provincial,  is  now  scarcely  suit- 
ed to  the  more  ek'vated  kinds  of  poetry.     If  we 
may  believe  that  the  poem  of  Ckri^U  Kirk  »/ 
the  Grtne  was  written  by  James  the  First  of 
Scotland,  this  accomplished  monarch,  who  had 
received  an  English  education  under  Henry  the 
Fourth,  and  who  bore  arms  under  hia  gallant 
successor,  gave  the  model  on  which  tint  greater 
part  oi  the  humorous  productions  of  the  rustic 
uiuse  of  Scotland  had  been  formed.      ChrieiU 
Kirk  of  the  Grene  was  reprinted  by  Ramsay, 
somewhat  modernixed  in  the  orthogra]^y,  and 
two  cantos  were  added  by  him,  in  which  he  at- 
tempts to  carry  on  the  design.  Hence  the  poem 
of  King  James  is  uHUolly  printed  in  Ramaay'a 
works.     The  royal  bard  describes,  in  the  fiiil 
canto,  a  rustic  dance,  and  afterwards  a  conten- 
tion in  archery,  ending  in  an  atfray.     Rammy 
relates  the  restoration  of  concord,  and  the  rs- 
newal  of  the  rural  sports  with  the  humours  of  a 
country  wedding.     Though  each  of  the  pocta 
describes  the  manners  of  his  respective  age,  yet 
in  the  whole  piece  there  is  a  very  suficient  uni^ 
formity  ;  a  striking  proof  o(  the  identity  of  cha- 
racter in  the  Scottish  peasantry  at  the  two  pe- 
riods, distant  from  each  other  three  hundred 
years.     It  is  an  honourable  distinction  to  this 
body  of  men,  that  their  character  awl  manners 
very  little  embeHiHhetl,  have  been  &Hind  to  be 
susceptible  of  an  amusing  and  inteiestinf  spe- 
cies of  poetry  ;  and  it  must  appear  not  a  httle 
curious,  that  the  single  natioit  of  modem  Eu- 
rope which  possesses  an  wiginal  poetry,  shouki 
have  received  the  model,  followed  by  their  rus- 
tic bards,  from  the  monarch  on  the  thnme. 

The  two  additional  canton  to  Chriaiis  Kirk 
of  the  Grenet  written  by  Ramsay,  though  ob-> 
jectionable  in  point  of  delicacy,  sre  among  the 
happiest  of  his  productioaa.  Hia  chief  exeel- 
leuce  indeed,  lay  in  the  description  of  rural  cha- 
racters, incidents,  and  scenery  ;  for  be  did  not 
powess  any  ver>'  high  powers  either  of  tmagina. 
tion  or  of  understanding.  He  waa  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  peasantry  of  Scotland,  their 
lives  and  opinions.  The  subject  waa  in  a  gnat 
measure  new  ;  hb  talents  were  c«|ual  to  the 
subject,  and  he  has  shown  that  it  mav  be  hap- 
pily adapted  to  pastoral  poetry.  In  his  Gtwik 
Skepherdt  the  characters  are  deUneationa  fram 
nature,  the  dcacriptive  parts  are  m  tbt  genoint 
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iMntilb]  unpKdty,  the  paanona  and 
I  «(F  run]  life  an  finely  portrayed,  and 
;  h  plwaingly  iaterested  in  the  happi- 
t  ii  beatowd  oo  iunocenee  and  virtue. 
•Bt  tiie  whole  there  ia  an  air  of  reality 
•  Boat  carfl»«  reader  cannot  but  per- 
■A  in  fact  no  poem  ever  perhaps  ae- 
r  fcigh  a  rifpatatioo,  in  which  truth  re- 
JMo  cmbeUiahment  from  the  imagina- 
I  ^  pastoral  songs,  and  his  rural  tales, 
■lyjus  to  leas  advantage,  indeed,  but 
I  Qonaiderable  attraction.     The  i^torv  of 

• 

I  mnd  the  MiUer*»  Wi/ef  though  some- 
estiouN,  may  rank  with  the  happiest 
MM  of  Prior  or  La  Fontaine.  But  when 
pta  subjects  from  higher  life,  and  aims 
English  comp<>siti(in,  he  is  feeble  and 
tiag,  and  seldom  even  reaches  medio- 
Toiaier  are  hia  familiar  epistles  and 
,  tlM  Scottixh  dialect  entitled  to  much 
ioBp  Though  Feigusbon  had  higher 
f  imagination  than  Ramuy,  his  genius 
af  the  highest  order  ;  nor  did  his  learn- 
■h  was  conudeiable,  improve  his  ge- 
5i  poems  written  in  pure  English,  in 
>  alien  follows  claMical  models,  though 
to  the  English  poems  of  Ramsay,  seU 
sbove  mediocrity  ;  but  in  those  com» 
the  Scottish  dialect  he  b  often  very 
L  He  wa«,  in  general,  however,  less 
m  Ramsay  in  the  subjects  of  his  muse 
Bit  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  Edin- 
ti  wrote  for  his  amusement  in  the  in- 
r  bosineas  or  dissipation,  his  Scottish 
i  chiefly  founded  on  the  incideuts  of  a 
,  which,  though  they  are  not  su»oepti- 
iBMHur,  do  not  admit  of  those  delinea- 
muity  and  manners,  which  vivify  the 
by  of  Ramsay,  and  which  so  agreeably 
■  fency  and  interest  the  heart.  The 
igaes  of  Fergussou,  if  we  may  so  deno- 
hm,  are  however  faithful  to  nature, 
I  Astingoished  by  a  very  happy  vein  of 
Hia  poema  entitled  The  Daft  Dayty 
Wf^9  Birth-day  in  Edinburghf  Leith 
■d  ThM  hallow  Fair,  wiU  justify  this 
'•  In  these,  particularly  in  the  last,  he 
Christis  Kirh  of  the  Greiu,  as  Ram- 
boo  before  him.  His  Addreu  to  the 
•k  Seli  is  an  exqui»ite  piece  of  humour, 
inM  btt  scarody  excelled.  In  appre- 
k  genius  of  Fergusson,  it  ought  to  be 
d»  that  his  poems  are  the  carelesa  cffu- 
B  irregular  though  amiable  young  man, 
It  tar  the  periodical  papers  of  the  day, 
diod  in  early  youth.  Had  hia  life  been 
I  vider  happier  carcnmstanees  of  for- 
wonld  probably  have  risen  to  much 
pBtation.  He  might  have  excelled  in 
trjTf  for  though  hia  profieased  pastorals 
taldiahcd  Siolian  model,  are  stale  and 
BBgt    The   Farme^e  -'i*^*   which 


may  be  oonaidered  aa  a  Scottish  psatoral,  ia  tfa« 
hsppiest  of  all  his  productiona,  and  certainly 
was  the  archetype  of  ^  the  Cotter*§  Sattirdaif 
?fight,  Fergnsson,  and  more  especially  Bwrni, 
have  shown,  that  the  character  and  manncn  of 
the  peasantry  of  Scotland,  of  the  preaent  timM, 
are  ua  well  adapted  to  poetry,  as  in  the  daya  of 
Ramsay,  or  of  the  author  of  Christie  Kirk  of 
the  Grene, 

The  humour  of  Burns  is  of  a  richer  vein  than 
that  of  Ramsay  or  Fergusson,  both  of  whom,  aa 
he  himself  informs  us,  he  had  **  frequently  in  hia 
eye,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their 
flame,  thau  to  servile  imitation.'*  His  descrij^ 
tive  |MWprs,  whether  the  objects  on  which  they 
are  employed  be  comic  or  nerious,  animate,  or 
inaiiimatf,  sre  of  the  highest  order. — A  anpe- 
riority  of  this  kind  is  evMutial  to  every  specici 
of  poetical  excellence.  In  one  of  his  earlier 
poems  his  plan  seems  to  be  to  ioeulcate  a  lesson 
of  contentment  on  the  lower  classes  of  society, 
by  showing  that  their  superiors  are  neither 
much  better  nor  happier  than  themselves  ;  and 
this  he  chofwes  to  execute  in  the  form  of  a  dia- 
logue between  two  dogs.  He  introduces  thia 
dialogue  by  an  account  of  the  persona  and  ch*- 
rscters  of  the  speakers.  The  first,  whom  ho 
has  named  Gesor,  is  a  dog  of  condition  :— 

*'  His  locked,  Ietter*d,  braw  brass  eolkr. 
Showed  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar." 

High-bred  though  he  ia,  he  is  however  InU  of 
condescension : 

**  At  kiik  or  market,  mill  or  smiddie, 
Nse  tawted  t)-ke,  tho*  e'er  aae  dnddia^ 
But  he  wad  stan*t,  as  glad  to  ace  him, 
An*  etroan*t  on  ttanee  an*  kittoeke  wC  Mm," 

The  other,  XtcnM,  ia  a  <'  plougman'a-eoUie," 
but  a  cur  of  a  good  heart  and  a  sound  «Ddw- 
standing. 


«i 


His  honest,  sonsie^  baws'nt  Ace, 
Aye  gat  him  friends  in  iUca  place ; 
His  breast  waa  white,  his  towsie  back 
Weel  clad  wi*  coat  o'  gloosy  black  ; 
Hit  gawcie  tail,  vi*  upward  curi. 
Hung  o*er  hie  httrdiet  m**  a  ewirL* 


Never  were  twa  doge  so  exquisitely  delineat- 
ed. Their  gambols,  before  they  ait  down  to 
moralise,  are  described  with  an  equal  degree  of 
happinesa;  and  through  the  whole  dialogue, 
the  character,  as  well  aa  the  dif^rent  condition 
of  the  two  apeakers,  is  kept  in  view.  The 
speech  of  Lnath,  in  which  he  enumeratea  tho 
comforts  of  the  poor,  gives  the  foDowingao- 
count  of  their  merriment  on  the  first  day  of  tht 
year: 


« 


That  merry  day  the  year  begina. 
They  bar  the  door  oo  frosty  winds. 
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Ami  tbada  (  hun-iatp 
Tha  I^intui  pipe  ind  u 


righl  guid-vill  j 


Of  ill  tba  uiimcli  irha  hive  moraJiud  oa  hii- 
au  >&in  nqee  the  da^t  of  £«>p»   iht  dipg 

Itn  npenor  •>(*cit)'.  n  froni  hia  brin|;,  norr 
thin  my  othflti  the  friend  mad  uuciile  of  Dieu. 
Th*  dogi  irf  Burni,  eiceptinfc  in  their  ulent  (ui 

'      Bright  d»g>.      The  "  tvn 


It  dogM,  and  the  ugecity  uf  their  runirerutigii 
b^gbteu  the  humour,  and  deepeni  the  unprct- 
liaa  of  the  poec'i  utin.      Though  in  thii  pocn 


■wnr,  jM  greet  tilrnti  an  diiplaycd  in  iti  com 
poaition  :    ihc  hippint  powrn  nf  deicripili^n 
aod  ihc  d«p«t  inaight  int..  the  humio  heu, 
It  ia  leldoDV  hD<re*er,  that  the  hamour  of  Bam 
■ppetn  in  to  liniple  a  Ibrm.     The  lireliiwae  o 
hie  anitibility  frngueotly  imprli  him  to  intn. 

deriK*  or  of  pity  ;  and,  where  ocouioD  ^a,i^ 

Itavaa  the  weiety  of  EUmiiy  eiul 

■ad  iak.ci.te>  himaelf  with  the  nu 

1?5Z," 

V«h   poetry,   whoae  languige  he 

C,^.-.!,  » 

Of  tba  DDM  rf  trndervM  and 

hoowur.  «■ 

CauKwag  tnd  iht  Plaiiulimi;*  ef  EdiabvfL 
Tbii  piobehlv  luggeMed  to  Biroa  bii  diilupa 

between  the  Old  and  Mew  Brii%e  snr  tba  niit 
Ayr.  The  nature  uf  luch  ivhiecti  t«)uirei  ibl 
thejr  ihiJJ  be  Irtiteil  ImrnaroinlT,  aod  Fmi.ii 
hii  iltaioptnl  uDihing  brjomi  tbii.  Tkou^ 
the  Caueway  lod  the  PLiimUmu  talk  Ifc 
felher,  do   ittcmpt  ii  mida  tu   peraoiu^  ika 

the  diiiofoa  betwWD  tbe  Sripi  ef  Ayr, 


_  ,     __      ,r      j'l-in.i      J  TL  mine  aiuoKH  oetiraeD  tue  anoi  or  xtr, 

unplra  may  ba  funod  m  7iW  Dmtk  and  Jhrinii  i.  hl  ..  -      '    t, 

HWf  of  DO.*-  Miiilit.  \a    Thi  anlii  fiiriiiFr'i  ^^^       p™»d  by  can,"  or  ••  leepind  kf 

w_  V-     •    M ■  »    K  I  .  ,       .    1-     V      Iwhim,"  had  liA  hia  bed  in  tha  tovm  of  Ari, 

JVew-  Ytar  a  JaamiMg  ^alMlaUom  to  ntt  Mart  i      ,  .      ,      ^    ,        -».,  ,' 

If ■     ,  J  !, .  .,1.  _  _!■  u- Ti   I  "d  windered  oot  alooa  id  tba  darkaem  aad  ■•■ 

Miagart,  lod  ui  many  other  of  bia  poema.     The   •■.  3      .  ,  .  ,  i^l 


Sootdi  Drink.     After 

iafluence  in  1  Tiriety  of 


tualioDi,  he  deecribca, 
d  power  of  Eueyi  in 
'  blickiniiih  mekuig 


'  Nw  marer,  then,  for  lira  or  ateel ; 
The  briwnia,  biinie.  plinighman  chid, 
Briofi  hud  ovt^hip,  vi'  iturdy  wheal. 
The  atroDg  fbre-huniocr, 


!n  the  ititlnei 
by  the  mahiog  Biud  t£  the  ioi^x  atf  the  tidb 
It  via  after  midnifht.      Th*  "  '   "^ 

hid  itrucli  two,  iiid  the  louad 
peatad  byWiUace.Tawer.  AUd 
Tha  BOOB  ihon*  bnghtly,  aad 


In  thii  dtuitioB,  th«  liaMoiag  bu4  h^  iki 
"  clugiog  ingh*'  of  wiofi  norioc  thnafh  the 
air,  lud  ipeedily  ha  peceeiraa  two  baiiM.  r«ara< 
the  on.  00  th.  Old.  the  otkei  OB  tU  Ne>  Bhdf^ 
wboaa  farm  tad  attire  ba  dmiiliw,  aiid  whoii 

ipaclive  edihie  orer  which  ihrjr  priiife  md  l(> 
terwifda,  11  i>  uuil  birivea*  tbe  gU  ud  T**^ 

thoit  uf  put  tioM,     They  diSrr.  •>  my  Utm- 
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And  teaat  and  tcold  each  other  in  hrcud 
8eotek.  Thb  eonverAtion,  which  ii  ceruinly 
kunorou^  nuf  be  eonaidered  a«  a  proper  buai* 
MM  cf  the  poem.  A»  the  debate  runt  high,  aud 
tbraatena  aerioua  coiuequence^,  all  at  odm  it  U 
inlBiiiptod  by  a  new  »ceoe  of  wundera : 


.'*  all  before  their  sight 


A  fiiirf  trtin  appetr'd  in  order  bright ; 
Adown  the  glittering  stream  they  featly  danced  ; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  rarioos  dretws  glanced  ; 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat*ry  glaM  so  neat, 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet ; 
While  arts  of  minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
And  soul-ennobled  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 


•« 


'*  The  Geoios  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  vencnible  chie£  advanced  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown*d, 
Hb  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound.'* 

Next  follow  a  number  of  other  allegorical  be- 
ings, among  whom  are  the  four  seasons,  Rural 
Joy,  Plenty,  Hospitality,  and  Courage. 


with  mild  benignant  air, 
A  feoule  form,  came  firom  the  tow'rs  of  Stair : 
LMniing  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode, 
From  simple  Catrine,  their  long-lored  abode : 
LMt,  white-robed  Prare,  crown*d  with  a  haiel 

wreath, 
To  ms^  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken  ifon  instrument  of  Death  ; 
At  light  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kin- 
dling wrath." 

This  poem,  irregular  and  imperfect  as  it  is, 
diiplays  various  and  powerful  talents,  and  may 
Krvt  lo  illustrate  the  senius  of  Burns.  In  par- 
tienlar,  it  affords  a  striking  instance  of  his  being 
cirried  beyond  his  original  purpose  by  the  pow- 
ers of  imagination. 

In  FerguMOo*s  poem,  the  Plainsttmet  and 
GnMcvoy  contrast  the  characters  of  the  differ- 
Mt  pcfMoa  who  walked  upon  them.  Bums 
probably  oonceived,  that,  by  a  dialogue  between 
the  Old  and  New  Bridge,  he  might  form  a  hu- 
Moroos  contrast  between  ancient  aud  modem 
manners  in  the  town  of  Ayr.  Such  a  dialogue 
eonld  only  be  supposed  to  pass  in  the  stillness  of 
•ight ;  and  this  kd  our  poet  into  a  description 
of  a  midnight  scene,  which  excited  in  a  high 
degTM  the  powers  of  his  im^natiou.  During 
iLe  whole  diakigae  the  scenery  is  present  to  his 
haef,  and  at  length  it  suggests  to  him  a  fairy 
danoe  ti  aerial  beings,  nndcr  the  beams  of  the 
Boon,  by  which  tlw  wrath  of  the  Genii  of  the 
Bri^  of  Ayr  is  appeased. 

Ineoogmous  h  die  different  parts  of  this  poem 
tn,  it  ia  not  an  incongruity  that  displeasm ;  and 
«e  haire  only  lo  regret  that  the  poet  did  not  be- 
How  a  little  pains  in  making  the  ilgarM  more 
eoncet,  and  in  smoothing  the  rersificatioD. 

The  apietlw  of  Bums,  in  whidi  may  be  in- 


cl'.ideil  hiR  Dedication  to  G,  H.  Etq,  discover, 
like  hii  other  \vriting:)i,  the  powen  of  a  superior 
undenttamling.  They  (li»|i]ay  deep  inright  into 
human  nature,  a  gay  and  happy  strain  of  reflec- 
tion, great  inde)iendence  of  mentiment,  and  ge- 
nerohity  of  heart  The  Hullomenn  of  Burna  is 
free  from  every  objection.  It  is  interesting  not 
merely  from  its  humorous  description  of  manners, 
but  as  it  records  the  spells  and  charms  used  on 
the  celebration  of  a  festival,  now,  even  in  Scot- 
land, falling  into  neglect,  but  which  was  once 
oWrved  over  the  greater  part  of  Britain  and 
Ireland.  These  charms  arc  supposed  to  afford 
an  insight  into  futurity,  especially  on  the  sub- 
ject of  marriage,  the  most  interesting  event  of 
rural  life.  In  the  Halloween,  a  female,  in  per- 
forming one  of  the  spells,  has  occasion  to  go  out 
by  moonlight  to  dip  her  tthift-sleeve  into  a  stream 
running  toward*  the  South,  It  was  not  ne- 
cessary for  Burns  to  give  a  description  of  this 
stream.  But  it  was  the  character  of  his  ardent 
mind  to  pour  forth  not  merely  what  the  occMion 
required,  but  what  it  admitted  ;  and  the  temp- 
tation to  describe  so  beautiful  a  natural  object 
by  moonlight,  was  not  to  be  resisted— 

'*  Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  bumie  plays, 
As  through  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  round  the  rocky  scar  it  strays ; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi*  bickering  dancing  dasxle  ; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes. 
Beneath  the  spreading  hasel. 

Unseen  that  night. 

Those  who  understand  the  Scottish  dialect 
will  allow  this  to  be  one  of  the  finest  instances 
of  description  which  the  records  of  poetry  afford. 

In  pastoral,  or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  in 
rural  poetry  of  a  serious  nature,  Burns  excelled 
equally  m  in  that  of  a  humorous  kind,  and,  using 
less  of  the  Scottish  dialect  in  his  serious  poems, 
he  becomes  more  generally  intelligible.  It  ia  dif- 
ficult to  decide  whether  the  Addrus  to  a  Mouu 
whose  nett  was  turned  up  with  theplouyh,  should 
be  considered  as  serious  or  comic.  Be  this  m 
it  may,  the  poem  is  one  of  the  happiest  and 
most  finished  of  his  productions.  If  we  smile 
at  the  **  bickering  brattle*'  of  this  little  fiying 
animal,  it  is  a  smile  of  tenderness  and  pity. 
The  descriptive  part  is  admirable :  the  moral  re- 
flectiona  beautifiil,  and  arising  directly  out  of  the 
occasion ;  and  in  the  conclusion  there  is  a  deep 
melancholy,  a  sentiment  of  doubt  and  dread, 
that  arises  to  the  sublime.  The  Addreu  to  a 
Mountain  Daity,  turned  down  with  the  plough, 
is  a  poem  of  the  mme  nature,  though  somewhat 
inferior  in  point  of  originality,  m  well  as  in  the 
interest  produced.  To  extract  out  of  incidents 
so  common,  and  seemingly  so  trivial  as  thescj 
so  fine  a  train  of  sentiment  and  imagery,  is  the 
surest  proo^  m  well  as  the  most  brilliant  triumph, 
of  original  genina.  7%e  Ftsion,  in  two  cantos, 
from  which  a  beautiful  extract  is  taken  by  Mr 
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Mackensie,  in  the  97th  number  of  the  JLoumgeTf 
u  A  poem  of  great  and  various  excellence.  The 
opening,  in  which  the  poet  dettcribes  hii  own 
•tate  of  mind,  retiring  in  the  evening,  wearied, 
from  the  labours  of  the  day,  to  moralize  on  his 
conduct  and  prospects,  is  truly  interesting.  The 
chamber,  if  we  may  so  term  it,  in  which  he  uts 
down  to  muse,  is  an  exquisite  painting  :— 

*'  There,  lanely.  by  the  ingle  cheek, 
I  sat  and  eyed  the  spewing  reek, 
That  fillM  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek 

That  auld  clay  biggin ; 
An*  heard  the  restless  rattons  squeak 

About  the  riggin.  ** 

To  reconcile  to  our  imagination  the  entrance 
of  an  aerial  being  into  a  mansion  of  this  kind, 
required  the  powers  of  Burns — he,  however,  suc- 
ceeds. Coila  enters,  and  her  countenance,  atti- 
tude, and  dress,  unlike  those  of  other  spiritual 
beings,  are  distinctly  portrayed.  To  the  painting 
on  her  mantle,  on  which  is  depicted  the  most 
striking  scenery,  as  well  as  the  most  distinguished 
characters,  of  his  native  country,  some  exceptions 
may  be  made.  The  mantle  of  Coila,  like  the  cup 
of  Thyrsis,*  and  the  shield  of  Achilles,  is  too 
much  crowded  with  figures,  and  some  of  the  ob- 
jects represented  upon  it  are  scarcely  admissible, 
according  to  the  principles  of  design.  The  ge- 
nerous temperament  of  Burns  led  hitn  into  these 
exuberances.  In  his  second  edition  he  enlarged 
the  number  of  figures  originally  introduced,  that 
he  might  include  objects  to  which  he  was  at- 
tached by  sentiments  of  affection,  gratitude,  or 
patriotism.  The  second  Duany  or  canto  of  this 
poem,  in  which  Coila  describes  her  own  nature 
and  occupations,  particularly  her  superintendence 
of  hi»  infant  genius,  and  in  which  she  reconciles 
him  to  the  character  of  a  bard,  is  an  elevated  and 
■olemn  strain  ai  poetry,  ranking  in  all  respects, 
excepting  the  harmony  of  numbers,  with  the 
higher  productions  of  the  English  muse.  The 
concluding  stanta,  compared  with  that  already 
quoted,  will  show  to  what  a  height  Bums  rises 
in  thb  poem,  firom  the  point  at  which  he  set 
oat  :— 

*'  And  wear  thou  tkit — she  solemn  said. 
And  bound  the  hoBjf  round  my  head ; 
The  polishM  leaves,  and  berries  red. 

Did  rustliog  play ; 
And,  like  a  paning  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away.* 


•• 


In  varioui  poems  Bums  has  exhibited  the  pie- 
tare  of  a  mind  under  the  deep  impressions  of 
real  sorrow.  7^e  Lawtent^  the  Ode  to  Amih, 
J)e9pomdenqf,  and  Winter,  a  Dirge^  are  of  this 
duiracter.  In  the  first  of  these  poems  the  eighth 
atansa,  which  describes  a  sleepless  night  from 
anguish  of  mind,  it  particularly  striking.  Bums 
•Aen  indulged  in  those  melaocholy  views  of  the 

•  See  the  flist  l^yMh—  of  Theoeritus. 


nature  and  condition  of  man,  whic^  an  •§  aM- 
genial  to  the  temperament  of  sensiliifi^.  Hm 
poem  entitled  Man  was  imade  to  Momm^  tSirdi 
an  instance  of  this  kind,  and  The  l^ato*  Nifkt 
is  of  the  same  description.  The  last  is  highly 
characteristic,  both  of  the  temper  of  mind,  and 
of  the  condition  of  Burns.  It  b^ins  with  a 
description  of  a  dreadful  storm  on  a  night  in 
winter.  The  poet  represents  himself  aa  lying  in 
bed,  and  listening  to  its  howling.  In  this  «tn- 
ation,  he  naturally  turns  his  thoughts  to  tht 
o«rte  *  Cattle^  and  the  siffy  f  Sheep^  expowd  to 
all  the  violence  of  the  tempest  Having  lament- 
ed their  fate,  he  proceeds  in  the  following :— > 


<( 


Ilk  happing  bird — wee  helpless  tiling ! 
That  in  the  merry  months  o*  spring 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chittcring 

An*  dose  thy  e*e? 


Other  reflections  of  the  same  nature  occur  to 
his  mind  ;  and  as  the  midnight  moon,  **  maf> 
fled  with  clouds,**  casts  her  dreary  light  on  kis 
window,  thoughts  of  a  darker  and  more  me* 
lancholy  nature  crowd  upon  him.  In  this  state 
of  mind,  he  hears  a  voice  jiouring  through  the 
gloom,  a  siilemn  and  plaintive  strain  of  rdBee- 
tion.  The  mourner  compares  the  fury  of  dbe 
element*  with  that  iii  iiiiin  to  his  brother  man, 
and  finds  the  former  light  in  the  balance. 

"  See  stern  Oppi-ession**  iron  grip. 

Or  mad  Amhition*M  gory  hand. 
Sending,  like  blt>od-h«)unds  from  the  sKp, 

Woe,  want,  and  murder,  o'er  the  land.'* 

He  pursues  this  train  of  reflection  throogk  i 
variety  of  particulars,  in  the  course  of  which  kt 
introduces  the  following  animated  apoetropho  :— 

"  O  ye  !  who  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 

Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  craats^ 

Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fiUa^ 

Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  dinown ! 
Ill-satiify'd  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 

Stretch'd  on  his  straw  be  lays  him  down  li 
sleep, 
While  thro*  the  ragged  roof  and  chbky  wall. 

Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifty  heq^" 

The  strain  of  sentiment  which  mns  throogk 
this  poem  is  noble,  though  the  execution  ia  un* 
equal,  and  the  versification  is  defective. 

Among  the  serious  poems  of  Bumsb  The 
Cotter*e  Saturday  Night  is  perhaps  entitled  M 
the  first  rank.  71be  Farmer's  Imgle  of  Fetfvs 
son  evidently  suggested  the  plan  of  thb  pocfl^ 
as  has  been  already  mentioned ;  but  after  the 
plan  was  fix-med,  Burns  trusted  entirely  to  hk 


•  Ourk,  o»trlj\a§.    Omrie  Oettk,  Cattle  that  aps  en* 
houaed  all  winter. 

t  SUly  h  In  this,  as  in  other  plnces,  a  Ism  oft 
psasioa  sod  sndeannsBL 
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fcr  Uie  czeeotion.     Fergutaoo's 
eerUinly  Tery  bMotifaU     It  has  all  the 
which  depend  on  rural  characten  and 
hapfMlj  portrayed,  and  exhibited  under 
highly  grateftil  to  the  imagination. 
Tit  Pmrma't  Ingle  begins  with  describing  the 
of  ereoing.   The  toils  of  the  day  are  orer, 
the  fiuntner  retires  to  his  comfortable  fire- 
Thc  reception  which  he  and  his  men-eer- 
receive  from  the  careful  house>wi£e,   is 
j\y  described.     After  their  supper  is  orer, 
fibtj  b^n  to  talk  on  the  rural  events  of  theday. 

"  *Bo«it  kirk  and  market  eke  their  tales  gae  on. 
How  Joek  woo*d  Jenny  here  to  be  his  bride  ; 

Aad  there  how  Maritm  for  a  bastard  son, 
Upon  the  cutty-stool  was  forced  to  ride, 

TW  waefii*  scauld  o*  our  Mitu  John  to  bide. 

TW  *'  Goidame**  is  next  introduced  as  forming 
a  circle  round  the  fire,  in  the  midst  of  her  grand- 
duMren,  and  while  she  spins  from  the  rock, 
and  the  spindle  plays  on  her  **  russet  lap,*'  she 
is  relating  to  the  young  ones  tales  of  witches  and 
^Qsta.     The  poet  ezcJaims, 

**  O  mock  na  this  my  friends !  but  rather  mourn, 
Ye  in  life's  brawcet  spring  wi*  reason  clear, 

Wi*  eild  our  idle  fancies  a*  return, 
And  dim  our  dolefii*  days  wi*  baimly  foar ; 

The  mind's  aye  cradTd  when  the  prove  is  near.** 

In  the  meantime  the  former,  wearied  with  the 
btigues  of  the  day,  stretches  himself  at  length 
m  the  settUf  a  sort  of  rustic  couch,  which  ex- 
Imds  on  one  side  of  the  fire,  and  the  cat  and 
konse-dog  leap  uptm  it  to  receive  his  caresses. 
Here,  resting  at  his  ease,  he  gives  his  directions 
to  his  nico-servantA  for  the  succeeding  day. 
Tbe  house-wifo  follows  his  example,  and  gives 
her  orders  to  the  maidens.  By  degrees  the  oil 
in  tbe  cruise  begins  to  fail ;  the  fire  runs  low  ; 
ilccp  steals  on  his  rustic  group  ;  and  they  move 
off  to  enjoy  their  pescefuT  slumbers.  The  poet 
coocludea  by  bestowing  his  blessing  on  the 
'*  husbandman  and  all  his  tribe." 

This  ia  an  original  and  truly  interesting  pM- 
toral.  It  pobsesses  every  thing  required  in  this 
ipedes  of  composition .  We  m  ight  have  perhaps 
•aid,  every  thing  that  it  admits,  had  not  Burns 
written  his  Cotter'i  Saturday  Night. 

The  cottager  returning  from  his  labours,  has 
no  aervants  to  accompany  him,  to  partake  of  his 
Ghc,  or  to  receive  his  instructions.  The  circle 
whieti  he  joins,  ia  composed  of  his  wifo  and  chil- 
ditB  only ;  and  if  it  admits  of  less  variety,  it  af- 
aa  opportunity  for  representing  soenea  that 
atrongly  interest  the  afl^tiona.  The 
childreB  running  to  meet  him,  and 
ibcring  round  his  knee ;  the  elder,  returning 
tficir  weekly  labours  with  the  neighbouring 
dutifully  depoaitii^  their  little  gaina 
parentBi  and  receiving  theii  father's 
hiarinf  and  inetmctiona ;  the  incidenta  of  the 
riwlJiiy  iif  Tinnj.  thiir iMiit dwthttr.  "wo- 


man grown,"  are  circumstances  of  the  most  in- 
teresting kind,  which  are  most  happily  delineat* 
ed  ;  and  after  their  frugal  supper,  the  repreaen- 
tatum  of  these  humbler  cottagers  forming  a  wider 
circle  round  their  hearth,  and  uniting  in  the 
worship  of  God,  is  a  picture  the  most  deeply  af- 
fecting of  any  which  the  rural  muse  haa  ever 
presented  to  the  view.  Bums  was  admirably 
adapted  to  this  delineation.  Like  all  men  of 
genius  he  was  of  the  temperament  of  devotion, 
and  the  powers  of  memory  co-operated  in  thia 
instance  with  the  sensibility  of  his  heart,  and 
the  fervour  of  his  imagination.  7^  Cotter^g 
Saturday  Night  ia  tender  and  moral,  it  is  so- 
lemn and  devotional,  and  rises  at  length  in  a 
strain  of  grandeur  and  sublimity,  which  modem 
poetry  has  not  surpassed.  The  noble  sentiments 
of  patriotism  with  which  it  concludes,  corres- 
pond with  the  rest  of  the  poem.  In  no  age  or 
country  have  the  pa.«toral  muses  breathed  such 
elevatetl  accents,  if  the  Messiah  of  Pope  be  ex- 
cepted, which  is  indeed  a  pastoral  in  furm  only. 
It  is  to  be  r^retted  that  Burns  did  not  employ 
his  genius  on  other  subjects  of  the  same  nature, 
which  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  Scottish 
peasantry  would  have  amply  supplied.  Such 
poetry  is  not  to  be  estimated  by  the  degree  of 
pleasure  which  it  bestows  ;  it  sinks  deeply  into 
the  heart,  and  ia  calculated,  far  beyuud  any  other 
human  means,  for  giving  permanence  to  the 
scenes  and  the  characteis  it  so  exquisitely  de- 
scribes. 

Before  we  conclude,  it  will  be  proper  to  of- 
for  a  few  observations  on  the  lyric  productions 
of  Burns.  His  compositions  of  this  kind  are 
chiefly  songs,  generally  in  the  Scottish  dialect, 
and  sJways  after  the  model  of  the  Scottish  songs, 
on  tbe  general  character  and  moral  influence  of 
which,  some  observations  have  already  been  of- 
fered. We  may  hasard  a  few  more  particular 
remarks. 

Of  the  historic  or  heroic  ballads  of  Scotlind 
it  is  unnecessary  to  speak.  Bums  has  no  where 
imitated  them,  a  circumstance  to  be  r^^tted, 
since  in  this  species  of  composition,  from  its  ad- 
mitting the  more  terrible,  as  well  as  the  softer 
graces  of  poetry,  he  was  eminently  qualified  to 
have  excelled.  The  Scottish  songs  which  ser- 
ved as  a  model  to  Bums,  are  almost  without 
exception  pastoral,  or  rather  mral.  Such  of 
them  as  are  comic,  frequently  treat  of  a  rustic 
courtship,  or  a  country  wedding ;  or  they  de- 
scribe the  differences  of  opinion  which  arise  in 
married  life.  Bums  has  imitated  this  species, 
and  surpassed  his  models.  The  song  banning 
"  Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strifo,"  may  be 
cited  in  support  of  this  observation.*   Hia  other 


*  Tbe  diakyies  bstween  husbands  and  their  wivaa 
which  form  the  sul|)ects  of  the  Scottish  songs,  are  al- 
most all  ludicrous  and  ntlrkal,  and  ta  these  oontcsH 
the  ladv  is  fsneratty  victorious.  From  the  ooltsetiaaa 
of  Mr.  Pinkcrtoo,  we  find  that  the  oomie  museof  Soot* 
land  delighted  In  sudi  representstioas  tnm  very  early 
times.  In  her  rude  diamatie  eflbrts,  m  wdl  as  In  bat 
rustiei 
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iiAEuTT,  m  dtlirmd  in  the  ebuHtvr  of  tht  per- 
•on  principal)' iottrttted.    If  Itn*  he  docribrd, 

the  pmioD  n  delioatcd  nadrr  A  pirticulir  bi- 
pst.     NeilhR-  n  it  the  fiemr  iupulia  nf  de- 


■In  Ihal 


a,  the  model  of  » 


the  chlniM  of  almii  nil 
•eceata  of  purity  ud  inni 
lav*.     In  lIuM  rapRU  the  li 


1y  ibkrb  Ihp  t 

iR,  wid  brulb  the 


„  ed  from  lh» 
•(  •dmtrtd  cUidaJ  conpotitkini  of  iht  tuat 
Mad ;  ud  by  uieh  UHtrutioiit,  m  rviefy  u 
well  ••  liveliiKM,  ii  giTcn  to  th*  npmentilion 
of  thii  putioDi  which  tit  not  to  he  fbond  in 
Ihfl  poetry  of  Greece  or  Romet  <ir  perhapt  of 
tuj  other  nitioii.  Huy  of  the  lave-ionge  uf 
Seottud  iteacribc  ■oanes  of  niral  courlihtp; 
many  nuy  be  cooaidend  u  iotwations  from 
Lnna  (o  their  miumeea.  On  luch  occuioii!! 
■  degnc  of  intrmt  ud  realily  h  givrn  is  the 
■eDtimeDt.  hy  the  ipoi  dntia«l  lo  iheie  happy 
inlerriewi  being  putieuliriicd.  The  loven 
perhipi  meet  it  the  Bulk  atam  TVo^ nair,  or 
SB  (he  Bamii  of  Ettrieh  i  the  syinphi  an  iii- 
Toked  to  irisder  amonK  ^'  wiUi  of  Roilix  or 
lluWaodioflHticrmaf.  Nor  it  the  ipoI  tneTe- 
ly  poiDttd  out  I  the  laiicrr  it  oAen  ilneribrd 
M  well  aa  the  chincter,  ■>  ••  Id  Te|<ct*eiit  i 
oompliM  pctuie  lo  the   futcy.  *     Thiii   tlie 


Hia.    AScMtiABaf.nlaaaitoa(abui>dr>lTeu 
«D.be(lnthu>- 

•■  Da  EDTiek  BuikL  oa  a  iniBiiHi^  n%hl 
At  ikwnlDf ,  whan  Eha  ihavp  drove  hama 
I  mal  niT  1^2^  tn»  and  tMiL 
Cai»  odlDf  taueCaot  •' bilMe. 

Mt  haart  gn»  Ufhi.  I  rm.  I  b^ 

Hr  ntdi  Ihe^  wan  u  moai  Jk)L~ 
the  HlflikBl  hllU,  ihntoihait  hL  l^'lnr.  "rh, 


"HawMnhtaaABOai 


Jy  ohnerred  by  thcee  rmtic  bank 

nl  by  the  aiiie  impuhe  iif  nicwi 

which  inAocBeed  the  father  oC  epic  paetty^ 

whoae  eiuaple  the  precept  c4'  the  Itiiwu  p 

^inition   ii  employed   to  inlcreat  Ibe  fcelii 

Whta  IV r  ill  Dot  coiKeive  diatiiictly,  we 4*  i 


they  hive  urifiDiied  wwas  ■  people  ia  tbt  ear- 
lier itsKea  uf  BDciety.  When  tUaiwiD  of  cdh- 
ponitiun  ippein  in  kh^  a(  a  molen  date,  il 
indiciiK  that  they  ban  bees  writtoB  aikr  Iha 
iDcicnl  model.* 

The  Scoilbh  foaft  m  of  my  ue^ai]  poa 
tiul  merit,  wi  thii  iae^uilily  nAen  nteadt  W 
the  different  pvta  of  th«aaoWKiti(.   Tboia  that 


of  cepyiHg  Bitwvi 
!   tender   and  cAi* 
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iad  •  plue  in  this  species  of  compositSon. 
TW  aUiaaer  of  the  words  of  the  Scottish  songs 
wMh  the  mnsic  hM  in  some  instances  g:iven  to 
dM  Ibnner  a  popuUritjr,  which  otherwise  they 
would  never  have  obtained. 

The  association  of  the  words  and  the  music 
of  dwse  songs  with  the  more  beautiful  part*  of 
the  scenery  of  Scotland,  contributes  to  the  same 
ffCect.  It  has  (pven  them  not  merely  popularity, 
hot  prrmdinence  ;  it  has  imparted  to  the  works 
of  man  some  portion  of  the  durability  of  the 
wnriis  of  nature.  If,  from  our  imperfect  expe- 
rience of  the  past,  we  may  judge  with  any  con- 
fidence respecting  the  future,  songs  of  this  de- 
scription are  of  all  others  the  least  likely  to  die. 
In  the  changes  of  language  they  may  no  doubt 
mfkr  change  ;  but  the  associated  strain  of  sen- 
timent and  of  music  will  perhaps  survive,  while 
the  clear  stream  sweeps  down  the  vale  of  Yar- 
row, or  the  yellow  broom  waves  on  the  Cowden- 


The  first  attempts  of  Bums  in  song-writing 
wens  not  very  succesifuL  His  habitual  inatten- 
tion to  the  exactness  of  rhymes,  and  to  the  har- 
oway  of  numbers,  arising  probably  from  the 
modeb  on  which  his  versification  was  formed, 
were  faults  likely  to  appear  to  more  advantage 
ii«  this  species  of  composition,  than  in  any 
other  ;  and  we  may  also  remark,  that  the 
strength  of  his  imagination,  and  the  exuberance 
of  his  srnsibility,  were  with  difficulty  restrained 
within  the  limits  of  gentleness,  delicacy  and 
toideroea,  which  seem  to  be  assigned  to  the 
love-Hongs  of  his  nation.  Bums  wis  better 
sdapted  by  nature  for  following  in  such  compo- 
ntioiis  th«  model  of  the  Grecian  than  of  the 
Scottbh  muse.  By  study  and  practice  he  how- 
ever surmounted  sU  these  obstacles.  In  his 
earlier  songs  there  is  some  ruggedness  ;  but  this 
padoally  disappears  in  his  successive  efforts; 
and  some  of  his  later  compositions  of  this  kind 
nay  be  oomparedt  in  polished  delicacy,  with  the 
Inest  songs  in  our  language,  while  in  the  elo- 
i|iKnoe  of  sensibility  they  surpass  them  all. 

The  songs  of  Bams,  like  the  modds  he  fol- 
lowed and  excelled,  are  often  dramatic,  and  for 
the  greater  part  amatory ;  and  the  beantNS  if 
mnl  nature  are  eveiy  where  sssocialBd  with 
the  passions  and  emotions  of  the  mind. 


rtmonstratSng  on  this  barbarity.  She  is  fas. 

"  O  tfasQ  beqiske  her  little  son, 

Sals  on  his  nourlee  knee  I 
Bays  •  BBlthor  dsar.  gf  owrs  this  hooss^ 

For  the  rssk  It  smltheis  ms.' 


'« 1  vadjis  a'  my  |0»d,  my  cfallde, 

8bs  wan  I  sT  my  rae. 
For  ae  blast  &  tbs  wsstUn  wind. 

To  Usw  the  rssk  frae  thee." 

fbs  Hwymstsotlalrty  of  ths  SeoCtish  lovs-songs, 
«id  Iha  dmmatle  form  which  prsraUs  so  gcnersUy  in 
thsB,  probaMy  arlsss  from  their  being  the  desoendants 
mi  wMPiswrs  of  the  sndem  bsllsds.  In  the  besutifUl 


■■dsra  soqf  at  JTaiy  of  CtutU-Cmrp,  the  drsmatic 
Ira  has  a  very  h^ipy  sAet  The  same  may  be  said 
^  OtmU  mmd  Ftorm,  uid  €fpme  um' 


Mr.  Macalol. 


umUr  my  Pkldk,  by 


daining  to  c<^  the  works  of  others,  he  has  not, 
like  some  poets  of  great  name,  admitted  into  his 
descriptions  exotic  irosgery.  The  landscapes 
he  has  painted,  and  the  objects  with  which  they 
are  embellished,  are,  in  every  single  instance* 
such  K^  are  to  be  found  in  his  own  country.  la 
a  mountainous  region,  especially  when  it  is 
comparatively  rude  and  naked,  the  most  beauti- 
ful scenery  will  always  be  fonnd  in  the  valleys, 
and  on  the  banks  of  the  wooded  streams.  Such 
scenery  is  peculiarly  interesting  at  the  close  of  a 
summer  day.  As  we  advance  northwards,  the 
number  of  the  dajrs  of  summer,  indeed,  dimi- 
nishes ;  but  from  this  cause,  as  well  as  from  th« 
mildness  of  the  temperature,  the  attraction  in- 
creases^ and  the  summer  night  becomes  still 
more  beautifuL  The  greater  obliquity  of  the 
sun's  path  in  the  ecliptic,  prolongs  the  gratefrd 
season  of  twilight  to  the  midnight  hours,  and 
the  shades  of  the  evening  seem  to  mingle  with 
the  morning's  dawn.  The  rural  poets  of  Scot- 
land, as  may  be  expected,  a«s(»ciate  in  tbrir 
songs  the  expression  of  passion,  with  the  most 
beautiful  of  their  scenery,  in  the  fairest  season 
of  the  year,  and  generally  in  those  hours  of  the 
evening  when  the  beauties  of  nature  are  most 
interesting. 

To  all  these  adventitious  circumstances,  on 
which  so  much  of  the  effsct  of  poetry  depends, 
great  attention  is  paid  by  Burns.  There  is 
scarcely  a  single  song  of  his  in  which  particulsr 
scenery  b  not  described,  or  allusions  made  to 
natural  objects,  remarkable  for  beauty  or  inte- 
rest ;  and  though  his  descriptions  are  nut  so  full 
as  are  sometimes  met  with  in  the  older  Scottish 
songs,  they  are  in  the  highest  dqi;ree  appropriate 
and  interesting.  Instances  in  proof  of  this 
might  bs  quota!  from  the  Lea  Rip,  Highland 
Mary,  the  SokUef's  JRetum,  Logan  Water, 
from  that  beautiful  pastoral,  Bonnie  Jean,  and 
a  great  number  of  others.  Occasionally  the 
force  of  his  genius  carries  him  beyond  the  usual 
boimdaries  at  Scottish  song,  and  the  natural 
objects  introdsfled  have  more  of  the  character 
of  sublimity.  An  instance  of  this  kind  is  no- 
tioed  by  Mr.  Syme,  and  many  others  might  be 
adducsd. 

**  Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild,  distant  shore, 
Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  wave's 


roar; 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes^ 
There  seek  my  lost  ivpose^ 
Till  g^ef  my  eyes  should  dose 
Ne'er  to  wake  more." 

In  one  song,  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  ia  a 
winter  night,  the  **  wan  moon**  is  described  se 
*<  setting  behind  the  white  waves ;"  in  another, 
the  "  storms"  are  apostrophised,  and  coasmaad* 
ed  to  *<  rest  in  the  cave  of  their  alumhsrs."  On 
several  occasions,  the  genius  of  Bums  loses  sight 
entirely  of  his  archetypes,  and  rises  into  a  strain 
of  uniform  sublimity.  Instances  of  this  kind 
appear  in  Lilmrty,  a  VmoHf  and  in  hii  two 
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war-flong»,  Brwee  to  hit  froop«,«and  the  Stmg 
of  Death,  These  last  are  of  a  description  of 
which  we  have  no  other  in  our  language.  The 
martial  songs  of  our  nation  are  not  military,  hut 
naval.  If  we  were  to  seek  a  comparison  of 
these  songs  of  Bums  with  others  of  a  similar 
nature,  we  must  hare  recourse  to  the  poetry  of 
ancient  Greece,  or  of  modem  Gaul. 

Bums  haa  made  an  important  addition  to  the 
songs  of  Scotland.  In  his  compositions,  the 
poetry  equals  and  sometimes  surpasses  the  mu- 
sic. He  has  enlarged  the  poetical  scenery  of  his 
country,  filany  of  her  rivers  and  mountains, 
formeriy  unknown  to  the  muse,  are  now  conse^ 
crated  hy  his  immortal  verse.  The  Doon,  the 
Lugar,  the  Ayr,  the  Nith,  and  the  Ouden,  will 
in  foture,  like  the  Yarrow,  the  Tweed,  and  the 
Tay,  be  considered  as  classic  streams,  and  their 
borders  will  be  trode  with  new  and  superior 
cmotbna. 

The  greater  part  of  the  songs  of  Bums  were 
written  after  he  removed  into  the  county  of 
Dumfries.  Influenced,  perhaps,  by  habits 
formed  in  early  life,  he  usually  composed  while 
walking  in  the  open  air.  When  engaged  in 
writing  these  songs,  his  favourite  walks  were 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  or  of  the  Cluden, 
particularly  near  the  ruins  of  Lincluden  Abbey  ; 
and  thia  beautiful  scenery  he  has  very  happily 
described  under  various  aspects,  as  it  appears 
during  the  softness  and  serenity  of  evening,  and 
during  the  stillness  and  solemnity  of  the  moon- 
light night. 

There  is  no  species  of  poetry,  the  productions 
of  the  drama  not  exceptal,  so  much  calculated 
to  influence  the  morall^  as  well  as  the  happiness 
of  a  people,  as  diose  popular  verses  which  are 
associated  with  the  national  airs,  and  which 
being  learnt  in  the  years  of  infancy,  make  a 
deep  impression  on  the  heart  before  the  evolu- 
.ion  of  the  powers  ot  the  understanding.  The 
compositions  of  Bums,  of  this  kind,  now  pre- 
sented in  a  collected  form  to  the  world,  make  a 
most  important  addition  to  the  popular  songs  of 
his  nation.  Like  all  his  other  writings,  they 
exhibit  independence  of  sentiment ;  they  are 
peculiarly  calculated  to  increase  those  ties  which 
bind  generous  hearts  to  their  native  soil,  and  to 
the  domestic  circle  of  their  in£uicy:  and  to 
cherish  those  sensibilities  which,  under  due  re- 
striction, form  the  purest  happiness  of  our  us- 


ing proof  of  the  strength  ofBumsffsfSBiM,  iham 
the  genersl  circulation  of  his  poems  in  England, 
notwithstanding  the  dialect  in  which  the  graat* 
er  part  are  written,  and  which  might  be  sup- 
posed to  render  them  hers  uncouth  or  obscure. 
In  some  instances  he  has  used  this  dialect  ou 
subjects  of  a  sublime  nature  ;  but  in  general  he 
conBncs  it  to  sentiments  or  description  of  a 
tender  or  humorous  kind  ;  and,  where  be  rises 
into  elevation  of  thought,  he  assumes  a  purer 
Engli<«h  style.  The  singular  faculty  he  pos- 
sessed of  niiogling  in  the  same  poem  humoroos 
sentiments  and  description*,  with  imagery  of  a 
sublime  and  tei  rific  nature,  enabled  him  to  use 
this  variety  of  dialect  on  some  occasions  with 
striking  efll'ct.  His  poem  of  Tarn  o*  Skanter 
aflbrds  an  instance  of  this.  There  he  passes 
from  a  scene  of  the  lowe«t  humour,  to  situations 
of  the  most  awful  and  terrible  kind.  He  is  a 
musician  that  runs  from  the  lowest  to  the 
highest  of  hi:<  kcyw ;  aud  the  use  of  the  Scottish 
dialect  enables  him  to  add  two  additional  notes 
to  the  bottom  of  his  scale. 

Great  efforts  have  been  made  by  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Scotland,  of  the  superior  ranks,  to  ap- 
proximate in  their  speet-h  to  the  pure  EngliUi 
standard  ;  aod  thix  Iios  made  it  difficult  to  write 
in  the  Scutti^h  dialect,  without  exciting  in  them 
some  feelings  of  disgust,  which  in  England  ars 
scarcely  felt.  An  EngliMhman  who  undmtands 
the  meaning  of  the  Scnttivh  words,  is  not  of- 
fended, nay,  on  certain  subjects,  be  is  perhaps 
pleased  with  the  rustic  dialect,  as  he  may  be 
with  the  Doric  Greek  of  Theocritus. 

But  a  Scotchman  inhabiting  hia  own  oowi- 
try,  if  a  man  of  education,  and  more  especially 
if  a  literary  character,  has  banished  such  words 
from  his  \vrititig'«,  and  Iia<»  attempted  to  banish 
them  from  bis  speech ;  and  being  accustomed 
to  hear  them  from  the  vulgar  daily,  does  ool 
easily  admit  of  their  use  in  poetry,  which  rr« 
quires  a  style  elevated  and  ornamental.  A  dis- 
like of  thin  kind  is,  however,  accidental,  not  na- 
tural. It  is  of  the  species  of  disgust  which  ws 
feel  at  seeing  a  female  of  high  birth  in  the  dress 
of  a  rustic  ;  which,  if  she  be  leally  young  and 
bMWitiful,  a  little  habit  will  enable  us  to  over- 
come. A  lady  who  as»umcs  such  a  dress  puts 
her  beauty,  indeed,  to  a  severer  trial.  She  re^ 
jects— she,  indeed,  opposes  the  influence  of  &- 
shiun :    she,   possibly,  abandons  the   grace  of 


ture.     If  in  hia  unguarded  moments  he  com- 1  elegant  and  flowing  drapery ;    but  her  natiTS 


posed  some  songs  on  which  this  praise  cannot 
be  bestowed,  let  us  hope  that  they  will  speedily 
be  fwgotten.  In  severid  instances,  where  Scot- 
tish airs  were  allied  to  words  ol^ectionable  in 
pmnt  of  ddieacy,  Burns  has  subrtituted  others 
of  a  purer  character.  On  such  occsaions,  with- 
out changing  the  subject,  he  haa  changed  the 
wntiments.  A  proof  of  this  may  be  seen  in  the 
•tr  of  Jokm  Andtrmm  my  Joe,  which  is  now 
BBited  to  words  that  breathe  a  strain  of  conjugal 
tmdemass,  that  is  is  highly  moral  as  it  is  ex- 
quisitely 


charms  remain,. the  more  striking,  perhaps,  be* 
csuse  the  less  adorned  ;  and  to  thi-ve  she  trusts 
for  fixing  her  empire  on  those  a&ctioiis  over 
which  fashion  haa  no  sway.  If  she  succeeds,  a 
new  association  arises.  The  dresa  of  the  beau- 
tiful ruatic  becomes  itadf  beautiful,  ai»l  sstab- 
lishes  a  new  feahion  fer  the  youi^  and  the  gsr. 
And  when,  in  after  ages,  the  contemplati^-c  ob- 
server shall  view  her  picture  in  the  gallery  tint 
containa  the  portraits  of  the  beauties  of  succes- 
sive centuries,  each  in  the  dress  of  her  re«fxv- 
tive  day,  her  drapery  will  not  deviate,  more 
I'bir  cimimshiDCss  etmld  afford  a  mors  strik-]  than  that  of  her  rivalsi  from  th«  atandard  of  h» 
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rralt  proftwedly  for  tlie  penantry  of 
ft  wad  hf  them  their  iiAtivo  dideet  it 


il  Im  win  givo  the  palm  to  her  who  a- 
kt  liaMBMnti  of  nmture. 
i  wiole 

Mg  TtSUbeL  To  a  nmneroui  daw  of 
«iri  of  SeoUand  of  another  deacriptioDv 
iM  be  coneidered  aa  attractive  in  a  di^ 
fdalt  of  view.  Estranged  from  their 
■O.  and  apread  orer  foreign  Unda,  the 
if  Ibeir  coontry  unites  with  the  senti- 
■d  the  deseriptions  on  which  it  is  em- 
Id  recall  to  their  minds  the  interesting 
rf  infiwcy  and  yonth — to  awaken  many 
1^  nany  tender  recollections.  Literary 
■idiaf  at  Eitinbergh  or  Aberdeen,  can- 
||i  OB  thia  point  for  one  hundred  and 
mmad  of  their  expatriated  countrymen, 
hi  aae  of  the  Scottbh  dialect  in  one  spe- 
mlryy  the  composition  of  songs,  the  taste 
laUie  has  been  fisr  some  time  reconciled. 
Int  IB  question  excels,  as  has  already 
in  the  copiousness  and  exactness 
fcr  aatoral  objects ;  and  in  pastoral 
it  gives  a  Doric  simplicity,  which 
rally  approved.  Neither  does  the 
wtSl  fininded  which  some  persons  of 
that  Bums  used  this  dia- 
ly  other  of  his  compositions.  His 
waa  to  paint  the  manners  of 
il  mooog  his  **  humble  compeers,**  and 
t  May  to  conceive,  that  thia  could  have 
■B  with  equal  humour  and  eflfect,  if  he 
their  idiom.  There  are  some, 
will  think  the  aubject  too  low  for 
of  this  sickly  taste  will  find 
consulted  in  many  a  polite  and 
i  let  them  not  seek  for  gratifica- 
roogh  and  vigorous  lines,  in  the  un- 
or  in  the  overpowering  sensi- 
fdUa  bard  of  nature. 
krtVBnBe  the  comparative  merit  of  Buma 
te  BO  easy  task.  Many  persons  after- 
fcHiigiiislnd  in  literature,  have  been 
■  m  humble  a  aituation  of  life ;  but  it 
bi  diSealt  to  find  any  other  who  while 


eaniii^  hia  subaistenoe  by  daily  laboar»  hia 
writfeeB  verses  which  have  attracted  aad  re- 
tained universal  attention,  and  which  are  likdy 
to  give  the  anthiMr  a  permanent  and  distinguish- 
ed  place  among  the  followers  of  the  muses.  U 
he  is  deficient  in  grace,  he  ia  distinguished  for 
eaae  aa  well  aa  energy ;  and  these  are  indica- 
tions of  the  h%her  order  of  genius.  The  fother 
of  epic  poetry  exhibite  one  of  his  heroes  aa  ex- 
celling in  strength,  another  in  swrifiuess  to 
form  his  perfect  warrior,  these  attribntea  are 
combined.  Every  species  of  intellectual  supe- 
riority admits,  perhaps,  of  a  similar  arrange- 
ment. One  writer  excels  in  force— another  in 
ease;  he  ia  superior  to  them  both,  in  whom 
both  these  qualities  are  united.  Of  Homer 
himself  it  may  be  said,  that  like  his  own  Achil- 
les, he  sorpastes  his  competitors  in  mobility  aa 
wdl  aa  Btrengtb. 

The  force  of  Bums  lay  in  the  powers  of  his 
understanding,  and  in  the  sensibility  of  his 
heart;  and  these  will  be  found  to  infuse  the 
living  principle  into  all  the  works  of  genius 
which  seem  destined  to  immortality.  Hu  sen- 
sibility had  an  uncommon  range.  He  was  a- 
live  to  every  species  of  emotion.  He  is  one 
of  the  few  poets  that  can  be  mentioned,  who 
have  at  once  excelled  in  humour,  in  tendemeas, 
and  in  aublimity ;  a  praise  unknown  to  die  an- 
cients, and  which  in  modem  times  is  only  due 
to  Ariosto,  to  Shakspeare,  and  perhaps  to  Vol- 
teire.  To  compare  the  writings  of  the  Scottish 
peasant  with  the  works  of  these  gianta  in  liter- 
atore,  might  appear  presumptuous ;  yet  it  may 
be  asserted  that  he  has  dispkyed  the  foot  of 
Hereuht,  How  near  he  might  have  approach- 
ed them  by  proper  culture,  with  lengthened 
years,  and  under  happier  auspices,  it  is  not  for 
us  to  calculate.  But  while  we  run  over  the 
melancholy  atory  of  his  life,  it  is  imposMble  not 
to  heave  a  sigh  at  the  asperity  of  his  fortune ; 
and  as  we  survey  the  records  of  his  mind,  it  ia 
easy  to  see,  that  out  of  auch  materiala  have  been 
reared  the  fiurvst  and  the  most  durable  of  dM 
monttmenta  of  geniua. 


THE  SONGS. 


Ths  poeby  of  Burns  has  been  referred  to  as  one  of  the  causes  which 
prerented  the  Scottish  language  from  falling  into  disuse.  It  was  beginning 
to  be  discontinued  as  vulgar,  even  as  the  medium  of  oral  communication ; 
and  an  obvious  consequence  of  that  state  of  the  public  taste  was,  that  the 
Scottish  songs,  sweetly  pathetic  and  expressive  as  many  of  them  are,  were 
not  fashionable,  but  rather  studiously  avoided.  The  publication  of  his 
poetry  changed  this  taste.  Burns,  followed  by  Scott,  not  merely  revived 
die  use  of  their  native  tongue  in  their  own  country,  but  gave  it  a  cur- 
rency in  the  polite  world  generally ;  an  effect  which  was  greatly  assisted  by 
Bums's  songs,  and  not  a  little  by  what  he  did  for  the  songs  of  his  prede- 
cessors. He  was  a  most  devoted  admirer  of  the  lyrical  effusions  of  the 
dden  time,  and  became  a  diligent  collector  of  the  ancient  words,  as  well 
as  of  the  sets  of  the  music  His  remarks,  historical  and  anecdotic,  upon 
die  several  songs,  are  amusing  and  instructive;  and  where  there  were 
blanks  to  be  supplied,  he  was  ready  as  powerful  at  a  refit  To  do  aU  thisy 
od  at  same  time  to  double  the  stock  of  Scottish  songs,  was  no  small  task ; 
and  so  well  has  it  been  executed,  that  in  place  of  forming  the  amusement 
and  delight  of  the  Scots  only,  they  have  become  a  part,  nay,  have  taken 
the  lead,  of  the  lyrical  compositions  used,  and  in  fashion,  throughout  the 
British  dominions.  It  is  because  of  their  intrinsic  worth,  as  a  branch  of 
elegant  amusement,  that  we  have  given  the  whole  here,  presented  in  two 
dudnct  parts  :-^The  first  part  contains  the  songs  hefort  Burns,  with  the 
remarks,  by  which  he  has  so  felicitously  illustrated  them. — The  second 
part  is  formed  of  his  own  songs,  and  which  are  now  brought  together,  in 
place  of  being  scattered  over,  and  mixed  with  the  prose  pieces,  as  hereto- 
fore.— The  whole  forming  a  complete  collection  of  fdcd  Scottish  Songt^ 
•Qch  as  cannot  fail  to  be  acceptable  to  the  lovers  of  good  taste,  and  inno- 
cent amusement  in  every  country. 
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[Tbi  poet  thu  writes  to  Bin.  Danbp : — <  I 
bad  IB  old  grand- ancle,  with  whom  my  mo- 
ther lived  awhile  in  her  girlish  yews;  the 
good  old  man,  for  such  he  was,  was  long 
blind  ere  he  died ;  during  which  time,  bis 
highest  enjoyment  was  to  sit  down  and  cry, 
while  my  mother  would  sing  the  simple  old 
song  of  The  Life  and  Agt  of  Man.*  The 
song,  as  here  giTen«  was  taken  down  from  the 
rteitatioB  of  the  poet's  mother,  who  had 
nerar  aeen  a  printed  copy  of  it, — and  had 
leaned  it  from  ktr  mother  in  early  yonth.] 

THE  LIFE  AND  AGE  OF  MAN : 

OE, 

A  iHOftT  BiscKirrioir  or  bis  WAToaB,  kiss 

AHD  FALL,  ACCOaDINO  TO  THE  TWELVE 
MOHTBS  or  THE  TEAK. 

l^nf-^MdeorKelL* 

Vrow  the  aisteen  hnnder  year, 

of  Qodand  fifty  three, 
Frae  Christ  wss  bom,  that  bought  us  deai^ 

as  writings  tsstifie; 
Oa  January  the  aizteenth  day, 

as  I  did  ly  alone^ 
IHth  many  a  sigh  and  sob  did  say, 

Ah!  1^ in  made  to  moan. 


JDmt  IVirfw,  that  esedlcat 

did  stand  up  me  before. 
And  aaid  to  me,  thou  must  provide 

this  lift  for  to  abhor: 
Tboa  iscat  what  things  are  goae  before, 

Yet  do  not  miss  to  remember  thia^ 
that  one  day  thou  must  die. 

Of  an  the  creatuTN  beariug  lifo 

reeall  back  to  thy  mind, 
Cttnsidsr  how  they  ebb  and  flow, 

each  diiag  in  their  own  kind  ; 
fat  fow  of  uen  have  such  a  strain, 

at  God  hath  given  to  thee ; 
Tbardbre  thia  lemon  keep  in  mindi— 

iVMBbcr  maa  to  diti 


Man's  course  on  earth  I  will  r^ort^ 

if  I  have  time  and  space ; 
It  may  be  long,  it  may  be  shorty 

as  God  hath  giv*n  him  grace. 
His  natur  to  the  herbs  compare^ 

that  in  the  ground  ly  dead  ; 
And  to  each  month  add  five  year, 

and  so  we  will  precede. 

The  first  five  years  then  of  man's  lifo 

compare  to  Januar ; 
In  all  that  time  but  sturt  and 

he  can  but  greet  and  roar. 
So  is  the  fields  of  flowers  all  bare, 

by  reason  of  the  frost ; 
Kept  in  the  ground  both  safo  and 

not  one  of  them  ia  lost. 


So  to  years  ten  I  shaD  Mpcak  thaD 

of  Febnur  but  lack ; 
The  cbiM  is  medc  and  weak 

nothing  can  undertake : 
So  all  the  flow*rs,  fi>r  lack  of  si 

no  springing  up  can  make. 
Yet  birda  do  sing  and  praise 

and  each  one  choose  their  mam. 


ihow'n. 


kiqg. 


Then  in  eomes  March,  that  ndblt  are^ 

with  wholesome  spring  and  air. 
The  child  doth  spring  to  yean  fifteon, 

with  viaage  fine  and  fiiir ; 
So  do  the  flow*n  with  aoftaniag  ahow'ia 

ay  spring  up  as  we  see  ; 
Yet  never&len  remembsr  this^ 

that  one  day  we  must  die. 

Then  bnve  Anril  doth  sweetly 

the  flow*n  do  foir  appear. 
The  child  ia  then  becoine  a  maa, 

to  the  age  of  twenty  year ; 
If  he  be  kind  and  well  inclin*d, 

and  brought  up  at  the  aebool. 
Then  men  may  know  if  he 

a  wise  man  or  a  ImL 

Then  eoaiath  May,  gillaBt  and  gifb 
wb«  frao'iat  iow*n  do  tkrivib 
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it  IIma  bceoBM  a  Biii» 

wtmtf  $ad  fttv: 

ii  lifii  doth  Mck  a  wUe, 

iBilyvtnto  •pend; 

B  abore  mid  peace  and  loTe, 

Be  wato  the  end ! 

rth  Jane  with  pleennt  tiine» 
ride  with  flow*n  are  dad, 
Me  brigfat  ia  at  hit  height^ 
m  then  are  glad : 
ppeere  of  thretty  yean, 
pnge  bold  and  etoat ; 
I  en  makes  him  to  go, 
.  ki  bath  no  donbt. 


with  hie  hot  dimei^ 
elant  in  hie  kind, 
iodi  thriye  to  thirty-fivey 
w  growe  in  mind  ; 
m  email  do  on  him  call, 
id  hmi  etnrt  and  etrifii ; 


pet  eld,  both  stoat  and  bold, 
ew^  do  stoutly  stand ; 
ifMie  to  ibrty  yean, 
iedem  end  command ; 
pronde  his  houee  to  guide, 
i  aid  fiunilie ; 
t  mies  t*  remember  thi% 
1 4»f  dM>a  most  die. 

*  tten  comes  with  hie  tnin, 
km  dte  flow*rs  to  fiule  ; 
I  Myre  b  forty-fiTe, 
MMtant,  wise,  and  staid. 
laoke  on,  how  youth  is  gone^ 
I  it  no  more  see ; 
W  eey,  both  night  and  day, 
■iqr,  Lord,  on  me ! 

Meet  comee  in  with  boest, 
ioea  the  flow*re  to  &11 ; 
loppcare  to  fifty  years, 
dotii  on  him  call : 
id  trae  doth  flourieh  hie, 
t  Crowe  man  we  see ; 
tnec  to  «e  this  line, 
MTpBan,  to  die. 

nraMkethfteldebare 
nt  of  gram^  and  com ; 
I  vrivce  tu  fifty-five, 
I  both  e'en  and  mom : 
if  oad  thighs,  without  disease, 
liai  to  eigh  and  say, 
■t  on  high  have  mind  on  me^ 
ra  MO  lor  to  die  I 

ftB  baith  eharp  and  snell, 
bap*n  creep  in  the  ground ; 
k'b  thfeesoore^  both  eick  and  aore, 
in  him  fimnd. 


Hie  ears  and  e*en,  and  teedi  of  baae^ 

all  theee  now  do  him  £ul ; 
Then  may  he  eay,  both  night  and  daji 

that  doith  ehall  him  aasaila 

And  if  there  be,  thro*  natur  eloat, 

eome  that  live  ten  years  more ; 
Or  if  he  creepeth  up  and  down, 

till  he  comes  to  fourscore ; 
Yet  all  this  time  ie  but  a  line^ 

no  pleasure  can  he  see : 
Then  may  he  eay,  both  night  and  dif» 

have  mercy.  Lord,  on  me ! 

Thue  have  I  shown  yon  as  I  can, 

the  coarse  of  all  mens*  life ; 
We  will  return  where  we  began, 

but  either  sturt  or  strife : 
Dame  MemorU  doth  take  her  leavc^ 

she*ll  last  no  more,  we  see ; 
God  grant  that  I  may  not  yon  griev% 

Ye*il  get  nee  nuir  of  me. 


BESS  THE  GAWKIE. 

This  song  shews  that  the  Scottish  Moaea  dM 
not  all  leave  ue  when  we  lost  Ramasy  and  Os* 
wald,*  as  I  have  good  reason  to  believe  that 
the  verses  and  music  are  both  posterior  to  tha 
days  of  these  two  gentlemen. — It  is  a  beautifal 
song,  and  in  the  genuine  Scots  taste.  We  have 
few  pastoral  compoeitione,  I  mean  the  paatoral 
of  nature,  that  are  equal  to  this.-*Boaiii. 

Bltthi  young  Bess  to  Jean  did  eaf. 
Will  ye  gang  to  yon  sunny  brae^ 
Where  flocks  do  feed  and  herds  do  strmj , 

And  sport  awhile  wi*  Jamie  ? 
Ah  na,  lass.  Til  no  gang  there^ 
Nor  about  Jamie  uk  nae  care. 
Nor  about  Jamie  tik  nae  care. 

For  he*s  taen  up  wi'  Maggy ! 

For  hark,  and  I  will  tell  you,  lasa, 
Did  I  not  see  your  Jamie  peas, 
Wi*  meikle  gladnem  in  hn  fere» 

Out  q*er  the  muir  to  Maggy. 
I  wat  he  gae  her  mony  a  kiss, 
And  Maggy  took  them  ne*er  amim ; 
*Tween  iika  smock,  pleaa*d  her  with  thii^ 

That  Bess  was  but  a  gawkle. 

For  when  a  civil  kiss  I  seek. 

She  turns  her  head,  and  thraws  her  cheek, 


•  Oiwald  was  a  mutioeeller  In  London,  about  llw 
year  1750.  He  publUhcd  n  large  collection  of  ScoCtkh 
tunes,  which  he  called  The  Ca/edonlam  Pocket  Comp^ 
ntom.  Mi.  Tytler  olKenre«,  that  hla  geniua  in  eompo* 
lition,  joined  to  hit  taste  in  the  pcrfurmanee  of  SooC- 
tiih  muiie,  was  natural  and  pathetic.  This  song  has 
been  imputed  to  a  clergyman— Mr.  Morehead  of  Uir 
A  m  Galloway. 
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And  for  an  Hour  Att*ti  ■earcely  vptak ; 

Who'd  not  call  her  a  gawkie? 
But  aure  my  Maggie  haa  mair  teine^ 
She*U  gie  a  acore  without  ofienc^ ; 
Now  gie  me  ane  anto  the  meoaet 

And  ye  ahall  be  my  dawtie. 

O,  Jamie,  ye  ha*e  mony  tane^ 
But  I  will  never  itand  for  ane. 
Or  twa,  when  we  do  meet  again ; 

Sae  ne*er  think  me  a  gawkie. 
Ah,  na,  laa^  that  ne'er  can  be. 
Sic  thooghta  aa  thete  are  hr  firom  mc^ 
Or  ony  ^t  aweet  fiice  that  tee, 

£*er  to  think  thee  a  gawkie. 

Bat  whiaht !— -nae  mair  of  thia  we'll  apeak, 
For  yonder  Jamie  does  ua  meet ; 
Inateid  of  Meg  he  kiai'd  aae  aweet, 
I  trow  he  Ukea  the  gawkie. 

0  dear  beta,  I  hardly  knew, 

When  I  came  by,  your  gown  sae  new, 

1  think  you've  got  it  wat  wi'  dew  ; 

Qnoth  ahe,  ^t*a  like  a  gawkie : 

It*a  wat  wi'  dew,  and  'twill  get  rain. 
And  rU  get  gowna  when  it  is  gane^ 
Sae  yon  may  gang  the  gate  you  eame^ 

And  tdl  it  to  your  dawtie. 
The  guilt  appear*d  in  Jamie'a  cheek ; 
He  cry'd,  O  cruel  maid,  but  sweet, 
If  I  should  gai^  anither  gate, 

I  ne'er  could  meet  my  dawtie. 

The  laases  iaat  frac  him  they  flew. 
And  left  poor  Jamie  sair  to  roe, 
That  erer  Maggy'a  Cue  he  knew. 

Or  yet  ca*d  Bern  a  gawkie. 
Aa  thqr  went  o*er  the  muir  they  aang ; 
The  hilb  and  dales  with  echoes  rang. 
The  htUa  and  dalca  with  echoes  mng, 

Gang  •*«  tha  muir  to  Maggy  ! 


FAIR  ANNIE  OF  LOCHROYAN. 

(oaioiKAL  aova  or-^an  ontK  mi  dook, 
Lonn  aaEooar). 

It  ia  aomewhat  aingular,  that  in  Lanark, 
Renfrew,  Ayr,  Wigton,  Kirkcudbright,  and 
Dumfrica-shirea,  there  ia  acaroely  an  old  song 
or  tune  which,  from  the  title,  &c  can  be  gae»- 
aad  to  belong  to,  or  be  the  production  of  these 
eountica.  This,  I  ooojecture,  ia  one  of  these 
vay  lew ;  as  the  ballad,  which  ia  a  long  one, 
ia  called  both  by  tradition  and  in  printed  collec- 
tiona,  7%€  Lou  o'  ZocAroyon,  which  I  take  to 
be  Loehroyan  in  Galloway.— Bu ana. 

SwEKT  Annie  bu3t  a  bonnie  ahip. 

And  aeC  her  on  the  aea ; 
The  aaib  were  a'  of  the  damask  silk. 

The  aaala  ofailrcr  frea. 


The  gladnoroe  watera  sung  bdoar. 
And  the  sweet  wind  song 

Make  way  fur  Annie  of  Lochfnyao^ 
She  comes  to  sedc  her  knre. 

A  gentle  wind  came  with  a  awtcp» 

And  stretched  her  silken  sail. 
When  up  there  came  a  reaver  mda^ 

With  many  a  about  and  hail : 
O  touch  her  not,  my  marincra  a'. 

Such  lovelincM  goes  free ; 
Bfake  way  for  Annie  of  Loduvjraa, 

She  seeks  Lord  Grq;orie. 


The  moon  looked  out  with  all  her 

The  ship  moved  merrily  on. 
Until  she  caane  to  a  castle  high. 

That  all  aa  diamonds  shone : 
On  every  tower  there  streamed  a  Ugh% 

On  the  middle  tower  shone  three 
Move  for  that  tower  my  anaiioers  a*. 

My  love  keeps  watch  for  mt. 

She  took  her  young  son  in  her  ano% 

And  on  the  deck  ahe  atood^ 
The  wind  rose  with  an  angry  guu^ 

The  sea  wave  wakened  rude. 
Oh  open  the  door,  Lord  Gregory,  lavt; 

Oh  open  and  let  me  in ; 
The  aea  foam  hangs  in  my  yellow  hair. 

The  surge  dreeps  down  my  chin. 

All  for  thy  sake,  Lord  Gregory,  lov% 

I  have  sailed  the  periloua  way. 
And  thy  fur  son  ia  tween  my  biuaal^ 

And  he*II  be  dead  ere  day. 
The  foam  hang*  on  the  lopaMat  dii( 

The  fires  run  on  the  sky. 
And  hear  you  not  your  tme  lovu'a  tmb^ 

And  her  aweet  baby 'a  cry  f 


Fair  Annie  turned  her  lound  afaoat, 

And  tean  began  to  flow— i 
May  never  a  baby  suck  a  breaat 

Wi*  a  heart  sae  fou  of  wocb 
Take  down,  take  down  that  ailvcr 

Set  op  a  maat  of  tree. 
It  does  nae  become  a  foraakea  dama 

To  aail  aae  ro)'aUiab 


Oh  read  my  dream,  my  BMlhcr, 

I  heard  a  sweet  babe  greet. 
And  saw  foir  Annia  of  LochrayaB 

Lie  cauld  dead  at  my  feet. 
And  krad  and  knid  his  mother  liughai" 

Oh  sightu  mair  sore  than  aleep, 
I  saw  fair  Annie,  and  heard  her  mkh 

And  her  baby  wail  and 


O  he  went  down  to  yon  acu  aida 

As  fast  as  he  oould  fore. 
He  saw  foir  Annie  and  her  awcct  bsH 

But  tha  wild  wind  toaasd  them  lairs 
And  hey  Annie,  and  how  Annisb 

And  Annie  winna  yu  hida  ? 


lad^  ud  hmr  Annie, 


wtati  loud,  tilt  «■  gnw  nogk, 
f  mnk  nigh  the  Aon, 
I  leuad  thnngh  the  Igun, 


'  aOSLIN  CASTLE. 


Ulilto  On 
wiU't  own  coilHiioB  al  8wt>  tum, 
Mm  u  Uteris  to  thoM  he  binueU 
Wdosnoi  niks  Ih*  ItHt  olai 


Aatmtaaeltitjar, 
&h^  gif  tad  nri«  ippcv, 

a,  vHb  at  nornint  ny, 

"a  llini  ml  Iht  ihtpbtnl  mo^ 
Md  dila  with  Nuojr  rusf  j 
Ab  Cudc  bawd  the  amia, 
d  Wck  th*  cWrfal  alnia. 

fMl  Um  ^  tba  breatlihig  ipna^ 

IJm  tbcvool  thront 
m  Bmiiiig  with  ■  Hng  ; 
laka  thg  ebceifiil  Uj, 


K'd  wnrbla  turwa  hia  laj ; 
f  flvH  tha  nTiah'd  throog, 

r  ittU  from  Vannf '•  c}« ; 


KM  IM 

0 1  emu,  my  lore  !  thf  Calio't  1^ 

With  r^tun  ealla,  O  Doma  anf ! 

CoBHi  while  tha  Hiua  thii  wnal^  ibill  tvba 

Anaod  that  modat  brow  of  thin*  t 

O !  hither  baitr,  and  with  that  hfing 

"HLat  heauCjr  bloomiiq  like  tha  >piiBf  i 

Thoae  gnoea  that  dirioaly  ihina. 

And  charm  lliia  rariah'd  bnaat  of  miDi  t 


Thii  Kng  for  (vnuine  humoi 
and  livtljr  origioaiitr  in  the  air,  it  iin[ 
'  ■  '  I  it  la  he  »ery  eld — Bd» 


Saw  va  Johnnie  csmmln  ?  qno'  a 
O  atw  ye  JahnBiaeumiain,  qao'  al 


Fee  him,  fithn',  fat  him,  qaoT  ite| 

Fee  him,  dthrr,  fee  bin : 
For  ba  if  a  gillant  lid. 


And  1  hae  ntne  to  pt  him* 
I  hte  twa  aarlu  into  niT  hiat. 

And  tK  o'  thno  rjl  fie  him. 
And  bra  mark  of  mtir  fas 

Dinoa  itand  wi'  hira,  quo'  dv ; 

Dinna  itand  wi'  him. 


CLOUT  THE  CALDRON. 


•acood  Biebop  Chiiholm,  of  Dunblane,  mad 
•f ,  that  if  he  wen  going  to  be  haind,  no- 
thing would  iooChe  hia  mind  ao  mneh  b^  tba 
mf ,  H  to  hear  Cfn/  lit  Oilibm  pUjcd. 


BURNSr  WOBK& 


I  heft  met  witL  aaodMr  IndLliom  that  the 
cU  Mw  t0  this  tnoe^ 

Hm  f9  OBJ  poti  or  ptH^ 
Or  OHM  braken  dian]<r% 

WW  eompoted  on  one  of  the  Kenmiire  fiunily,  in 
tiie  GtTalier  tunei ;  and  alloded  to  an  amovr  h» 
bad,  while  ondo'  biding,  in  the  diaguiee  of  an 
itinerant  tinker.  The  air  is  aho  known  by  the 
name  of 

The  Blackanitb  and  bis  Apron, 

which  fimn  the  ryfAjnn,  teeni  to  have  been  a 
line  of  some  old  song  to  the  tone.     Bnaws. 

Hati  yon  any  pots  or  pans^ 

Or  any  brdcen  chandlers  ? 
I  am  a  tinkler  to  my  tnule, 

And  newly  come  frae  Flanders, 
As  scant  of  siller  as  of  grace. 

Disbanded,  we're  a  bad  ran ; 
Oar  tell  the  lady  of  the  plare^ 

Fm  come  to  ckmt  her  caldron. 

Fd  adrit,  didlt,  didk,  he. 

Madsm,  if  yon  bare  wark  ibr  me^ 

ril  do't  to  your  contentment. 
And  dinna  ears  a  si^^  flie 

For  any  man's  resentment ; 
For,  lady  fiur,  though  I  appear 

To  eT*ry  aoe  a  tinkler, 
Yet  to  yonrsel  I*m  bauld  to  teO, 

I  am  a  gentle  jioker. 

/''a  adrift  didtt^  ditOe,  ke. 

Lore  Jupiter  into  a  swan 

Tura'd  for  bis  kirely  Leda ; 
He  like  a  bull  o*er  meadows  ran. 

To  carry  afT  Earopa. 
Then  may  not  I,  as  well  as  bc^ 

To  cheat  your  Argos  blinker. 
And  win  tout  lore,  like  mighty  Jore^ 

Thus  bide  me  in  a  tinkler  ? 

JTa  adrU,  didUf  didti,  Sic 

Sir,  ye  appear  a  cunning  man. 

But  this  fine  pbt  you'll  fiulin, 
For  there  is  neither  pot  nor  pan 

Of  mine  yon*ll  drive  a  nail  in. 
Then  bind  your  budget  onyoor  bock, 

And  naab  up  in  your  apron. 
For  Trt  a  tinkler  under  tick 

That's  us*d  to  clout  my  caklron. 
mdru,  didkfdidkt  Iw. 


the  original  one,  b«t  Am^  il 
deal  of  merits  it  is  not  qoile  ~ 
BuawB. 


Saw  ye  nse  my  Peggy, 
Saw  ye  nae  my  Feggy, 
Saw  ye  nae  my  Feggy, 

Coming  o'er  the  Im  ? 
Sure  a  finer  creature 
Ne'er  was  ferm'd  by  natora^ 
So  complete  each  feature^ 

So  dirine  is  she. 

O !  bow  Peggy  rhamw  mt  i 
Erery  look  stiU  warms  me  ; 
Erery  thought  alarms  ma^ 

Lett  she  lore  nae  me. 
P^gy  doth  diaooter 
Nought  but  charma  all  Ofvcr; 
Nature  bid*  roe  lore  her, 

That's  a  kw  to  me. 

Who  would  leave  a  hyver. 
To  become  a  roirer? 
No,  ni  ne'er  give  over, 

'Till  I  happy  be. 
For  aince  lore  in^ircs  m% 
Aa  her  beauty  tree  me^ 
And  her  abamce  tires  ma^ 

Nought  can  ploaae  but  aha^ 

When  I  hope  to  gain  bar. 
Fate  seems  to  deUin  bar, 
Cou'd  I  but  obtain  bar. 
Happy  wou'd  I  be ! 
I'll  ly  down  befoie  bar. 
Bless,  sigh,  and  adore  btr. 
With  faint  kwks  impkm  ber, 
*TiU  sbe  pity 


SAW  TB  NAE  MY  PEOOY? 

Tmm  cbarmingioag  is  much  older,  and  in- 
deed snperior,  to  Psmmy's  verses,  **  Tk§  Toa§i,'* 
as  he  calk  them.    There  is  another  aet  of  the 


The  original  wordi^  Ibr  they  eui 
called  vemcs,  seem  to  be  as  &iUowb  ;  a 
miliar  from  the  cradle  to  every  Soattisk 

Saw  ye  my  Msggisb 
Saw  ye  my  Meggies 
Saw  ye  my  Maggie^ 
Linkin  o'er  the  Ian? 


High  knted  was  aba. 

High  killed  waa  Bbe» 
High  kUted  was  she. 
Her  coat  abooa  bar 


What  mark  baa  yov  Ua^g/kt 

Wbat  mark  has  yo«r  blaggisb 
What  mark  has  your  Maggie^ 
That  ana  may  ban  Ui  eef  (ly) 


Though  it  by  BO 
best  venes  to  an  air 


IbloWBlbBl 

lust.  Car  that 
the  original  eoog;  yet  I  tsk*  tbia 

which  I  have  quoted  part,  to  be  tba  old  , 

-.».«.».....«..     .«.•  «  m-rn^m^  ^  «.  »i.Tbe  two  eongi  in  je«iianf,  aoe  of  tbanavW 
wordib  nii^oldcr8till,aadwbiebItak»tobe|deatlyUiMrB,«aMvwtobemiwiliiiB*i 
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obdt  of  onr  peanotiy ;  wbile  that 
!  Iikt  to  be  tbe  old  loog,  ii  in  everjr 
!*■  Bouth.  Itamtajf,  I  tuppotet  Ium! 
the  old  Tenet  unworthy  of  a  pbice  in 


»AE  RUB  HER  0*£R  WF  STRAE. 

nU^cndent  that  the  fint  foar  linee  of 
I  an  part  of  a  eong  more  ancient  than 
%  beautiful  venet  which  are  annexed  to 
la  nneic  it  the  language  of  nature ;  and 
particularly  tongii,  are  alwaya  leet  or 
■liaed  (if  I  may  lie  allowed  the  verb) 

of  the  modificatitiiit  of  time  and  place, 
bt  reaion  why  to  many  of  our  Scott  airt 
dived  their  original,  and  perhapt  many 
1^  aeta  of  vertee ;  except  a  single  name, 
mt  or  lometimet  one  or  two  linet,  timply 
nith  the  tunea  by. 

ua  day  among  people  who  know  nothing 
fKj\  vertet,  the  followmg  it  the  ton§, 
tbo  aoog  that  ever  I  heard :— Buavs. 


a  bonnie  laitie, 
ler  a  kiti  and  let  her  gae ; 
ye  meet  a  dirty  htcxie, 
gtr  tub  her  o*er  wi*  atrae. 

I  rab  her,  mb  her,  rub  her, 
git  rub  her  o*er  wi*  ttrae : 
ym  meet  a  dirty  hiaie, 
or  nib  her  o*er  wi*  ttrae. 


t  to  Pentland*t  tow'ring  tap, 
d  beneath  great  wreatha  of  tnaw, 
ca  dengh,  ilk  tear,  and  tlap, 
Igh  at  ony  Roman  wa.' 

;  Atir  bawt  firae  whint  or  tee, 
t*a  BO  nae  guwfisrt  to  be  teen ; 
■Hf  fowk  wyiing  a-jee 
bf  iit  biiiili  on  Tamton*t  green. 

iaf  on  coalt,  and  ripe  the  rihe, 
boek  the  hoote  baith  butt  and  ben ; 
■tdbkin  ttowp  it  hade  but  dribt, 
1  kl*t  get  in  the  tappit  hen. 

Imt  beat  keept  oot  the  eauld, 
drivca  away  the  winter  toon  ; 
■  a  man  baith  gat(  md  bauld, 
iHnvca  hia  aaul  beyond  the  moon. 

0  Ae  godt  your  ilka  eare, 
iC  they  think  w  worth  their  while, 
in  A  rowth  of  blettinga  tpare, 
h  will  onr  finhioua  fcara  beguile. 

rt  Aey  bavo  a  mind  to  dob 

vfll  die?  do.  ahookl  we  gang  wood ; 


If  diey  command  the  ttormt  to  blaw, 
Then  npo*  tight  the  hailttaina  thud 


Bnt  toon  at  ere  they  cry,  **  Be  quiet,* 

The  blatt'ring  winda  dare  nae  mair  mOTe, 

But  cour  into  their  cavea,  and  wait 
The  high  command  of  auprane  ievfc 


Let  neitt  day  come  at  it  thinkt  fit. 
The  pnstent  minute*t  only  ourt ; 

On  pleaMire  let*t  employ  our  wit, 
And  laugh  at  fortune*t  fickle  po 

Be  ture  jre  dinna  quat  the  grip 
Of  ilka  joy  when  ye  are  young. 

Before  auld  age  your  vitalt  nip, 
And  lay  ye  twa£tld  o*er  a  rung. 


Sweet  youth*t  a  blythe  and  hearttome  tint ) 
Then,  lads  and  lamiet,  while  it*8  May, 

Gae  pou  the  gowan  in  itt  prime^ 
Before  it  wither  and  decay. 

Watch  the  eaft  minutee  of  delyte^  • 

When  Jenny  tpeakt  beneath  her  bi«ath» 

And  kiitea,  laying  a*  the  wyte 
On  )'ou,  if  the  kepp  ony  tkaith. 

«  Haith.  ye*re  ilUbred,'*  8he*U  troning  tay| 
"  Ye*ll  worry  me,  ye  greedy  rook ;" 

Syne  firac  your  arma  the^l  rin  away. 
And  hide  hertell  in  tome  dark  nook. 

Her  laugh  will  lead  you  to  the  place 
Where  lice  the  happinett  you  wanl^ 

And  plainly  tftllt  you  to  your  Ujot, 
Nineteen  nay-tayt  are  haff  a  grant. 

Now  to  her  heaving  boeom  cling. 

And  twectly  toolie  for  a  kitt. 
Free  her  fair  finger  whop  a  ring, 

At  taiken  of  a  future  bleit. 

Thete  bennitons,  Fm  very  ture^ 
Are  of  the  goda*  indolent  grant ; 

Then,  turly  carlea,  whisht,  forbear 
To  plague  ua  with  your  vdiinii^  etat. 


THE  LASS  O'  UVISTON. 


Thi  old  tong,  in  three  eight-line  etaam^  ii 
well  known,  and  hat  merit  at  to  wit  and  ka- 
mour ;  but  it  it  rather  unfit  for  intertion.-— It 
begins, 

Thi  bonnie  lata  o*  LivittoD, 

Her  name  ye  ken,  her  name  ye  kti\i 

And  the  hat  written  in  her  eootnoty 
To  lie  her  lane^  to  lie  her  laatw 


Lil 


,05  BDRN8'  WORKS. 

THE  LAST  TIME  I^CAME  O'ER  THE  \n^^:::^j:^  ^^iJ^f^ 


RaHIAT  SmoJ  th*  But  Kb«  of  Ihii        , 
rUch  hrf  bte"  piwemd  m  lJ»  till"  «  il«   ^  ,„ 
■  tkeneooipowitlKnUofdif        j 

Th»b»dw.Jil»fin«|(j,^j, 


.„ ^..^Eoglnh        ,...., 

witb  u  i*»  fore*"  to  the  .pint  of  Ibe  old  m  c. 
TlxR  old  liilw  of«oi^  oonwx  n</  litui  oJI, 
jt  win  gramll)'  b«  (bona  to  Ih  quite  m  llii 
■pirit  gf  die  »ir.— Bumi. 

Th«  l»t  liDM  I  »IM  o'«r  the  mnir, 

I  left  ny  low  behind  me: 
Yr»w'n  !  wlat  pan  do  I  aian. 

When  »t^  idee*  mind  m*. 
Snon  u  tke  niddy  mora  d'npli]'  a 

The  beimiBg  i'J  emuing, 
1  mat  bctiraa  m;  kxrel;  nuid, 

I,  Bt  retiwti  fcr  wooing. 

BHteith  the  enolli^  ihade  we  U/, 

GiiiDg  ind  chHtclr  iponiag ; 

We  knt'd  and  promi^'d  time  aw»J. 

Till  Bight  tfitul  her  black  cumin : 
I  pilicd  all  btneath  the  •kin, 
,  Ev'b  kinea,  when  abe  va3  nlgb  m*  i 
In  raptuR*  i  beheld  her  eya, 
Which  could  but  ill  ilcor  me. 

EbonU  I  be  eali'd  where  eannooa  row. 
Where  mortal  "leel  may  woond  me ; 

Or  caat  opoo  aome  fiirelpi  ahore. 
Where  (Ungen  maj  iuitoumI  me  J 

Yet  bopei  agaio  lo  aee  my  lo»^ 
To  but  on  glowiof  hiw* 


In  all  my  aoul  tbere'i  not  ou  pl«» 

To  let  a  rival  entw ; 
Sioee  ibm  eiecla  in  ev'ry  grace, 

In  her  my  lora  nhall  antra. 
Sooner  th*  ie»  ihall  eeaB  to  Bow, 

Their  wa««  ihe  Alpa  iball  eo*er  j 
On  Grtenlud'a  iee  ihill  roMi  grow, 

Before  I  ceno  to  lore  her. 

rh»  Belt  lime  I  gang  o'rr  the  muir, 

She  ihlll  a  !««  find  ne  ; 
^nd  that  my  faith  ia  Gim  and  pure. 

Though  i  lefi  her  behiojl  m*. 
Then  Hymen*!  eacrad  homli  •ball  cblii 

Hy  heart  to  her  (air  boaom ; 
There,  wbUa  my  being  doa  mnun, 

If  7  km  Don  freah  ahall  blsawB. 


JOHWHY-8  GRAY  BREEKS. 


rai  in  tar  ae'stacn  yim, 
•Iih  blyihe  as]  hooBy, 
I  kw'd  me  hoiih  hi  nd  mv, 
ao'd  nue  but  Johnny : 


■  apake  ae  Uydu  aul  kindly  ; 
I  made  him  new  gray  biKh^ 
That  fitted  Ud  moat  finely. 

«  wu  »  handeume  fcOow  ( 
Hb  hamour  waa  bcith  bank  aad  B 

[ia  honny  kickt  aae  yellow. 

Like  gowd  they  gliller'd  in  my  « 1 
[ii  dimpl'd  chio  ud  rvj  chcdu. 

And  fcce  mo  lur  and  raddy; 
,«!  then  a^Uyl  bit  pay  bnA« 

Wm  neither  auU  nor  daddy. 

iJl  now  they're  threadbare  war*, 

They'ra  wid«  than  they  wont  la  I 
rbryre  laihrd-like,'  and  aair  lor^ 

And  clouted  sir  on  ilk*  kne*. 
lot  gin  1  had  a  aimmcr'a  day, 

At  I  hare  had  right  mooy, 
'd  make  ■  weh  n'  new  gray. 

To  be  bTMka  to  ay  Johnny. 


For  he'a  weel  iroi 
And  better  gin 

And  I'll  tak  paini 


hadlogie. 


To  dead  him  weel  ahall  he  my  tut, 
And  pleMe  him  l'  my  aOdy  ; 

ilat  be  maun  wear  the  auld  pur 
Awei,  tha'ibtybeduddy. 

For  when  the  Ud  waa  in  bk  pria* 
Like  him  lb«n  waa  HB  aooy 

He  ca'd  me  aye  hie  bonny  thing, 
S«  wba  wou'd  u  lo'e  Johnny  T 

3a  I  lo'e  Johony'i  gray  bnek% 
-     «•  the  care  lhey'»»  gi'en  a* 
ID  we  lin  anithei  year. 


»  eosehide,— Ma  grqr  breck^ 

■ing  them  ap  wi'  aiith  tod  | 

.  luck  ta  a'  the  gray  Meha, 

_it  (huw  themvlb  upo'  the  km 

And  if  wi'  health  I'm  tpued, 

A'  wee  while  a  I  «B»y, 
1  iball  hia  them  pnpand, 
Aa  weel  u  ony  ihal"!  o"  gny. 


II  tlui  baa  oeitainly  eetry  erideDOt  at 
cotliu  air,  yet  thern  i 
wag  in  Ihe  Moith  it 
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KAY  EVF    OB  KATE  OF  ABERDEEN. 

Katx  of  Aberdeen,  is,  I  beliere,  the  work  of 
poor  Cttnniogh«iii  the  pliyer  ;  of  whom  the  foU 
lowiog  anecdote,  though  told  before,  deserves  a 
recital.  A  Ut  dignitary  of  the  churnh  coming 
past  Cunningham  one  Sunday  as  the  poor  poet 
was  buiy  plying  a  fi«hing-rod  in  some  stream 
near  Durham,  hu  native  country,  his  reverence 
reprimanded  Cunningham  very  severely  for  such 
an  occupation  on  stuch  a  day.  The  poor  poet, 
with  that  iooffiettsive  gentleness  of  manners  which 
was  his  peculiar  characteristic,  replied,  that  he 
hoped  God  and  his  reverence  would  forgive  his 
seeming  pro&nity  of  that  sacred  day,  **ashe  had 
ao  dituur  to  ea#,  but  what  lay  at  the  bottom  of 
that  pool  r  This,  Mr.  Woods,  the  player,  who 
knew  Cunningham  well,  and  esteemed  him  much, 
Miuiul  me  was  true. — BuaNs. 

X  silver  moon*s  enamourM  beam, 

Steab  softly  through  the  night, 
To  wanton  with  the  winding  stream. 

And  kiss  reflected  light 
To  beds  of  state  go  balmy  sleep, 

(*Tb  where  yonVe  seldom  been), 
May's  vigil  while  the  shepherds  keep 

With  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! 

Upon  the  gresi>  4ie  virgins  wait, 

In  rosy  chaplets  gay. 
Till  mcMii  unbar  her  golden  gate^ 

And  give  the  promisM  May. 
Mafchinks  I  hear  the  maids  declare 

The  promisM  May,  when  seen. 
Not  half  ao  fragrant,  half  so  fair, 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen  ! 

Strike  up  the  tabor*s  boldest  notes, 

Well  rouse  the  nodding  grove ; 
Hie  nested  birds  shall  raise  their  throats, 

And  hail  the  maid  I  love : 
And  see     the  matin  lark  mistakes, 

He  quits  the  tufted  green  ; 
Food  lard !  *tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

'TIS  Kate  of  Aberdeen  ! 

Now  lightsmne  o*er  the  level  mead. 

Where  midnight  Juries  rove, 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  well  lead. 

Or  tone  the  reed  to  love : 
For  see  the  rosy  May  draws  nigh. 

She  claims  a  virgin  queen ; 
Aad  hark,  the  happy  shepherds  cry, 

•• 'TIS  Kate  of  Aberdeen  r 


THE  LASS  OF  PATIE'S  MILL. 

Iw  StfuAuVf  StatisiiealJoeouni  of  ScoOand, 
Aii  song  is  localised  (a  verb  I  mtut  use  £Dr  want 
af  another  to  express  my  idea)  somewhere  in  the 
North  of  Scotland,  and  likewise  is  claimed  by 


Ayrshire.»-The  following  aoeodote  I  had  from 
the  present  Sir  William  Cunningham,  of  Robert- 
land,  who  had  it  from  the  last  John,  Elorl  of 
Loudon. — The  then  Earl  of  Loudon,  fiitber  to 
Earl  John,  before  mentioned,  had  Ramsay  at 
Loudon,  and  one  day  walking  together  by  the 
banks  of  Irvine  water,  near  New-Mills,  at  a 
place  yet  called  Patie*s  Mill,  they  were  struck 
with  Uie  appearance  of  a  beautiful  country  girl. 
His  lordship  observed,  that  she  would  be  a  fine 
theme  for  a  song — Allan  lagged  behind  in  re> 
turning  to  Loudon  Castle,  and  at  dinner  prodi^ 
ed  this  identical  song.— -BuaNs. 

The  lass  of  Patie  s  mill, 

So  bonny,  blythe,  and  i[fay, 
Li  spite  of  tX\  my  skill, 

She  stole  my  heart  away. 
When  tedding  of  tlie  hay, 

Bare-headed  on  the  green. 
Love  *midst  her  locks  did  play. 

And  wanton*d  in  her  een. 

Her  arms  white,  round,  and  smffot^ 

Breasts  rising  in  their  dawn. 
To  age  it  would  give  youth, 

To  press  *em  with  his  hand : 
Thro*  all  my  spirits  ran 

An  ecstasy  of  bliss. 
When  I  such  sweetness  fiuid 

Wrapt  in  a  balmy  kiss. 

Without  the  help  of  art. 

Like  flowers  which  grace  the  wild, 
She  did  her  sweets  impart. 

Whene'er  she  spoke  or  smil*d. 
Her  looks  they  were  so  mild, 

Free  from  afifected  pride. 
She  me  to  love  b^nil  d  ; 

I  wish'd  her  for  my  bride. 

O  had  I  all  that  wealtfi, 

HorxTON*s  high  mountains  *  fill, 
Insur'd  lang  life  and  health. 

And  pleasure  at  my  will ; 
I*d  promise  and  fulfil. 

That  none  but  bonny  she. 
The  lass  of  Patie's  mill 

ShoH*d  share  the  same  wi*  ma. 


THE  TURNIMSPIKE. 

Tbi&i  is  a  stanza  of  this  excellent  song  fin- 
local  humour,  omitted  in  this  sef^— where  I  havv 
placed  the  •Bteriaow.f 

HiaaiLL  pe  highland  thentleman, 
Pe  aold  as  Pothwell  Prig,  man ; 


*  Thiity-thrse  miles  south-west  of  Edinburgh, 
idMtc  the  Earl  of  Hopetooli  mines  are. 

t  Bums  had  placed  the  aatertsms  between  the  9th 
ana  10th  vcTMs.    The  verse  is  here  restored. 
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A»d  aoBf  altenftioai  MM 
Amaqg  te  UwIsliI  whjg ,  ma. 

Fint  wben  lier  to  the  itwbnds  etme^ 
Naioad  wm  driyiog  cow,  nun ; 

There  was  nae  lawi  abooft  him't  nerae^ 
About  the  praeka  or  treira»  man. 

Nainadl  did  wear  the  phOabeg. 

The  plaid  pridc*t  on  her  ahonder ; 
The  guid  claymore  hung  pe  her  pelt, 

De  piitol  aharg*d  wi*  ponder. 

But  for  whereaa  theee  caned  preeka, 
Wherewith  man's  nerae  be  locket, 

O  hon !  that  e*er  she  saw  the  dajl 
For  a*  her  houghs  be  prokit 

Evcrj  ting  in  de  highhmds  now 

Pe  tum*d  to  alteration ; 
The  aodger  dwell  at  our  door>aheek. 

And  tat*s  te  great  vexation. 

Scotland  be  tum*t  a  Ningland  now, 
An*  laws  pring  on  de  eager ; 

Nainaell  wad  durk  him  for  hia  deed% 
But  oh !  ahe  fear  te  aodger. 

Anither  law  came  after  dat, 

Me  never  saw  de  like,  man ; 
Thejr  mak  a  lang  road  on  de  crund, 

And  ca'  him  Ttamiwupike,  man. 

An'  wow !  she  pe  a  penny  road, 
Like  Louden  ooro-rigs,  man ; 

Where  twa  carts  may  gang  on  her. 
An*  no  preak  itlm  legs  »>*». 

They  sharge  •  penny  for  ilka  horse, 
(In  troth,  they'll  no  pe  sheaper) ; 

For  nought  but  gaen  upo'  the  enind, 
And  uey  gie  me  a  paper. 

3%€y  iak  ih§  korm  Men  p^  Ukead, 
And  Icre  tejf  wiak  her  aton,  mm ; 

Mk  tell  fern,  ««  hat  Mtm  it  dap^ 
Ttjf  had  ma  tie  eomwum*,  man. 

Nne  doubt,  Nainaell  maun  traw  hia  purse. 
And  pay  tem  what  him  likes,  man ; 

ni  see  a  shudgment  on  his  toor ; 
Tat  filthy  Tumunspike^  man. 

B«t  111  awn  to  the  Highland  hiUa, 
Where  to*il  a  ane  dare  tarn  her, 

Aad  no  cone  near  your  Tnniim8pik% 
Unlaaa  it  pe  to  pum  her. 


mOHLAMD  LADDB. 


As  thia  was  a  fiiTonrite  theme 
Seottiah  moaes,  there  are  aereral  aire  and  aooga 
of  that  name.  That  whidi  I  take  to  be  the 
oldest,  is  to  be  found  in  the  Mimeal  MmttMrn, 
beginning,  I  hat  ftecn  at  Croohit-dtu, 

I  HAi  been  at  CrookU-dtu,* 

My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie ; 

Viewing  Willie  and  his  men. 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 

There  our  foes  that  burnt  and  slew. 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie ; 

There,  at  last,  they  gat  their  due. 
My  bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddiew 

Satan  sits  in  his  black  neuk. 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ; 

Breaking  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke, 
My  bonnie  laddie^  Highland  laddie : 

The  bluidy  monster  gae  a  yell. 
My  bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ; 

And  loud  the  laugh  gaed  round  a*  hdl ! 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddiew 

One  of  my  reasons  is,  that  Oawald  haa  it  in  hia 
collection  by  the  name  of  7^  amU  BlgUamd 
Laddie, — It  is  also  known  by  the  aaaae  of 
Jingian  Jiihnie,  which  is  a  well  known  aoog  of 
four  or  five  staosas,  and  seems  to  be  an  earlier 
song  than  Jacobite  times.  Asa  proof  of  this^  it 
ia  little  known  to  the  peasantry  by  the  aaaae  ef 
Highland  Laddie;  while  every  body  kaowa 
JingloM  Johmie,     The  aong  b^ma, 

Jinglan  John,  the  meickle  man. 

He  met  wi'  a  lasa  waa  Uythe  and  boaaie. 

Another  Higland  Laddie  ia  alao  ia  the  Jfb- 
asMR,  vol.  ▼.  which  I  take  to  be  RaaiaBy*a  ori- 
ginal, as  he  haa  borrowed  the  choma  **  O  aqr 
bomme  HipUamd  hd,  ^*'  It  eonaiato  «f  thne 
stansaa,  bmides  the  chorns  ;  and  haa  kanonr  ia 
its  composition—it  ia  an  ezeeUcat  but  eooMwhat 
licentious  aong. — It  bcgina, 


Aa  I  cam  o'er  Caimcy-Mouat, 
And  down  amang  the  bloomiag 


heather,  ttc 


This  air,  and  the  common  HigMamd  Laddit, 
eeem  only  to  be  diflerent  seta. 

Another  Highland  Laddie,  alao  ia  the  Jf«* 
tenm,  vol.  v.  is  the  tune  of  several  Jacobite  frag 
meota.— >One  of  these  old  songs  to  it,  only  i 
as  far  as  I  know,  in  these  four 


Where  hae  ye  been  a*  day. 

Bonnie  laddW,  Highland 
Down  the  back  o*  Bell's  brae, 

Courtin  Maggie^  coortin  Maggia^ 


•  A 
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THE  BLAITHRIE  0*T. 

Tux  following  it  •  Ml  of  this  ■oog^  which 
^  H  the  eaiiiett  wng  I  remember  to  hare  got  hj 
Wart.     When  a  duU,  an  old  woman  sung  it  to 
and  1  picked  it  np*  erery  word»  at  fint 


O  WiLLT  wed  I  mind,  I  lent  yoa  my  hand. 
To  sing  you  a  tong  which  yon  did  me  command ; 
But  my  memory*!  so  bad,  I  had  almost  forgot 
That  yon  call*d  it  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 

ni  not  sing  about  conluaioo,  ddunon,  or  pride, 
m  sing  al»ut  a  laddie  was  for  a  virtuous  bride ; 
For  virtue  is  an  ornament  that  time  will  never 

mt. 
And  preferable  to  gear  and  the  bUithrie  o*t 

Tho*  my  laasie  hae  nae  scarlets  or  silks  to  put  on. 
We  envy  nut  the  greatest  that  sits  upon  the 

throne; 
I  wad  rather  hae  my  laade,  tho*  she  com  in  her 

smock. 
Than  a  princess  wi*  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 

Tho*  we  hae  nae  horses  or  mensie  at  command, 
We  will  toil  on  our  foot,  and  we'll  work  wi*  our 

hand ; 
And  when  wearied  without  rest,  we*U  find  it 

sweet  in  any  spot, 
And  we*ll  value  not  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 

If  we  hae  ony  babies,  we'll  count  them  as  lent ; 
Hae  we  less,  hsc  we  mair,  we  will  aye  be  content ; 
For  they  say  they  hae  mair  pleuure  that  wins 

but  a  groat. 
Than  the  miser  wi*  his  gear  and  the  Uaithrie  o*t. 

m  not  meddle  wi*  th*  affiiirs  o*  the  kirk  or  the 

queen; 
They're  nae  matters  for  a  sang,  kt  them  sink 

let  them  swim. 
On  your  kirk  Til  ne*er  encroach,  but  Fll  hold  it 

still  remote^ 
8ae  tak  this  for  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 


And  how  the  lass  thai  vaali  it  is  by  the  lada 

SOffgOt, 

Bfay  the  shame  fo*(he  gear  and  the  blaiihrle  o*t  !• 

Jodde  was  the  laddie  that  held  the  plengh. 

But  now  he*8  got  gowd  and  gear  eneugh  ; 

He  thinks  nae  mair  of  me  that  weara  the  plaiden 

coat; 
May  the  shame  fo*  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t ! 

Jenny  was  the  Isssie  that  mucked  the  byre^ 

But  now  she  is  clad  in  her  silken  attire. 

And  Jockie  says  he  lo*es  her,  and  swears  he*s 

me  forgot ; 
May  the  shame  fa*  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t ! 

But  all  this  shall  never  daunton  me. 

Sac  lang*s  I  keep  my  fancy  free : 

For  the  lad  that*s  sae  inconstant,  he*s  not  worth 

a  groat; 
May  the  shame  fa*  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't ! 


THE  BLAITHRIE  0*T. 

Whsv  I  think  on  this  warld*s  pel( 

And  the  little  wee  share  I  have  o*t  to  myself 


•  The  iJowtog  obsuisUim  was  found  In  a  memo- 

toBurost 


TWEEDSIDE. 

In  Ramsay's  Tea-table  MiMceUany^  he  tells 
us  that  about  thirty  of  the  songs  in  that  publi- 
cation were  the  works  of  some  young  gentlemen 
of  his  acquaintance ;  which  songs  are  marked 

with  the  letters  D.  C,  !cc Old  Mr.  Tytler, 

of  Woodhouselee,  the  worthy  and  able  defender 
of  the  beauteous  Queen  of  Scots,  told  me  that 
the  songs  marked  C,  in  the  Tca-tabU,  were  the 
composition  of  a  Mr.  Crawford,  of  the  house  of 
Achinsmes,  who  was  afterwards  unfortunately 
drowned  coming  from  France.— As  Tytler  was 
most  intimately  acquainted  with  Allan  Ramsay 
I  think  the  anecdote  may  be  depended  on.  Of 
consequence,  the  beautiful  song  of  Tweedside  is 
Mr.  Crawford*s,  and  indeed  does  great  honour 
to  hu  poetical  talents.  He  was  a  Robert  Craw- 
ford ;  the  Mary  he  celebrates,  was  Mary  Stuart, 
of  the  Castlemilk  family,  afUrwards  married  to 
a  Mr.  John  Belches. 

What  beauties  does  Flora  disclose  ! 

How  sweet  are  her  smiles  upon  Tweed  i 
Yet  Mary*s  still  sweeter  than  thoee ; 

Both  nature  and  fincy  exceed. 
Nor  daisy,  nor  sweet  blushing  rose, 

Not  all  the  gay  flowers  of  the  field. 
Nor  Tweed  glidiikg  gently  through  those^ 

Such  beauty  and  pleasure  does  yield. 

The  warblers  are  heard  in  the  grove. 
The  linnet,  the  Urk,  and  the  thruah, 

The  blackbird  and  sweet- cooing  dove^ 
With  music  enchant  ev*ry  buah. 


7%e  HlgkUntderf  Prmyer  at  Sher^MMir. 
««  O  L-^  be  thoo  with  usi  but.  Iftbou  be  noi  with 
«s,bsiMtagainitasi  tallsssrttMtssciiMf  rstfcsoto 


•  Shamefaa  the  gear  aitd  the  kk^r^&i,hth»  tarn 
of  SB  old  Sooctiah  aooe,  spokM  wbsn  a  young  hand- 
Mxne  girl  marries  an  old  man,  upon  the  aooount  of  hft 
wealth.— KeUy's  Scots  ^aaerhe. 
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Oooie,  let  w  go  forth  to  ftke 

Let  us  Me  boir  the  primraeet  epriig. 

Well  lodge  in  eome  rilkge  oil  Tweed, 
And  lore  whUe  the  feether'd  folks  sing. 

How  does  my  lore  peee  the  long  dejr  ? 

Doei  Mary  Dot  *teod  a  few  Aeep  ? 
Do  thqr  nerer  carelenly  etray, 

While  happily  she  Uee  aeleep  ? 
Tweed's  mnrmori  ehould  loll  her  to  rest ; 

Kind  natore  indulging  my  blisi, 
To  reUere  the  eoft  pains  of  my  brceet, 

I*d  steal  an  ambrosial  Idas. 

*Tis  she  does  the  Tirgins  ezod. 

No  beauty  with  htf  may  eompare ; 
Lore's  graces  around  her  do  dwell ; 

8he*s  fiurest,  where  thousands  are  foir. 
Say,  charmer,  where  do  thy  flocks  stray  ? 

Oh !  tell  me  st  noon  where  they  feed ; 
Shan  I  seek  them  on  sweet  winding  Tay« 

Or  the  plessanter  banks  of  the  Tweed  ? 

I  have  seen  a  song,  calling  itself  the  original 
Twtedaidtt  and  said  to  have  been  eompoeed  by 
a  Lord  Yerter.  It  consisted  of  two  stanns,  of 
whkh  I  stiU  recoUect  the  first. 

Whiw  Bfaggy  end  I  was  acquaint, 

I  carried  my  noddle  fo*  hie ; 
Nae  lintwhite  on  a*  the  green  pUin, 

Nor  gowdspiok  ise  happy  as  me : 
But  I  saw  her  sae  feir,  and  I  lo'ed  ; 

I  woo*d,  but  I  came  nae  great  speed ; 
80  now  I  maun  wander  abroad. 

And  ky  my  banes  &r  free  the  Tweed« 

The  last  stania  runs  thus  :^E]>. 

To  Meiggy  my  love  I  did  tell, 

Saot  tears  did  my  pesnon  ezpreH, 
Alls !  for  I  loo*d  her  o*erwell, 

An'  the  women  loo  sic  a  man  lem. 
Her  heart  it  was  froien  and  eauld, 

Her  pride  had  my  ruin  decreed ; 
Therefore  I  will  wander  abroad. 

And  lay  my  banes  &r  frae  the  Tweed. 


THE  DOATIE  ROWS. 

The  author  of  the  BootU  Rowm,  was  a  Mr. 
Ewen  of  Aberdeen.  It  is  a  charming  di^y  of 
womanly  affection  mingling  with  tlM  conceme 
aad  oecupatioos  of  life.  It  is  nesrly  e^nal  to 
Tktni*B  mu  Imek  aboui  ikt  houm. 


O  wsxL  may  the  boatie  row» 
And  better  may  she  speed  ; 
And  leesome  nuy  the  boatie  n  w 
That  wins  my  beims  bread  : 
The  boatie  rows,  the  bostie  rowS| 
The  boatie  rows  Indeed; 
Aad  weel  may  the  boatie  vow 
Ihtt  wioi  the  biirM 


I  cnst  *  my  Kne  n  Laifo  hif^ 
And  fishes  I  catch'd  nine ; 
There  was  three  to  boil,  and  Ihni 
And  three  to  bait  the  Ihw : 
The  bostie  rows,  the  boatie  nm^ 
The  boatie  rows  indeed ; 
And  hsppy  be  the  lot  of  a* 
Who  wiMbtM  her  to 


•iSv 


O  weel  may  the  boatie  row. 
That  fills  a  heavy  creel,f 
And  deads  os  a'  frae  head  to  foet^ 
And  buys  our  porridge  meel : 
The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  ivw% 
The  bostie  rows  indeed  ; 
And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a* 
That  wish  the  bostie  speed. 

When  Jamie  vow'd  he  would  be  Bua% 
And  wan  free  me  my  heart, 

0  muckle  lighter  grew  my  creel^ 
He  swore  we*d  never  pert : 

Tbe  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rovs^ 
The  bostie  rows  fu*  weel ; 
And  muckle  lighter  it  the  loadi 
When  k>ve  bears  up  the  creeL 

My  kurteh  I  put  apo*  my  head. 
And  dress'd  mysel'  fu*  braw  ; 

1  true  my  heart  ww  doof  an*  wae^ 
When  Jsmie  gaed  awa : 

But  weel  may  the  boatie  row. 
And  lucky  be  her  part ; 
And  lightsome  be  the  lassie's  cu% 
That  yieMs  an  honest  heart. 

When  Sawney,  Jock,  an'  Janetie^ 

Are  up  snd  gotten  k»r, 

They*n  help  to  gsr  the  bostie  row. 

And  lighten  a*  our  care : 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows. 

The  boatie  rows  fu'  weel ; 

And  lightsome  be  her  heart  that  beers 

The  murlain,  and  the  creel. 

And  when  wi*  sge  we're  worn  down. 
And  hirpling  round  tbe  door. 
They'll  row  to  keep  us  dry  and  warm. 
As  we  did  them  Iwfore  :^ 
Then  weel  msy  the  boatie  row, 
She  wins  the  bairns  breed  ; 
And  hsppy  be  the  lot  of  a* 
That  wish  the  boat  to  speed  ! 


THE  HAPPY  MARRIAGE 
AvomiR,  out  very  pratty 


•  CmL-The  AtasedssHbhe  dWssb 


BONOS. 

BMrUMtWtmjtnMbea*  what  jojt  hart  1 


111 


w«dlodi*s  toft  boodags  made  Jmtf  wj 
oitb! 
80  joyfal  my  bcvt  i%  ao  eaa3r  my  ehaia, 

ia  tailaliH^  and  roving  a  pais. 


•ftrajt 


with 


aa  often  we 


Afoond  w  onr  boja  and  giria  frolte  and  plajr : 
Bow  plgaang  thor  sport  b !  the  wanton*  ooei 

And  borrow  their  hMdcs  from  my  Jeeejr  and  me. 


To  try  her  tweet  temper,  oft  timet  am  I 
In  revda  all  day  with  the  nympha  on  the  green : 
Tho*  painful  my  abtenee^  my  doubts  £t  be- 
gvilei, 

me  at  night  with  eomplaoenoe  and 


What  dM>*  on  her  cheelu  the  rote  lotet  itt  hue, 
Her  wit  and  good  humour  bloom  all  the  year 

thro*; 
Time  atill,  aa  he  flica,  addt  increate  to  her  truth, 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  steab  from  her 

youth* 

Te  shepherds  to  gay,  who  make  love  to  ensnare, 
And  cheat,  with  &be  vows,  the  too  credulous 

fiur; 
In  search  of  true  pleasure,  how  vainly  you  roam ! 
To  hold  it  fiv  lile^  you  must  find  it  at  home. 


Unto  the  yowea  a  milkin,  kind  sir,  sht  WKp, 
With  a  double  and  adieu  to  thee  fiur  Iflay. 
What  if  I  gang  alang  wi*  thee^  my  ain  pretty 
Bfay, 
Wi*  thy  red  rosy  ehedss,  and  thy  eoal-blaek 
hair; 
Wad  I  be  ai^  the  warae  o*  that,  kind  air,  aht 
says. 
With  a  double  and  adieu  to  thae  lair  Bfay. 


THE  POSIE. 

It  wean  evident  to  me  that  Oswald  com- 
posed lus  XoiHu  Cattk  on  the  modulation  of 
this  air.— In  the  second  part  of  Oswaki*s,  m  the 
Am  first  bars^  he  haa  either  hit  on  a  wonder- 
fid  similarity  to,  or  else  he  haa  entirely  borrow- 
ed die  three  first  bars  of  the  old  air ;  and  the 
doae  of  both  tunes  is  almost  exactly  the  same. 
The  old  veraee  to  which  it  was  sung,  when  I 
tsok  down  the  notes  from  a  country  girfs  voice, 
kid  no  great  merits— The  fidlowing  is  a  speci- 


Tmsbb  waa  a  pret^  May,*  and  a  milkin  she 
wmit; 
WP  her  red  roey  cheeks,  and  her  coal4»ladi 


Aad  the  haa  met  a  young  asan  a  eomin  o*er  the 
beat, 
WiA  A  double  and  adieu  to  thee  &ir  Bfay. 

0  where  are  ye  gain,  my  ain  pretty  Bfay, 
Wr  thy  red  roey  cheeksj  and  thy  coal-black 
hair? 


•  IfaM. 


THE  POSIE. 

O  Luvx  win  venture  in,  where  it  daur  na  weel 

be  seen, 
O  luve  will  venture  in,  where  wisdom  anoe  haa 

been. 
But  I  will  down  yon  river  rove^  amang  the 

wood  sae  green. 
And  a*  to  pu*  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primroee  I  will  pu*,  the  firstling  0*  the  year. 
And  I  will  pu*  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear. 
For  she's  the  pink  o*  woman  kind,  and  blooms 
without  a  peer ;  . 

And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  Biay. 

ni  pu*  the  budding  roee,  when  PhoBbua  peepa 

in  view. 
For  it's  like  a  baumy  Idm  o*  her  sweet  bonit 

mou ; 
The  hyacinth*s  for  constancy  wi*  ita  unchanf^ 

ing  blue, 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  Bfay. 

The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  &ir. 
And  in  her  lovely  bosom  1*11  place  the  lily  there ; 
The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  unaflected  air. 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  Bfay ; 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu*,  wi*  ita  bcka  0*  ailler 

Where^  like  an  aged  man,  it  etanda  at  break  o* 

day. 
But  the  eongster's  ncet  within  the  bueh  1  winna 
tak  away ; 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  Bfay 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu*,  when  the  e*niag  ata. 

is  near. 
And  the  diamond  draps  o*  dew  shall  be  her  e'er 

sae  clear; 
The  vkdet's  fat  modesty  which  weel  she  &1s  t( 


And  a*  to  be  a  poaie  to  my  ain  dear  Bfqr- 

111   tie  the  poaie  round  wi*  the  eilken  band  • 

luve^ 
And  111  place  it  in  her  brcMt,  and  m  Bwear  bf 

a  above. 
That  to  m  V  lateet  draught  0*  lifc  the  band  ehal 

ne  er  remuv^ 
And  thia  wiO  be  a  poiia  to  ny  aia  dear  Ma? 


IM 
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MARrS  DREAH 


Tbk  Maiy  ben  tHoded  ts  it  goMrillf  n^ 
f%'  to  be  Blin  Mary  Macgbie,  dengbter  to 
tb«  ftjAird  of  Ainb,  in  OallowAf.  The  poet 
WM  a  Air.  AUxmdtr  Lowt^  who  llkewiw 
wrote  another  bceatifal  lonf ,  oalled  Pompefa 
GhoMt. — I  bare  seen  a  poetic  epUtle  fi-om  bim 
in  North  America,  where  be  now  ia,  or  latdjr 
waa,  to  a  lady  in  Scotland.— >By  the  atraln  of 
the  reraea,  it  appeared  that  they  allude  to  tome 
lore  diaappoiotment. 

Thi  moon  had  clirab'd  the  biff^nest  bill. 

Which  riiiea  o*er  the  Murce  of  Dee, 
And  from  the  eastern  summet  abed 

Her  ailrer  light  on  tow'r  and  tree : 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  te  aleep» 

Her  thoughts  on  Sjndy  far  at  lea  ; 
When  toft  and  low  a  voice  was  beard. 

Saying,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  raisM 

Her  head  to  auk,  who  there  might  be ; 

She  saw  young  Sandy  shirVing  »tand. 
With  riaage  pale  and  hollow  eye  ; 

<  O  Mary,  dnr,  cold  ia  my  clay, 

*  It  lies  beneath  a  stormy  sea  ; 

*  Far,  far  from  thee,  I  sleep  in  death  ; 

*  So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

<  Three  stormy  nights  and  stormy  days 

'  We  toss'd  upon  the  raging  main ; 

*  And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  aave, 

'  But  all  our  atriviog  was  in  vain. 

<  E'en  then  when  horror  chill'd  my  blood, 

*  My  heart  was  fill'd  with  love  for  thee : 

<  The  storm  is  past,  and  I  at  rest ; 

*  So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

*  O  maiden  dear,  thyself  prepare, 

*  We  soon  fhall  meet  upon  that  itbore, 
'  Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

*  And  thou  and  I  shall  part  no  more  !* 
Lood  crow*d  the  cock,  the  shadows  fled. 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  abe  see ; 
But  aofi  the  paaaing  spirit  aaid, 

'*  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me  !** 


Ht  wid  naitbar  If  ia  binit  Mr  |il  «ai  btii 

hpt, 
Bat  ia  abint  tba  ba*  door,  or  dn  whn  ^  §i% 
Amd  w^Hgamg  tm  aMJr,  %• 


The  beggar's  bed  was  nndt  at  a^an  vT  good 

clean  straw  and  bay. 
And  in  abint  tba  ba'  door,  and  than  ^  baggtf 

Amd  W€*UgaMg  not  iMar,  |re. 


Up  raiae  the  good  man's  docbter,  aod  fer  to  bar 

the  door. 
And  there  abe  aaw  the  beggar  oCaodin  i*  tba 

floor. 

And  W€*U  gang  noi  aMuV.  |nB. 

He  took  tba  laaue  in  bia  anna,  and  to  tba  bal 

be  ran, 
O  booly,  booly  wi*  me,  air,  yell  waken  ear 

good  man. 

And  w€*U  gang  aoa  aiatr,  |nB. 

The  beggar  was  a  connin  looa,  and  ne'ar  i 

word  he  spake. 
Until  be  got  bis  turn  dooc^  asma  ba  bcgaa  H 

crark. 

And  W€*ll  gang  aoa  aiaar,  |nB. 

b  there  ony  oogs  into  tbb  town  ?    maiden,  liB 

me  true. 
And  what  wad  ye  do  wi*  theo,  aiy  biaay  mi 

my  dow  ? 

And  wt*U  gang  ana  wtairt  |nB. 

They'll  rive  a'  my  maalpoeka^  aad  do  xoa  ascikli 

wrang, 
O  dool  for  the  doing  o't !  are  yo  tba  pair  -***^ 
And  wt*U  gang  ana  aunr,  fie. 


Then  abe  took  op  tba  maalpooka  and  flaag  tbM. 

o'er  the  wa', 
Tba  deil  gae  wi*  tba  mealpodu,  aiy  miiiWahwd 

and  a', 

And  W€*B  gang  aaa  aMtr,  |re. 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGAR. 

Said  to  bare  been  oompoacd  oy  King  James 
v.,  on  a  firubc  of  bia  own. 

Tbkbi  was  a  jolly  beggar,  and  a  begging  be 

was  boun*, 
Aad  ba  took  up  bia  qnarteri  into  a  land*art 
town. 
And  W€*U  gang  nae  mair  a  roting^ 

Sat  hit  into  tkt  nighi^ 
And  we*//  gang  mat  mair  a  roving,  bogt, 
IM  Ma  aiooa  aAiaa  ae*ar  aac  hrigU  i 


1  took  ye  for  soma  |aatkakaa»  at  loart  tba  kM 

of  Brodie ; 
O  dool  for  the  doing  o't  I  are  ye  tba  pair  badit? 
Amd  wt*U  gang  aaa  autr,  |re. 


Ha  took  thelasaiaiakiiafVH^  aad  gaa  bar  Usw 

three. 
And  ftmr-and-tweaty  baadcr  BMrk  la  pay  tbt 

ourioe-fce. 
And  wtM  gang  aaa  aMJTf  fau 

HetookaborafraabiaaidibM^UavbaM 

loud  and  abriU. 
And  fbur>and-twenty  belted  knagbia  cana  ib^ 

ping  o'er  tba  biU, 
And  wt*0  §a9§  mm  mmir^  |ft 


WKOB. 


lit 


Ml  kk  litlli  knift,  loot  a*  bit  dud- 


»•. 


te  brawtst  gtndeaua  tliat  wis 
f  Ama*. 
MlwtV^aiiy  Mwmotr,  $«. 

fw  a  diTcr  loon,  and  be  lap  ihoul- 

tm  quarten  m  I  gat  yctteniigbt ! 
td  mtU  gamg  nat  wuur,  jpc 


» THAT  TENDS  THE  QOATS. 

BV  MR.  DUOOIOM. 

bMB  is  a  retpectaUe  £tfiDer*t  md 

HfCb 

Nidifly  roclct 
Mi  the  riaiog  eebo, 
mat  tends  tl^  goati, 
hv  native  notes, 
t  mmgh  **  Yoong  8andy*»  kind 
is  promised  sy  to  loe  me  ; 
■mil  I  ne'er  shall  tine 
■  fcirljr  msrried  to  me : 
pt  drone  Time, 
oar  bridal  day. 


ii  A  floek  o*  sbeepi 
I  be  blaw  tbe  wbiatle, 
n«ftbr  street, 
.^■bg  dsorna  Meat. 
■iTa  tbe  moontain  roe, 
m  tbe  bighland  beatber, 
hnagb  the  winter  snow, 
I  nr  bis  flock  together ; 
wv  bare  boughs, 
•  Meekest  norlin  blast. 

1MB  danee  and  sing 
t  m  highland  cronaeb ; 
vaateh  bis  fliaf^ 
'vnndaring; 
IB  be  wield  a  rang, 
rtI  be*a  ay  the  bangstar : 
Mt  can  ne'er  ba  sang 


ii«o' Sandy 

ttMgb  they  wen  e*er  sae 


bmg. 


ti 


TARRY  WOa 

mrj  pretty  song ;  bnt  I  fiuey  that 
r  Huna,  as  well  is  the  tune  itself, 
i«  tbaa  the  rest  of  the  words. 


•  Stospin; 

rCHditwaO^ 

mftbuia. 


When  'tis  carded,  row'd  and  ipBBi 
Then  tbe  work  is  hailens  doas ; 
But  when  woven,  drssl  and 
It  may  be  deeding  for  a  qneen. 

Sing,  my  bonny  harmless  sbeep^ 
That  iced  upon  the  mountain's  steep. 
Bleating  sweetly  as  ye  go, 
Thro*  the  winter's  frost  snd  snow ; 
Hart,  and  bynd,  and  &llow-deer» 
No  be  haff  so  vsefiil  are : 
Frae  kings  to  him  that  bads  the  plow, 
Are  all  obliged  to  tarry  woo. 

Up,  ye  shepherds,  dance  and  skip^ 
OVr  the  hills  and  valliee  trip, 
Sing  up  the  praise  of  tarrr  woo, 
Sing  the  flocks  that  Iiear  it  too ; 
Harmless  creatures  without  blamo^ 
That  dead  the  back,  and  cram  the 
Keep  us  warm  and  hearty  fou ; 
Leese  me  on  the  tarry  woo. 

How  happy  is  the  shepherd's  hSt, 
Fsr  frae  courts,  and  free  of  strife, 
While  tbe  gimmers  bleat  and  bae. 
And  the  lambkins  answer  mae : 
No  such  music  to  his  ear  ;— 
Of  thief  or  fox  he  has  no  foar ; 
Sturdy  Kent  and  CoUy  true» 
Will  defend  the  tarry  woo. 

He  lives  content,  and  envies  noBt  f 
Not  even  a  monarch  on  his  thron% 
Tho*  be  the  roysl  sceptre  sways^ 
Has  not  sweeter  hdidisys. 
Who'd  be  a  king,  can  ony  tell, 
Whm  a  shepherd  sings  sae  wdl  ? 
Sings  sae  well,  and  psys  bis  due» 
With  honest  heart  and  .tarry  woo. 


THE  COLLIER'S  BONNIE  LASSIE. 

Thi  first  half  stansa  is  much  older  than  tba 
days  of  Ramsay. — Tbe  dd  words  bq^  thus  :.^ 


Ths  collier  has  a  dochter,  and*  O^  she's 

der  bonnie ! 
A  laird  he  was  that  sought  her,  rich  baitb  in 

lands  and  money. 
She  wad  na  bae  a  laird,  nor  wad  sba  bt  a  lady 
But  she  wad  bae  a  collier,  the  color  o*  hm  daddiU 


Thi  collier  has  a  oaugbter, 

And  O  she*s  wonder  bonny ; 
A  laird  he  was  that  sought  her, 

Rich  baitb  in  lands  and  money  t 
The  tutors  watch'd  tbe  motion 

Of  this  young  boMst  lover  ; 
But  love  is  like  the  ocean  ; 

Wha  CM  its  depth  diioofw? 
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He  had  the  trt  to  pleiM  f9, 

And  WM  by  •*  rwpecttd  ; 
His  tira  ut  rottod  him  tmff 

Genteel,  but  unaflEscted. 
The  collier's  bonnie  Unie, 

Fair  as  the  oew-blowii  lilic^ 
Ay  sweet,  and  nerer  saucy, 

Secur'd  the  heart  of  Willie. 

He  Iov*d  beyond  expression 

The  charms  that  were  about  her, 
And  panted  for  possession. 

His  life  was  dull  without  her. 
After  mature  resolving, 

Close  to4iis  breast  he  held  her 
In  safiest  flames  dissolring. 

He  tenderly  thus  tell'd  her : 

My  bonny  collier's  daughter. 

Let  naething  discompose  ye, 
*Tis  no  your  scanty  tocher 

Shall  erer  gar  me  lose  ye  : 
For  I  hare  gear  in  plenty. 

And  love  says,  *Tis  my  duty 
To  ware  what  heav'n  has  lent  me 

Upon  your  wit  and  beauty. 


MY  AIN  KIND  DEARIE— O. 

Tiis  old  words  of  this  song  are  omitted  here, 
though  much  more  beautiful  than  these  insert- 
ed ;  which  were  mostly  composed  by  poor  Fer- 
gumon,  in  one  of  his  merry  humours.— The  old 
words  began  thus  :— 

Tll  rowe  thee  o*«r  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O, 
I'll  rowe  thee  o*er  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O, 
Altho*  the  night  were  ne*er  sae  wat. 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary,  O, 
ril  rowe  thee  o'er  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O.^ 


Will  ye  gang  o'er  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ? 
And  cuddle  there  sae  kindlie, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ? 
At  thorny  dike  and  birken-trec, 

We'll  daff  and  ne'er  be  weary.  O  ; 
They'll  seug  ill  een  firae  you  and  me. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ! 

Nae  herds,  wi'  kent  or  coUy,  therei 

Shall  ever  come  to  fear  ye,  O  ; 
But  lavTocks,  whistling  in  the  air. 

Shall  woo,  like  me,  their  dearie,  O. 
While  others  herd  their  lamba  and  yowii, 

And  toil  for  warld's  gear,  my  jo ; 
Cpon  the  lea,  my  pleasore  grows, 

Wi*  thee  ngr  kind  dearie,  a 


DOWN  THE  BDRK.  lUTDL 


I  have  been  informed,  thai  the  turn  «f . 
tkt  Bnm,  Dome,  was  ihe  composition  «f  Daril 
Maigh,  keeper  of  the  blood  slough  honnds,  ba» 
kmging  to  the  Laird  lil  Riddel,  in  Twc«ddale. 


Whcit  trees  did  bud,  and  fidds  were 

And  broom  bUwrn  d  fiur  to  aet ; 
When  Mary  was  complete  fifteen. 

And  love  laugh'd  in  her  e'e ; 
Blythe  Davie's  blinks  her  heart  did 

To  speak  her  mind  thus  free. 
Gang  down  the  burn  2>a9te,  foo^ 

And  I$kaUfoUom  thet. 


Now  Davie  did  each  lad 

That  dwalt  on  yon  bum  side. 
And  Mary  was  the  bonniest  laas^ 

Just  meet  to  be  a  bride ; 
Her  cheeks  were  rosie,  red  and  whil% 

Her  een  were  bonnie  blue  ; 
Her  looks  were  like  Aurora  br^h^ 

Her  lips  like  dropping  dew. 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  vaj, 
What  tender  tales  they  aaid ! 

HU  cheek  to  her's  he  aft  did  lay. 
And  with  her  bosom  play'd  ; 


What  pass'd,  I  guess,  was  hann]«i 

And  naething  sure  unmeet ; 
For,  ganging  hame,  I  heard  tbea  ■ 

They  lik'd  a  walk  sm 
And  that  they  aften  should 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew  ; 
Quoth  Mary,  Love,  I  like  die  baiBt 

And  ay  shall  follow  yo«.  * 


Pli^ 


BLINK  O'ER  THE  BURN,  8WBBT 
BETTY. 


The  old  words,  all  that  I 


BuKK  over  the  bum,  tweet  Betty, 

It  is  a  cauM  winter  night ; 
It  rains,  it  haik,  it  thunders. 

The  moon  she  gies  nae  light : 
It's  a*  for  the  sake  o'  tweet  Betty, 

That  ever  I  tint  my  way ; 
Sweet,  let  me  lie  beyond  thatb 

Until  it  be  break  o'  day_ 

O.  Betty  will  bake  my  br«d. 
And  Betty  will  brew  my  aK 

And  Bet^  will  be  my  lov% 
When  I  eome  over  the  dale : 


•  The  Isst  four  lines  ef  the  ttM 
somewhat  oltKctioaable  In  palnC  of  dsM«wy, 
tad.    Bmtiw  sllertd  ch«se  Hnek    Had  Ml 
been  attsmlsd  «nth  his  usual  smosml  iC 


IGMO& 
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wi^  9wwt  Bsttyy 
t  bvn  tomc^ 

Beltj  dum't  be... 


AB  LUCK  ABOUT  THE 
HOUSE. 

if  tke  mort  iMatifuI  loiigi  in 
■f  •Cher  kngvage. — The  two 


I  lee  hk  fiwa  again  ! 
I  heir  him  apMk ! 

«  preeedinf  ooei^  art  aneqnall- 
f  thing  I  erer  heard  or  read : 


■t  moment  ii  oar  ain. 


O  gie  me  down  my  H§mm, 

My  hiahop-mtin  gown ; 

For  I  mean  teU  the  bailie'a  wi6 

That  Colin'a  eome  to  town; 

My  8anday*8  ahoon  they  maoa  gat  ai^ 

My  how  o'  pearl  bloe^ 

It*8  a*  to  pleMe  my  ain  gndeman, 

For  he*a  baidi  leel  and  true. 

For  thtrt^t  umhtk,^ 


9  int  poet. — It  ii  long  poete- 
dqpe.»About  the  year  1771, 
•I  on  the  strertaai  a  ballad  ; 
■  oempueitian  of  the  song  was 
rto  that  period.* 


bt  arwe  ia  tme  ? 

i^aweel? 

tdko'wark? 

mr  wheel! 

■Ikof  wark, 

the  door? 

I  rU  to  the  quay, 

■  mhore. 

Inal  abowt  the  hmut, 

sft  mw/ 

kann  tn  the  hoiut. 


•  dean  fire-aide, 
ipat; 

r  eotton  gown, 

day*acoftt; 

MB  M  black  aa  tUee, 

•  M  anaw ; 
rain  gudeman, 
mbraw. 

r  mm  btek,  ^ 


Sae  troe'a  hie  word%  aae  naooth's 
His  breath  like  caller  air. 
His  rery  foot  has  moaie  in't, 
When  he  eomes  np  die  atair : 
And  win  I  see  his  fiwe  again  ! 
And  will  I  beer  him  speak  ! 
Vm  dowright  disy  with  the  thoogbl^ 
In  troth  Fm  like  to  greet ! 

For  there's  nae  huk,  ^ne. 

The  eaold  Masts  of  the  winter  wiodi 

That  thrilled  thro*  my  heart, 

They're  a*  Maun  by ;  I  hae  hmi  ade, 

'Till  death  well  never  part ; 

But  what  puts  parting  in  my  beiri  f 

It  may  be  far  awa ; 

The  present  moment  is  onr  ain» 

The  neist  we  never  saw  ! 

For  there's  nae  Imehf  fft. 

Since  CoIia*«  well,  Fm  well  contenty 

I  bae  nae  maxr  to  crave ; 

Could  I  but  live  to  mak  him  blest* 

Vm  blest  sboon  the  lave ; 

And  will  I  see  his  fiiee  again ! 

And  will  I  hear  him  speak ! 

I'm  downright  disy  with  tiie  tho%k 

In  troth  1  *m  like  to  greet ! 


the  bank, 
■th  and  mair ; 
tw  their  necks  about, 

la  neat  and  dean, 

ibnw; 

f  gndeman,-. 


4M/irdl,  jpe* 


Mtliat  MeikK  the 
MSmofSaou. 


JOHN  HAVS  BONNIE  LASSIE. 

JOHN  Hat*s  Bonnie  Laaaie  waa  dcnghter  of 
John  Hay,  Earl,  or  Bfarqnis  of  Tweeddale^  and 
kte  Countess  Dowager  of  Roxburgh.— .She  died 
at  Broomlands,  near  Kelso,  some  time  between 
the  years  1720  and  1740. 

Br  smooth  winding  Tay  a  swain  was  redining. 
Aft  cryM  he,  Oh  hey  !  maun  I  still  live  pining 
Myael  thus  away,  and  daurna  diacove* 
To  my  boooie  Hay  that  I  am  her  lover ! 

Nae  mair  it  will  hide,  the  flame  wazea  stronger ; 
If  she^s  not  my  bride,  my  dsys  are  nae  langer  t 
Then  1*11  take  a  heart,  and  try  at  a  venture^ 
Maybe,  ere  we  part,  my  vowa  may  eontent  her. 

She's  fresh  aa  the  Spring,  and  sweet  as  Aurora, 
When  birds  mount  and  sing,  bidding  day  a  good- 
morrow  ; 
The  Bwaird  of  the  mead,  enamdl'd  wi*  daieiea, 
Looks  wither'd  and  dead  when  twin'd  of  bar 


lie 
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But  if  she  appetr  wliera  ▼erdure  miritet  her, 
The  fouotaina  ran  dear,  and  flowen  Mnell  the 

iweeter ; 
'Tit  heaTen  to  be  by  when  her  wit  te  a-flowing, 
Her  unilee  and  bright  eyee  eet  my  ipirita  a-glow- 

ing. 

The  mair  that  I  gase,  the  deeper  Vm  woanded, 
Struck  dumb  wi'  amaxe,  my  mind  ie  confounded ; 
I'm  a*  in  a  fire,  dear  maid,  to  caren  ye. 
For  a'  my  desire  ia  Hay*i  bonnie  Uwie. 


THE  BONNIE  BRUCKET  LASSIE. 

Ths  idea  of  this  wng  ia  to  me  very  origmal : 
the  two  first  linea  are  iJl  of  it  that  ia  old.  The 
rest  of  the  song,  as  well  as  those  songs  in  the 
Muteum  marked  T,  are  the  works  of  an  obscure, 
tippling,  but  extraordinary  body  of  the  name  oJP 
Tytler,  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Bal- 
loon Tytler,  from  his  having  projected  a  ballocin  : 
A  mortal,  who,  though  he  drudges  about  Edio- 
bm^h  as  a  common  printer,  with  leaky  shoes,  a 
sky-lighted  hat,  and  knee-buckles  as  unlike  as 
George-by-the-Grace-of-God,  and  Solomon-the 
Son-of-David  ;  yet  that  same  unknown  drunken 
mortal  is  author  and  compiler  of  three-fourths 
Elliot's  pompous  Encyclopedia  Britannica,  which 
he  composed  at  half  a  guinea  a  week  !* 

Thi  bonnie  brucket  lassie 

She's  blue  beneath  the  e'en ; 
She  was  the  fairest  lassie 

That  danced  on  the  green  : 
A  lad  he  loo*d  her  dearly. 

She  did  his  love  return ; 
But  he  his  vows  has  broken. 

And  left  her  fur  to  mourn. 

• 

**  My  shape,"  she  says,  *<  was  handsome, 

My  iace  was  fair  and  clean ; 
But  now  I'm  bonnie  brucket. 

And  blue  beneath  the  e'en  : 
My  eyes  were  bright  and  sparkling, 

B^orc  that  they  tum*d  blue  ; 
But  now  they're  dull  with  weeping, 

And  a*,  my  love,  for  you. 

*<  My  person  it  waa  comely, 

My  shape,  they  said,  was  neat ; 
But  now  I  am  quite  chang'd. 

My  stays  they  winaa  meet : 
A*  Bight  I  sleepcd  aoundly, 

My  mind  waa  never  sad  ; 
But  now  my  rest  is  broken, 

Wi'  thinking  o*  my  lad. 

*•  O  eoold  Ilive  in  darkness, 
Or  hide  dm  in  the  eea, 


•  aaUooB  Tyttar,  is  tMTO  ntaiid  lOb 


Since  my  love  is  na&iAiidL 

And  has  forsaken  me ! 
No  other  love  I  sufier'd 

Within  my  breast  to  dwdl ; 
In  nought  I  have  offended. 

But  loving  him  too  wdl.** 

Her  lover  heard  her  rooomii^ 

As  by  he  chanc'd  to  pass, 
And  press'd  unto  his  boanm 

The  lovely  brucket  lass  : 
•<  My  dear,"  he  said,  ««  oenM 

Since  that  your  love'a  sm  tnM, 
My  bonnie  brucket  lassie 

I'll  faithful  prove  to  yon.** 


SAE  MERRY  AS  WE  TWA  HAT  REEK 


This  song  is  lieautiful. — ^The 
ticular  is  truly  pathetic — ^I  never  eoald 
any  thing  of  its  author. 

A  LASS  that  was  laden  with  care 
Sat  heavily  under  jron  thorn ; 
I  listen'd  awhile  for  to  hear. 

When  thus  she  began  for  to 
Whene'er  my  dear  shepherd 

The  birds  did  melodiously  sing. 
And  cold  nipping  winter  did  wear 
A  face  that  resembled  the  spring. 
Sae  merry  as  are  twa  Aoe  bmm, 
Sae  merry  at  we  twa  kete  fcesa. 
My  heart  it  i$  like  for  to  brook. 
When  I  think  on  the  day  wo  kmmm 


Our  flocks  feeding  dose  by  hb  sid^ 

He  gently  pressing  my  hand, 
I  view'd  the  wide  world  in  its  pride. 

And  laugh'd  at  the  pomp  of 
My  dear,  he  would  oft  to  nse  sav, 

What  makes  you  hard-hearlea  to  me  ? 
Oh  !  why  do  you  thus  turn  away 

From  him  who  is  dying  for  thiet? 
Sae  merry,  ^ 


! 


But  now  he  is  fiur  from  my 

Perhaps  a  deceiver  may  provs. 
Which  makes  me  lament  day  ud  wi^Hk 

That  ever  I  granted  my  love. 
At  eve,  when  the  rest  of  the  folk 

Were  merrily  seated  to  spin, 
I  set  myself  under  an  oak. 

And  heavily  sighed  lor  hiaa. 
Sao  Merry,  f«. 


THE  BUSH  ABOON  TRAQ0AII. 


This  is  another 
ford's  compodtioa. 


Im  the 


olUr.Oi^ 


Traqoair,  trvUtMNi  atiU  iIwwb  the  oil  **Btkf 
whid^  whao  I  mr  it  is  tbt  v«r  llil^  ^ 


SONGS. 


117 


tf  dgkt  or  BiM  nggid  bbdiBi.  Tbt 
MMir  hat  planted  a  damp  of  tree* 
ftaA  ka  ealb  '«  TIm  New  Boah.*' 

,  y%  nympha,  and  every  awain, 
koir  P^fgj  grierea  me ; 
I  hnf*'"*'  ud  oompUia, 
ha  ne  cr  bdWrca  me. 
ui  a^^  like  aOeni  air, 
ad  never  more  her ; 

•  boah  aboon  Traqnair, 
Nn  I  ftrat  did  kre  lier. 

dM  amil'd  and  made  me  glad, 
1  aartoi'd  erer  kinder ; 
■ijraelf  tke  lackieat  lad, 
ilj  there  to  find  her. 
anodi  my  am'rooa  flame, 
b  Aat  I  thought  tender ; 
«•  pam'd,  Tm  not  to  blame, 
■  Mi  to  oBrad  her. 

Iw  aeomfol  fleea  the  plun, 
da  we  then  freqnented ; 
Meet,  ahe  ahewa  diadain, 
k>  ta  ne'er  acqoaioted. 

•  bMh  bhwm  d  &ir  in  Btay, 
ism  ay  remember; 

HT  frowna  make  it  dceay, 
M  lo  December. 

MHr'n^  who  hear  my  atraina, 
«  abonld  Pfggy  grieve  me  ? 

•  Var  partner  in  my  paina, 
I  bar  amilca  relieve  me : 

lavt  win  tarn  despair, 
lioo  DO  more  tender ; 
bi  boah  aboon  Traqaur, 
If  wilda  I'll  wander. 


CROMLETS  LILT. 

•  latter  end  of  the  I6th  eentory,  the 
I  were  proprietora  of  the  eatate  of 
i  (miw  poaacand  by  the  Drammondt). 
I  aon  of  that  family  waa  very  much 
a  »  daughter  of  Sterling  of  Ardoeh, 
rn  bv  the  name  of  Fair  Helen 


the  nnonaatery  of  Dvmblain,  ia  tha  inuMdiata 
neighbourhood  of  Cromlech,  and  near  Ardoeh. 
Thia  man,  unfortunately,  waa  deeply  aeoaible  of 
Helen'a  charma.  Ha  artfully  prepoaaeaaed  her 
withatoriea  to  the  diaadvantaga  of  Cromloa; 
and  by  miainterpreting  or  keeping  op  tha  let- 
tera  and  metaagea  iotruated  to  hia  care,  ht  enp- 
tirely  irritated  both.  All  connection  was  broken 
off  betwixt  them :  Helen  waa  inconaolable,  and 
Cromlua  hat  left  behind  him,  in  the  ballad  call- 
ed CromletTa  Lilt,  a  proof  of  the  elegance  of  hia 
genius,  aa  well  as  the  ateadineaa  of  his  love. 

«<  When  the  artful  monk  thought  time  had 
sufiiciently  softened  Helen*a  sorrow,  he  propoaed 
himaelf  as  a  lover :  Helen  was  obdurate :  but 
at  Ust,  overcome  bv  the  persuasions  of  her 
brother  with  whom  ue  lived,  and  who,  having 
a  family  of  thirty-one  children,  was  probably 
very  well  pleased  to  get  her  off  hia  handa,  she 
submitted,  rather  than  conaented  to  the  cere- 
mony ;  but  there  her  compliance  ended ;  and, 
when  forcibly  pot  into  bed,  ahe  atarted  quite 
frantic  from  it,  acreaming  out,  that  after  three 
gentle  tape  on  the  wainacoat,  at  the  bed  head, 
she  heard  Cromloa'a  voice,  crying,  HdeHf  Hk- 
/en,  mimd  me.*  Cromlua  soon  after  coming 
home,  tha  treacherv  of  the  confidant  was  dis- 
covered,—her  marriage  di»annulled,— and  He- 
len became  lady  Cromlecks.** 

N.  B.  Marg.  Murray,  mother  to  these  thirty- 
one  children,  waa  daughter  to  Murray  of  Strewn, 
one  of  the  aeventeen  sons  of  Tullybardine,  and 
whoae  youngest  son,  commonly  called  the  Tator 
of  Ardocb,  died  in  the  year  1715,  aged  111 


yean. 


lat  time  tha  opportnnitiea  of  meeting 
■  auea  were  more  rare,  consequently 
kt  after  than  now ;  and  the  Scottuh ; 
ftmn  priding  themadvea  on  extensive 
were  thought  sufficiently  book-learn- 
cmU  make  out  the  Scripturea  in  their 
■ne.  Writing  waa  entirely  out  of 
N  fanale  education:  At  that  period 
if  o«r  young  men  of  family  aought  a 
r  fiwnd  a  grave,  in  France.  Crom- 
ba  went  abroad  to  the  war,  waa  o- 
HM  the  manmement  of  hia  correo- 
vllb  bio  miatrraa  to  a  h^  brother  of 


SiNCK  all  thy  vowa,  false  mmd. 
Are  blown  to  air* 

And  my  poor  heart  betray'd 
To  sad  despair. 

Into  some  wilderness, 

My  grief  I  will  express. 

And  thy  lurd-heartedncss, 
O  cruel  &ir. 

Have  I  not  graven  our  loves 
On  every  tree 

In  yonder  spreading  groves, 

Tho*  false  thoa  hot 

Was  not  a  ftolemn  oath 

Plighted  betwixt  ua  both, 

Thou  thy  faith,  I  my  truth. 

Constant  to  bo  ? 

Some  gloomy  place  Fll  find. 

Some  doleful  shades 

Where  neither  sua  nor  wind 

£*er  entrance  had  t 

Into  that  hollow  cave. 

There  will  I  sigh  and  rave, 

Becauae  thou  dost  behave 

So  faithleasly. 
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Wild  fruit  ihill  be  ny  mctt, 

rU  driok  the  tpringy 

Cold  earth  thall  be  my  lett : 
For  ooreriog 

1*11  have  the  starry  tky 

My  head  to  caoopy, 

Until  my  soul  on  hy 

Shall  spread  ita  wixig. 

ril  have  DO  funeral  fire. 

Nor  tears  for  me : 
No  grave  do  I  desire, 

Nor  obsequies : 
The  courteous  Rtd-hrtoMt  he 
With  leaves  will  cover  me^ 
And  sing  my  elegy 

With  dolefol  voice. 

And  when  a  ghost  I  am, 

ril  vUit  thee, 

O  thou  deceitful  dame. 

Whose  cruelty 

Has  kiU'd  the  kindest  heart 

That  e'er  felt  Cupid*s  dart, 

And  never  can  desert 

From  loving  theeb 


MY  DEARIE,  IF  THOU  DIE. 
Akotbsr  beautiful  song  of  Crawford's. 

Levi  never  more  shall  give  me  pain. 

My  fancy's  fiz'd  on  thee. 
Nor  ever  maid  my  heart  shall  gain, 

My  P^gy*  if  thou  die. 
Thy  beauty  doth  such  pleasure  give. 

Thy  love's  so  true  to  me, 
Without  thee  I  cau  never  live, 

My  devie,  if  thou  die. 

If  fiite  shall  tear  thee  from  my  breast. 

How  shall  I  lonely  stray  ! 
In  dreaiy  dreams  the  night  Til  waste, 

]n  sighs,  the  silent  day. 
I  ne'er  can  so  much  virtue  find. 

Nor  such  perfection  see ; 
Then  1*11  renounce  all  woman  kindy 

My  Pteggy>  after  thee. 

No  new-blown  beauty  fires  my  heart. 

With  Cupid's  raving  rage  ; 
But  thine,  which  can  such  sweets  impart, 

Must  all  the  world  engage. 
'Twsa  this,  that  like  the  morning  sun, 

Gave  joy  and  life  to  me ; 
And  when  its  destin'd  day  is  done, 

With  Peggy  let  me  die. 

Ye  powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  love. 

And  in  such  pleasure  share ; 
You  who  its  faithfol  flames  approvt. 

With  pity  view  the  Cur : 


Restore  my  Peggy's  wonted 
Those  charms  so  dear  to  me ! 

Oh  !  never  rob  them  from  thcw 
I'm  lost  if  Peggy  die. 


SHE  ROSE  AND  LET  ME  Oi 

The  old  set  of  this  song,  whidi  is  idK 
found  in  printed  collections,  is  muck  | 
than  this  :  but  somebody,  I  believe  it  was 
say,  took  it  into  his  hesid  to  clear  it  d 
seeming  indelicacies,  and  made  it  at 
chaste  and  more  dull. 

The  night  her  silent  sable  worti 

And  gloomy  were  the  »k>cs  ; 
Of  glittVing  stars  appear *d  do 

Than  those  in  Nelly's  eyes. 
When  at  her  father's  yate  I  kaod[l4 

Where  I  had  ofien  been. 
She,  shrouded  only  with  her 

Arose  and  loot  me  in. 


Fast  loek'd  within  her  dose 

She  tremhlii^  stood  ashaa'd  ; 
Her  swelling  breast,  and  glowing  ii 

And  ev'iy  touch  inflam'd. 
My  eager  pawun  I  obr>-*d, 

Resolv'd  the  fort  to  win  ; 
And  her  fund  heart  was  sooa  beCny* 

To  yield  aud  let  me  in. 

Then,  then,  beyond  cxpressiagy 

Transportins(  was  the  joy  ; 
I  knew  no  greater  blessing. 

So  bless'd  a  man  was  L 
And  she,  all  raviah'd  with  deligk^ 

Bid  me  oft  come  again  ; 
And  kindly  vow'd,  that  ev'ry  nigkl 

She'd  ri"*  and  let  n«e  ia. 

But  ah  !  at  I.ist  »hc  prov'd  with  hdn 

And  sighing  sat  and  dull. 
And  I  that  was  as  much  conorra^ 

Look'd  e'en  just  like  a  fboL 
Her  lovely  eyes  with  tears  ran  o*«^ 

Repenting  her  raak  sin  : 
She  sigh'd,  and  rurs'd  the  laid 

That  e'er  she  loot  ma  in. 


But  who  cou'd  rruelly  deceivs^ 

Or  from  such  beauty  part  ? 
I  lov'd  her  so,  I  could  not  leave 

The  charmer  of  my  heart ; 
But  wedded,  snd  cooceal'd  our 

Thus  all  was  well  again. 
And  now  she  thanks  the  happy 

That  t'cr  she  loot  ow  ia. 
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It  THE  BW&BUOHTS.  MARION. 

;  aot  ture  if  thn  old  and  chirmiiig  air  bt 
floHtli,  as  in  commoiily  said,  or  of  the 
if  SeocUnd.— -There  ia  a  aoag  apparently 
mal  aa  Ew'Bngkt*^  Marioft^  whick 
9  tW  aane  tune,  and  ia  evidently  of  the 
—It  begina  thua  :— 

avi  •*  Gordon  had  three  doehtera, 
f,  Marget,  and  Jean, 
pad  aa  atay  at  boanie  Castle  Gordon, 
io  Aberdeen. 


f«  ft  to  the  ewe-bught4,  Marion, 
wnr  in  the  aheep  wi'  me ; 
■  ahiacs  5veet,  my  Marion, 
mm  haff  aaeaveet  aa  thee. 
iHa*a  a  bonny  U«a, 
Iha  Myth  Uinka  inhered; 
hi  vad  I  marry  Marion, 
MvioA  wad  aariy  lae. 


I  (Mrd  in  your  gartcra,  Marina, 
■uk  OD  yoar  vhite 


; 

■  vad  I  kiw  my  Bfarioui 

*iB  when  I  come  kame. 

I  fafw  lada  in  Bamaliir,  Marion, 

I  fapa^  and  |rlower  with  their  e*c, 

K  wlwa  they  aee  my  Marion  ; 

■flM  of  them  lo'ea  like  oae. 


M  milk-ewea,  my  Marion, 
lar  and  a  bravny  quey, 
llMm  a*  to  my  Marion, 
aa  ker  bridtl-day : 
ili  get  a  green  aey  apron, 
waiati  iiat  of  the  London  brovo, 
aw  1  bat  ye  will  be  vapVing, 
■iTar  ye  gang  to  the  town. 

aaf  aad  atouC,  my  Marion  ; 
•  dbaee  like  me  on  the  greea ; 
m  ye  fiwwke  me,  Marion, 
l*iB  draw  np  wi*  Jean : 
t  IB  yoar  peariiaa,  Alarioa, 
kjf^  of  the  cramasie ; 
aa  aa  my  chin  haa  nae  hair  on, 
weat,  and  aee  ye.* 


have  one  of  the  eartieat  eopiea  of  the 
it  haa  prefixed. 

Tune  of  Tarry  Woo. — 


iOiig,  lad 


Of  which  tune,  a  diAsreat  atl  haa 
varied  into  a  di&rent  air.— To  a  Seola 
the  patlioa  <tf  the  Una, 


cntie. 


LEWIS  GORDON.f 

ia  a  proof  how  one  of  oar  Scoti» 
to  he  eompo«ed  out  of  another.     I 


«"  Tho'  hia  back  be  at  the  wa*, 


t  •» 


— must  be  very  atriking. — It  nceda  not  a  Jaoo* 
bite  prejudice  to  lie  aAtcted  with  thiaaong.  The 
8uppo«ed  author  of  **  LtmU  GordumT  waa  a  Mr. 
Oeddea,  priest,  at  Shenval,  ia  the  Ainiia. 

Oh  !  send  Lewie  Gordon  hame, 

And  the  loil  I  winna  name ; 

Tho*  hia  luck  lie  at  the  wa'. 

Here**  to  him  that**  far  awa ! 

Ok  htm  !  mjf  Hiifkland  aura, 
Okt  my  bonmy  Higkland  man  / 
YFee/  wttuld  I  mjf  trtu^lom  Aaa, 
Amamg  ten  tAtnuand  Uigklamd  wmu 

Oh  !  to  nee  hin  tartan-trewa. 
Bonnet  blue,  anil  laigh-heerd 
Philabeg  aboon  hia  knee ; 
Th4it*«  the  lad  that  Til  gang  wi' ! 

Okkont^c 

The  princely  yonth  that  I  do 
b  fitted  for  to  be  a  king  : 
On  hi«  breant  he  weorv  a  atar  ; 
You'd  tak  him  fi>r  the  God  of  Wi 

Ok  Ao»,  ^ 

Oh  to  Nee  thu  Princely  One, 
Seated  on  a  royal  throne  ! 
Diaaatere  a*  would  diaappcar. 
Then  begioa  the  Jub'lee  year  ! 


la  la  amritedl  ia  tke  fW  T^kte  MUedkutM  $m  an 
I  «Ui  additiOM.'AI. 

jmd  Lewia  Gurdou,  younecr  brother  to  the 
ika  of  Oordoo,  commanded  a  dctaehrocnt  for 
nailer,  and  aoquUled  himself  with  great  gal- 
Bfijat^mcat.    lie  dM  la  17M.* 


OH  ONO  CHRIO. 

Dr.  BtACKbocK  informed  me  that  tUa 
waa  conipoaed  on  the  infiimoua  mawaci 
Glencue. 

Oh  !  waa  not  I  a  weary  wight ! 

Ok  I  ono  ekrif  ok  I  ono  tkri-^^ 
Maid,  wife,  and  widow,  in  oae  aight ! 
When  ia  my  loft  and  yielding  anna, 
O !  when  moat  I  thought  him  free  firam 
Even  at  the  dead  time  of  the  night. 
They  broke  my  bower,  and  alew  my  kaigkt. 
With  ae  lock  of  his  jet-black  hair, 
rU  tie  my  heart  for  evermair  ; 
Nae  «Iy-tongued  youth,  or  flitt'nag  awaia. 
Shall  e'er  untye  thia  knot  again ; 
Thine  still,  dear  y«tuth,  that  heart  ahall  be, 
Nor  pant  for  aught,  save  heaven  and  that. 

(The  chonnrapeated  at  tha  end  of  eaflh  Ub4^ 
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BURNS  WORKS. 


THE  BEDS  OF  SWEET  ROSES. 

This  wmg,  at  far  u  I  know,  for  the  firtt 
time  appeeri  here  in  print— -Wlien  I  waa  a  boy* 
it  was  a  rery  popular  iong  in  Ayrshire.  I  re> 
member  to  have  heard  thoae  frnatica,  the  Buch- 
aoitea,  aing  tome  of  their  nooaenaical  rhymea, 
which  they  dignify  with  the  name  of  hymna,  to 
this  air. — ^Burms. 

Am  I  waa  a  walking 

One  morning  in  May, 
The  small  birds  aang  sweetly, 

The  flowera  were  bloomin*  gay. 
Oh  there  I  met  my  true  lore, 

Aa  frcah  as  dawnin'  day, 
Down  among  the  beds  of  sweet  rosea. 


Fu*  white  was  her  barefoot 
New  bathed  in  the  dew ; 

Whiter  was  her  white  hand. 
Her  een  were  bonnie  bine ; 

.And  kind  were  her  whinpers, 
And  sweet  wsa  her  moo^ 

Down  among  the  beds  o*  sweet 

My  father  and  my  mother, 
I  wot  they  told  me  tmeb 

That  I  liked  ill  to  thraah. 
And  I  like  worse  to  pkmgh ; 

But  I  vow  the  maidens  like  me^ 
For  I  keod  the  way  tn  woo, 

Down  among  the  beds  of  sweet 


CORN  RIGS  ARE  BONNY. 

Mt  Patte  is  a  lover  gay. 

Ilia  mind  »  never  maddy, 
His  breath  is  sweeter  than  new  hay. 

His  face  is  fair  and  ruddy. 
His  shape  is  handsome,  middle  aiae ; 

He*a  stately  in  his  wawking ; 
The  shining  of  his  een  surprise ; 

*Tis  heaven  to  hear  him  tawking. 

Laat  night  I  met  him  on  a  bawk. 

Where  yellow  corn  waa  growing. 
There  mony  a  kindly  word  he  spake. 

That  set  my  heart  a-glowiog. 
He  kiss*d,  and  vow*d  he  wad  be  miasb 

And  kx)*d  me  best  of  ony  ; 
That  gan  me  like  to  aing  sinsyaa^ 

O  €or*  rigt  ore  bomng. 

Lift  makiena  of  a  ailly  mbd 

Refuse  what  maist  they're  wanlia^ 
fiaea  we  Cor  yiekiing  are  design'd, 

We  chiildy  aiMmM  be  graotiaf  ; 
Then  1*11  comply  and  marry  PlUa^ 

And  syne  my  cockernony 
He's  free  to  tduale  air  or  lat% 

When  core  Hga  art  booajw 


An  the  dd  worda  Oaft  CMT I 
to  thia  air  were  the  foUowiag.  wkidi 
have  been  an  old  chonia. 

O  corn  rigaaad  ryeriga^ 
O  com  rigf  are  bonnie; 

And  where'er  yon  meet  a  boaait  i 
Preen  up  her  cockernoay. 


WAUKIN  O'  THE  FAULDi 

Thcai  are  two  stansaaatill  aang  to  tUa  ttm, 
which  I  take  to  be  the  original  aoog  wkaasi 
Ramsay  composed  his  beautifnl  aoag  ef  ikll 
name  in  the  GtmiU  ^VpAcrdU— It  bsgiai^ 

0  will  ye  apeak  at  our  town. 

As  ye  come  frae  the  faald,  Ik. 

I  regret  that,  as  in  many  of  oar  old 
delicacy  of  this  old  fragment  ia  aoft  e^aal 
wit  and  humour. 

Mt  Peggy  ia  a  young  thing. 
Just  enter *d  in  her  teeae^ 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  aweet  as  May, 
Fair  aa  the  day,  and  always  gay. 
My  Peggy  b  a  young  tkmg^ 

And  I'm  not  very  anid. 
Yet  weU  I  like  to  meet  her  ai 
The  wauking  of  the  fimkL 

My  Peggy  apeaka  aae  awaetly, 
Whene'er  we  meat  alane^ 

1  wish  nae  mair  to  lay  my  eu%, 
I  wish  nae  mair  of  a*  that'a  rars^ 

My  Peggy  apeaka  aae  aweatly^ 
Toa' thelavermcmUd; 

But  ahe  gar*  a'  my  spirits  gbv» 
At  wanking  of  the  bald. 

My  Peggy  amilea  aae  kiadly, 
Whene  «r  I  whisper  love. 
That  I  k)ok  down  on  a*  the  tava* 
That  I  look  down  upon  a  crawa. 
My  Peggy  amilea  aae  kiadly, 

It  makes  me  blythe  aad  baal^ 
And  naething  gi'ea  mt  aie  dal%llW 
As  wauking  of  the  fwUL 

My  Ptggy  ainga  sae  safUv, 

When  on  my  pipe  I  may ; 
By  a*  the  rmt  it  b  confeat. 
By  a'  the  rest,  that  she  ainga  beat 
My  P^ggy  ainga  aae  aaftly. 

And  in  her  aangaara  tal4 
With  inaoceacc,  the  wale  ef  im% 
At  wauking  of  the  fimM. 


80N0S. 
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MAGGIE  LAUDER. 

old  tongt  10  pregnant  with  Seottidi 
'  mad  energy,  it  much  relished  by  all 
iOlvithstaBding  its  broad  wit  and  pal- 
llions  —Its  language  is  a  precious  mo- 
nUtion  I  sly,  sprightlyi  and  forcibly  ez- 
.^-Maggie*s  tongue  wags  out  the  nick- 
)f  Rob  the  Piper  with  all  the  cardeas 
MOMS  of  unrestrained  gaiety. 

ml  BE  be  in  lore 
iflj  Maggie  Lauder  ? 

■wt  her  gaun  to  Fife, 
■1^4  what  was't  they  tVd  her ; — 
Dorafully  she  answer'd  him, 

yoD  hailanshaker ! 
jfour  gate,  you  bladdcrskats, 
ir  is  Alaggie  Lauder. 

^oo*  he,  and  by  my  baga» 
;io*  fain  to  tee  thee ; 
M  by  me,  my  bonny  bird, 
I  I  winna  steer  thee  t 
1  A  piper  to  my  trader 
M  is  Rob  the  Ranter ; 
Kt  lonp  as  they  were  daft, 

Uaw  up  my  chanter. 

joo*  Meg,  hae  ye  your  bags  ? 
mv  drone  in  order  ? 
Rob,  I've  hard  o*  yon, 
a  upo*  the  border  ? 
MS  a*,  baith  hr  and  near, 
srd  o*  Rub  the  Ranter  ; 
to  my  foot  wi*  right  gude  will, 
*ll  Uaw  up  your  chanter. 

I  Us  bags  he  flew  wi*  speed, 
ho  drone  he  twisted  ; 

•■J  walloji'd  o*er  the  green, 
viy  eould  she  frisk  it. 
•t !  quo*  he — play  up !  quo*  she ; 
U>*d  !  quo*  Rob  the  Ranter ; 
rth  my  while  to  play  indeed, 

Imc  sic  a  dancer. 

It  fB  play*d  your  part,  quo*  Meg, 

are  like  the  crimson  ; 

in  Scotland  plays  sae  wecl, 
« lONt  Habbie  Simpson. 
4  m  Fife,  baith  maid  and  wife^ 
m  years  and  a  quarter ; 
nould  come  to  Enster  Fair, 
r  ftr  Manie  Lander. 


TRANENT  MUIR. 


,*• 


KnUcnmklsL" 


^t  Lieutenant  Smith,  whom  be  mentloos  in 
the  ninth  stansa,  came  to  Haddii^ton  after  the 
publication  of  the  song,  and  sent  a  challenge  to 
Skinrin  to  meet  him  at  Haddington,  and  an- 
swer for  the  unworthy  manner  in  which  he  had 
noticed  him  in  hu  song.  **  Gang  awa  back,'* 
•aid  the  honest  fiirmer,  «  and  tell  Mr.  Smith 
that  I  hae  na  leisure  to  come  to  Haddii^ton ; 
but  tell  him  to  come  here ;  and  1*11  tak  a  look 
o*  him ;  and  if  I  think  I*m  fit  to  ferht  him,  I*U 
fecht  him  ;  and  if  no—I'll  do  as  he  did,— PiX 
rtn  oaro.**— 


Thk  Chevalier,  being  void  of  fisar, 

Did  march  up  Binile  brae,  man. 
And  thro*  Tranent,  e'er  he  did  stent. 

As  fast  as  he  could  gae,  man : 
While  General  Cope  did  taunt  and  mock, 

Wi*  mony  a  loud  buna,  man ; 
But  e*er  next  mom  proclaim'd  the  cock, 

We  heard  another  craw,  man. 

The  bra^-e  Lochiel,  aa  I  heard  tell. 

Led  Camerons  on  in  clouda,  man ; 
The  morning  feir,  and  clear  the  ur, 

They  loo6*d  with  devilish  thuds,  man : 
Down  guns  they  threw,  and  swords  they  drew, 

And  soon  did  chace  them  afl^  man ; 
On  Seaton-Crafts  they  buft  their  diafta, 

And  gart  them  rin  like  daft,  man. 

The  blufl*  dragoons  swore  Uood  and  *oooi^ 

They'd  nuke  the  rebels  run,  man ; 
And  yet  they  flee  when  them  they  scc^ 

And  winna  fire  a  gun,  man  : 
They  tum'd  their  back,  the  foot  they  braki^ 

Such  terror«i«ix'd  them  a*,  man ; 
Some  wet  their  cheeks,  some  fyl'd  their  breaks 

And  some  for  fear  did  U\  man. 

The  volunteers  prick'd  up  their  ean^ 

And  vow  gin  they  were  cnrase^  man  ; 
But  when  the  bairns  saw*t  turn  to  eam*i^ 

They  were  not  worth  a  louse,  man  ; 
Maiat  feck  gade  hame ;  O  fy  for  ahaoie  I 

They'd  better  aUy'd  awa*,  man. 
Than  wi*  cockade  to  make  parade^ 

And  do  nae  good  at  a*,  man. 

Menteith  the  great,*  when  heraell 

Un'wares  did  ding  him  o'er,  man ; 
Yet  wad  nae  atand  to  bear  a  hand. 

But  aff  fou  fast  did  scour,  man ; 
O'er  Soutra  hill,  e'er  he  stood  still. 

Before  he  tasted  meat,  man : 
Troth  he  may  brag  of  hia  swift  nag^ 

That  bare  him  aff  sae  fleet,  man. 


AIRiiT-Moi»'*  was  composed  by  a  BIr. 
,  a  vtry  worthy  respectable  former,  near 

^BB.     1  otvo  Mara  tM  ABiOQOW  oitai,|oT«r,andflarricalUsgunasatrophy  toCop^eampk 


e  The  miniiter  of  Lcogftirreacos,  a  volunlssi  t  who^ 
happening  to  oome  the  night  befiDie  the  battls^  upon  • 
Highland  gelding,  casing  naturs  at  Prsstoo,  tbisw  kiai 
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And  Simpaon  *  keen,  to  clear  the  een 

Of  rcbeb  far  in  wrang,  man. 
Did  nevM*  atrive  wV  pintols  five, 

But  gallup'd  with  the  thrang,  man : 
He  tum*d  his  back,  and  in  a  crack 

Was  cleanly  out  of  tight,  man  ; 
And  thought  it  beat ;  it  was  nae  jeat 

Wi*  Highlanders  to  fight,  man. 

'Mangst  a*  the  gang  naoe  bode  the  bang 

But  twa,  and  ane  was  tane,  man  ; 
For  Campbell  rade,  but  M)Tief  stud, 

And  sair  he  paid  the  kain.f  man  ; 
Fell  sktips  he  got,  was  war  than  shot 

Frae  the  sharp-edg*d  claymore,  man  ; 
Frae  many  a  spout  came  running  out 

His  reekii^-het  red  gore,  man. 

But  Gard*ner  |  brare  did  still  behave 

Like  to  a  hero  bright,  man  ; 
His  courage  true,  like  him  were  few, 

That  still  despised  flight,  man  ; 
For  king  and  laws,  and  country's  caute^ 

In  honour's  bed  he  lay,  man  ; 
Hia  life,  but  not  his  courage,  fled. 

While  he  had  breath  to  draw,  man. 


And  Major  Bowie,  that  worthy  soul. 

Was  brought  down  to  the  ground, 
Hia  horse  being  shot,  it  was  his  lot 

For  to  get  mony  a  wound,  man  : 
Lieutenant  Smith,  of  Irish  birth, 

Frae  whom  he  call'd  for  aid,  roan, 
Being  full  of  dread,  lap  o*er  his  head, 

And  wadna  be  gainaaid,  man. 


He  made  sic  haste,  sae  spur'd  his  betst, 

*Twa8  little  there  he  saw,  man ; 
To  Berwick  rade,  and  safely  said. 

The  Soott  were  rebels  a',  roan  ; 
But  let  that  end,  for  well  'tis  kend 

His  use  and  wont  to  lie,  man  ; 
The  Teague  is  naught,  he  never  fiiught. 

When  he  had  room  to  flee,  man. 


•  Another  volunteer  Presbyterian  minister,  who 
laid  he  vould  coovloce  the  rebels  of  their  error  by  the 
dint  of  hit  pi»tol« ;  having,  for  that  |>Mr}KMe.  two  in 
his  pocketA.  two  In  his  hoistert,  and  one  in  hit  belt. 

t  M  r.  Myrie  was  a  ttudent  ofphyfc,  tr^ym  Jamaka ; 
he  entered  as  a  volunteer  In  Co|i«i^t  army,  and  was 
miaembiy  mangled  by  the  broadsword. 

I  L  e.  He  suflbred  teverely  In  the  emusei 

n  James  Gardiner,  Colonel  of  a  rcgtmcnt  of  horse. 
Ihit  gentieman's  conduct,  however  celebrated,  does 
not  seem  to  have  proceeded  to  much  tmm  the  gene* 
rou«  ardour  of  a  noMe  and  heroic  mind,  as  tnm  a 
spirit  of  religious  enthutisMn,  and  a  bigoted  rell«Dc« 
on  the  Presbyterian  doctrine  of  predestination,  whkh 
rendered  it  a  matter  of  perfect  intlUlbreaoe  whether  he 
left  the  field  or  remained  in  It.  Being  deserted  by  his 
troop,  be  was  killed  by  a  Highlander,  with  a  i>^fihrr 
axe. 

ColoocI  Gardiner  havine,  when  a  gay  yoiuig  man 
at  Paris,  made  an  sMignaUon  with  a  lady,  w 


as,  as  he 

, , , — , — g  his  ap- 

Mtetaaent,  but  thoroughly  reelairoed  from  all  sueh 


pretended,  not  only  deterred  from  keeping 


nencbis  In  Atture,  by  an  apparitioii. 


hlaUfiby 


And  Caddell  drcat,  amang  tlw  rMl^ 

With  gun  and  good  claymore. 
On  gelding  grey  he  rode  that  way. 

With  piwtols  set  before,  man  ; 
The  cause  was  good,  he'd  spend  hb  bloo^ 

Before  that  he  would  yicid,  aan ; 
But  the  night  before  he  left  the  eor. 

And  never  fac*d  the  fieU,  man. 

But  gallant  Roger,  like  a  aoger. 

Stood  and  bravely  fought,  man  ; 
Tm  wse  to  tell,  at  last  he  fijl. 

But  rose  down  wi*  him  brought,  maa : 
At  point  of  death,  wi*  his  last  Imeth, 

(Some  standing  round  in  ring,  maa). 
Oil's  back  lyinj;  flat,  he  wav*d  hia  hat. 

And  cry'd,  God  sive  the  king,  man. 

Some  Highland  rogues,  like  hungry  dogi» 

Neglecting  to  pursue,  man. 
About  they  fac*d,  and  in  great  hatte 

Upon  the  booty  flew,  man ; 
And  they,  as  gain,  for  all  their  pain. 

Are  deck'd  wi  spoib  of  war,  man ; 
Fow  bald  can  tell  how  her  naina^ 

Was  ne'er  aie  pra  before^  dmo. 


At  the  thorn-tree,  which  you  may  tat 

Bewest  the  meadow-mill,  man  ; 
There  mony  slain  lay  on  the  plaint 

The  clans  pursuing  atill,  man. 
Sic  unc«i*  hncks,  and  deadly  whack% 

I  never  saw  the  like,  man ; 
Lost  hands  and  heads  coet  them  their 

That  fell  near  Preston-dyke,  man. 


That  afiemoon,  when  a*  was  dooa^ 

I  gacd  to  see  the  fray,  man  ; 
But  ha  1  I  wist  what  after  past, 

I'd  better  staid  away,  man  : 
On  Seaton  sands,  wi*  nimble  handa. 

They  pick*d  my  pockets  bare,  oua; 
But  I  wish  ne'er  to  drie  sic  fear. 

For  a*  the  sum  and  mair,  maa. 


8TREPH0N  AND  LYDIA. 
ritne— «•  The  Gordon's  iMd  the  Otiidiaf  dl.* 

Tmi  following  account  of  this  aoag  I  had 
from  Dr.  Blackludu 

The  Strephon  and  Lydia  mentioBed  ia  the 
song  were  perhaps  the  loveliest  couple  of  their 
time.  The  gentleman  was  commonly  known 
by  the  name  of  Beau  Gibaon.  The  lady  waa 
the  Gentle  Jean,  celebrated  somewhere  in  Mr. 
Hamilton  of  Bdngour's  poema.— Having  fre- 
quently met  at  public  pkeea,  they  had  fonncd 
a  reciprocal  attachment,  which  their  frieada 
thought  dangerous,  aa  their  reaouroea  were  by 
no  n»eana  adequate  to  their  tastea  and  habita  af 
life.  To  elude  the  bad  ponaaqmucai  of  ladi  a 
coonactiQiii  SlrephM  waa  nat  tJbn&i  vitk  a 


SONGS. 


IIS 


coBuniinoat  tod  perished  in  Adnunl  Vemoa*s 
dpeditioD  to  Carthageoa. 

Tbe  author  of  the  loog  was  William  Wallace, 
Esq.  of  CairohiU,  in  Aynhire. — ^Buams. 

All  lovelf  on  the  suUry  beach, 

Expiring  Strephon  lay. 
No  hand  the  cordial  draught  to  reach, 

Kor  chear  tbe  gloomy  way. 
Dl-fiatrd  youth  !  no  parent  nigh. 

To  catch  thy  fleeting  breath, 
No  bride,  to  Ex  thy  swimming  eye. 

Or  smooth  the  face  of  death. 

Far  distant  from  the  mournful  aoene. 

Thy  parents  sit  at  ease. 
Thy  Lydia  rifles  all  the  plain. 

And  all  the  spring  to  please. 
nUfisted  youth !  by  £iult  of  friend. 

Not  force  of  foe  depressM, 
Thou  frD'st,  aks !  thyself,  thy  kind. 

Thy  country,  unredresa'd ' 


IM  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET. 

Tbx  chorus  of  this  song  is  old. — The  rest  of 
it,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine — Burms. 

Fm  o*er  young,  Fm  o*er  young, 
Fm  o*er  yooog  to  marry  yet ; 
I*m  o'er  young,  *twad  be  a  sin 
To  take  me  frae  my  mammy  yet 

There  ia  a  stray,  characteristie  verse,  which 
Mght  to  be  restored. 

My  minnie  coft  me  a  new  gown, 
The  kirk  mavn  hae  the  gracing  o't ; 

Ware  I  to  lie  wi*  you,  kind  Sir, 
Fm  fieared  ye*d  qwil  the  lacing  o't. 
Pm  o'er  ^ounp,  kc 


MY  JO,  JANET. 

JoBV BOir,  the  pablbher,  with  a  foolish  deli- 
tacft  fcfaaed  to  insert  the  last  stanaa  of  thi> 
himonMH  boDad.^— Buniffl. 

8wuT  Sir,  for  your  ooortesie. 

When  ye  come  by  the  Ban  then, 
For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me. 

Buy  me  a  keeking-glass,  then.— > 
Kuk  into  the  drauh-wdit 

Janet,  Janet ; 
^jmI  Hurt  ye'ff  see  jfour  htmny  aefl^ 
My  JOi  Janet. 

Keekii^  in  the  draw-well  dear, 
What  if  I  sbottM  la' in. 


Syne  a'  my  kin  will  say  and 

I  diown'd  royaell  for  sin.-— 
Hand  the  better  be  the  brae^ 

Janet,  Janet, 
Haud  the  better  be  the  brae^ 

My  Jo,  Janet. 

Good  Sir,  for  jrour  courtesie, 

Coming  through  Aberdeen,  theOy 
For  the  luve  ye  bear  to  me. 

Buy  me  a  pair  of  sheen,  then.-^ 
Ciout  the  auld,  the  new  are  dear, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
jie  pair  may  gain  ye  ha* fa  year. 
My  Jo,  Janet. 

But  what  if  dancing  on  the  green. 

And  skipping  like  a  maukin. 
If  they  »bould  see  my  clouted  ^oon, 

Of  me  they  will  be  taukin*.— > 
Dance  ay  laigh,  and  late  at  e'en, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
Syne  a*  their  fautt  will  no  be  aecn, 
My  Jo,  Janet. 

Rind  Sir,  for  your  courtesie. 

When  ye  gae  to  tbe  CroM,  then. 
For  the  luve  ye  bear  to  me. 

Buy  me  a  pacing-home,  theuv— 
Pace  ttpo*  your  epinniny-wheel, 
Janet,  Janet ; 
Pace  upo*  your  Mpinniny-wheel, 
My  Jo,  Janet. 

My  spinning-wheel  is  auld  and  atifl^ 

The  rock  o't  winna  atand,  Sir, 
To  keep  the  temper-pin  in  tifl^ 

Employs  right  aft  my  hand,  Sir.—* 
Mak  the  beet  dt  that  ye  can, 

Janet,  Janet; 
But  like  it  never  wale  a  man. 

My  Jo,  Janet. 


GUDE  YILL  COMES,  AND  GUDE 
YILL  GOES. 

This  song  sings  to  the  tune  called  The  bci* 
torn  of  the  punch  bowl,  of  which  a  rery  good 
copy  may  be  found  in  M*  Gibbon* §  Collections-^ 
Burns. 

3>m««— **  The  Happy  Farmer." 

O  gude  yiU  comet,  and  gude  yiU  goetf 
Chtde  yUl  gore  me  eell  my  hote. 
Sell  my  ho$e,  and  pawn  my  ehoom. 
For  gude  yiU  keep*  my  heart  aboom. 

I  HAD  sax  owsen  in  a  pleugh. 
And  they  drew  teugh  and  wed  eoeogh  ; 
I  drank  them  a'  aoe  by  ane. 
For  gude  yill  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 
Gude  yiU,  ^. 


II  had  forty  shilfio  in  a  dout, 
Qttde  yill  gart  me  pyke  them  out  i 
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BURNS'  WORKS. 


That  gear  ihouU  moule  I  liioiiglit  a  rin, 
Gnde  yill  keepa  my  heart  abooo. 
GwU  yill,  jpe. 

The  meikle  pot  upon  my  back. 
Unto  the  yill-houw  I  did  pack  ; 
It  melted  a*  wi'  the  heat  o*  the  0100% 
Code  yill  keepa  my  heart  aboon. 
Gm^  y%  ^. 

Qade  yill  hauda  me  bare  and  bniy, 
Oart  me  moop  wi*  the  wrvant  hinie. 
Stand  in  the  kirk  when  1  hae  done. 
Glide  yill  keepa  my  heart  aboon.  * 
Cude  yill,  ^. 

I  with  their  fa*  may  be  a  gallowa, 
^nna  gie  gude  yill  to  gude  fellowa. 
And  keep  a  aoup  *till  the  afternoon, 
Gode  yill  keepa  my  heart  aboon. 

O  yude  jfill  comet,  and  yude  yill  pom, 
Gude  yill  yara  me  acff  my  hoee^ 
SeU  my  hmte,  and  pawn  my  shoou, 
Gude  yill  heepe  my  heart  aboon. 


WERE  NA  MY  HEART  LIGHT  I  WAD 

DIE. 

Loan  Haileb,  in  the  notes  to  hit  collection  of 
■Bcimt  Scots  poems,  says  that  thi»  song  was  the 
eonposition  of  a  Lidy  Grissel  BailUe,  daughter 
of  the  first  Earl  of  Marchmoot,  and  wife  of 
George  BaiUie,  of  JerTiswood.— Buaxa. 

Thies  was  anes  a  May,  and  she  loo'd  na  men, 
She  biggit  her  bonny  bow*r  down  in  yon  glen ; 
B«t  now  she  cries  dool !  and  a  well-a-day  ! 
Come  down  the  green  gate,  and  come  here  away. 
Sut  now  ehe  eriee,  ^ 

When  bonny  yonng  Johny  came  o*er  the  sea, 
He  said  he  saw  naithing  sae  lorely  as  me ; 
Ha  hecht  me  baith  rings  and  mony  braw  things ; 
Aod  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 
He  kecki  me.  ^. 


Ha  had  a  wee  tit^  that  loo*d  nalne, 
Baeanse  I  was  twice  la  bonny  la  she  | 
Sha  rais'd  such  a  pother  'twizt  him  and  hia  mo- 
ther, 
That  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
She  rai$*d,  tt. 

Tha  diqr  it  was  aet,  and  the  bridal  to  be^ 
The  wiife  took  a  dwam,  and  lay  down  to  die ; 
Sha  main*d  and  she  grain'd  out  of  dolour  and 

pain. 
Tin  ha  Tow'd  he  never  wad  sea  ma  agaia. 

She  main*d  ^ 


His  kin  wis  for  aae  of  a  higher  degraa^ 
Said,  What  had  ha  to  do  with  tha  Uka  of 
Albeit  I  was  boony,  I  was  na  fat  Jolmy : 
And  were  na  my  heart  light*  I  wad  die. 
Albeit  I  wot.  ^ 


They  said,  I  had  neither  cow  nor 
Nor  dribbles  of  drink  rins  throw  the  drai^ 
Nor  pickles  of  meal  rins  tlirow  tha  miD^^e ; 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  dia. 
Nor  pieklet  of,  ^ 

His  titty  she  was  baith  wylie  and  ilec^ 
She  spy'd  me  as  I  came  o*er  the  lee ; 
And  then  she  ran  in  and  made  a  loud  di% 
Belies  your  sin  eeo,  an  ye  trow  na  ma. 
And  then  eke,  ^ 

Hit  bonnet  stood  ay  fbn  round  on  hia  bfow ; 
His  auld  ane  looks  ay  as  well  as  some*a  new : 
But  now  he  lets*t  wear  ony  gate  it  will  hiag. 
And  casts  himself  dowie  upon  the  eom-bi^g. 
But  HOW  he,  ^ 

And  now  he  gaes  *  dandering*  about  the  dyfco^ 
And  a*  he  dow  do  is  to  bund  the  tykes : 
The  live-lang  night  he  ne*er  steeks  his  at^ 
And  were  na  my  heait  light,  I  wad  dia. 
The  live-lany,  ^, 

Were  I  young  for  thee,  as  I  haa  been. 
We  shou'd  hae  been  galloping  down  on 
And  linking  it  on  the  lily-white  lee  ; 
Aod  wow  gin  I  were  but  young  tor  tint  I 
Andlinhiuyf^ 


MARY  SCOTT,  THE  FLOWER  OF 
YARROW. 


•  Tlwbaadof  Bwnsisvfalblahst» 
Ih  vsnsB  oady  avs  tha  Of%laal  I 


Ibalstand 


Ma.  RoBEETaoy,  in  hia  statistieal  aeeout  of 
the  palish  of  Selkirk,  says,  that  Bfary  Scott,  tha 
Fbwer  of  Yarrow,  was  descended  from  the  Dry 
hope,  and  married  into  the  Harden  &mily.  Her 
daughter  was  married  to  a  predeoeseor  of  the 
present  Sir  Franda  Elliot  of  Stobbs,  and  of  the 
late  Lord  Ueathfiehl. 

There  is  a  circnmstanea  in  their  oontraet  ef 
marriage  that  merita  attention,  aa  it  atroMly 
marks  the  predatory  spiiit  of  tha  fimas  — Tha 
father>in-law  agrees  to  keep  his  daaghter,  for 
some  time  after  the  marriage;  Ibr  whidi  tha 
son-in-law  binds  himself  to  give  him  tha  pnfils 
of  the  first  Michaelmas' moon.     Bo  ana. 

HArrY*a  the  love  which  meets  reCara, 
When  in  soft  flames  swils  equal  bvn  ; 
But  words  are  wanting  to  discover 
The  turments  of  a  hopeless  lover. 
Ye  registers  of  heav'o,  relate, 
If  looking  o*er  the  rolls  of  £1^ 
Did  you  there  see  me  mark*d  la  manem 
Mary  Scott  tha  fknrer  of  Yanmr  f 


BONOS. 


ttt 


Wr  fcrm'a  too  lieaT'nIf  fiur, 
h»  gods  above  mutt  ihaiw  ; 
ridi  widi  dopair  explore  her, 
rtaaee  due  adore  her. 
oidd !  mj  doubts  beguile, 
d  blew  me  with  a  amile : 
mC^  you'll  toon  debar  a 
wtan  the  banks  of  Yamnr. 

b,  yt  lears^  IH  not  despair ; 
'a  tender  as  she*s  lair ; 
go  tell  her  all  mine  anguishi 
I  good  to  let  me  languish : 
sasB  crown*d,  IH  not  enry 
vbo  dwell  above  the  sky ; 
117  Scott*s  become  my  marrow, 
k>  A  paradise  in  Yarrow. 


fHE  HIGHLAND  QUEEN. 

[ighland  Queen,  music  and  poetry,  was 
,  by  a  Mr.  M*Vicar,  purser  of  the  Sol- 
of  war. — This  I  had  from  Dr.  Black- 

UftNS. 

Tkm   "  The  Highland  Queen." . 

my  song  shall  be,  ye  swains, 
ig  streams  or  flowrie  plains : 
asing  beauties  now  inspire, 
abas  deigns  the  warbling  lyre, 
indy  aided,  thus  I  mean 
r«  celebrate,  to  celebrate, 
oekbrate  my  Highland  Qaeen. 

voet  innocence  you'll  find 
adorn,  truth  and  virtue  join'd : 
monr  filb  her  spotlesa  soul. 
BS  a  lustre  to  the  whole. 
Mtehless  shape  and  lovely  mein 
in  eentre  in,  all  centre  in, 
entre  in  my  Highland  Queen. 

id  wish  or  trifling  joy 
lad  calm  of  mind  destroy  : 
ide  and  affectation  free, 

•  amiles  on  you  and  me. 

•  brightest  nymph  that  tripe  the  green 
[  do  pronounce,  I  do  pronounce, 

•  pronounce  my  Highland  Queen. 

irt  Ae  youth,  whose  gentle  fate 
tiaed  to  so  £iir  a  mate, 
1  dHiae  wondrous  gifts  in  store» 
ik  aadi  coming  day  brings  more. 
» aMB  more  happy  can  be  seen 

my  Highland  Queen. 


THE  MUCKIN'  O'  GEORDIE'S  BYRR 


Thx  chonu  of  thia  aong  is  okl.— The 
the  work  of  Balkxm  Tytler.*— Bonxa. 

Tm0   ••  The  Mu^kin'  tt  GeordWIi  Byrsi* 

Thx  mudcin*  o'  Geordie's  byre^ 

And  the  shool  an*  the  graip  aae  deaa. 
Has  gar'd  me  weet  my  cheeks, 
I     And  greet  wi'  baith  my  een. 
I         It  woM  n€*er  9tyfather't  wiB, 
Nor  ytt  mjf  mithtr*§  detire. 
Thai  e'tr  I  MhouUfyU  mfjingen 
nr  mmckin*  o*  Geordie'i  Afrv . 

The  monse  is  a  merry  beast, 

The  moudiwort  wants  the  een. 
But  the  warld  shall  ne'er  get  wit, 
Sae  merry  as  we  hae  been. 
It  tpa»  ne'er  mffather^t  wUlf 
Nor  yet  my  mithet'i  deeire, 
That  e'er  /  ehtmldfyk  myfingen 
WV  mwkiiC  0'  Geordie**  hyrt. 


MACPHERSON'S  FAREWELL » 

ALSO  KNOWN  At 

MACPHERSON'S  RANT. 

He  was  a  daring  robber  in  the  beginning  of 
this  (eighteenth)  century — was  condeqined  to 
be  hanged  at  Inverness.  He  is  said,  when  un- 
der sentence  of  death,  to  have  composed  this 
tune,  wltich  be  called  his  own  Lament,  or  Fare- 
well. 

Gow  has  published  a  variatbn  of  this  fine 
tune,  as  his  own  composition,  which  he  caUa 

The  Piincess  Augusta.'*— 'Bueni. 


<c 


I*vK  Spent  my  time  in  rioting, 

Debauch'd  my  health  and  strength  t 
Fve  pillaged,  plundered,  murdered, 

But  now,  alas !  at  length 
I*m  brought  to  punishment  diroet  * 

Pale  death  draws  near  to  me ; 
Thia  end  I  never  did  project 

To  hang  upon  a  tree. 

To  hang  upon  a  tree,  a  tret. 

That  cursed  unhappy  death ; 
Like  to  a  wolf  to  worried  be^ 

And  choaked  in  the  breath : 
My  very  heart  would  surely  bnak 

When  this  I  think  upon. 
Did  not  my  courage  aingnlar 

Bid  pensive  thoughta  begone. 


•  A  ringnlarly  Issnied  but  unhanpy  peaon. 
llT8d  at  too  early  a  stage  of  the  woHdt  nefbre 
was  toleration  in  Britain,  which  he  was  obUged  to  quit 
n79S)  became  ofhis  demoeratieal  writings  1  when  he 
took  reAige  at  Salem  as  a  newspaper  editor.  He  also 
llTsd  bsmre  tbcie  weie  Teni 


IM 
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No  man  on  etrth,  tnat  drtweth  breath. 

More  ooarage  hail  than  1 : 
I  dared  mjr  ton  anto  their  £ice« 

And  woaM  not  from  them  flf. 
This  grandeor  itout,  I  did  keep  out, 

Like  Hector,  manfblljr : 
Then  wonder  one  like  me  to  etoat 

Should  hang  upoo  a  tree. 

The  Egyptian  band  I  did  commaod. 

With  courage  more  by  ^» 
Than  ever  did  a  general 

Hia  eoldiere  in  the  war. 
Being  feared  by  all,  both  great  and  emaD, 

I  liv'd  most  joyftiUie : 
Oh,  cune  upon  this  fate  o*  mine. 

To  hang  upon  a  tree. 

As  for  my  life  I  do  not  care, 

If  justice  would  take  place. 
And  bring  my  fellow-pluoderert 

Unto  the  »ame  disgmee : 
But  Peter  Brown,  that  notour  Umo, 

Escaped  and  was  made  free  i 
Oh,  cune  upon  thb  fete  o*  mine, 

To  hang  upon  a  tree. 

Both  law  and  justice  buried  are, 

And  fraud  and  guile  soceeed ; 
The  guilty  pass  unpunished. 

If  money  intercede. 
The  Laird  o*  Graunt,  that  Highland  Sannt, 

His  mighty  majestic, 
He  pleads  the  cause  of  Peter  Brown, 

And  lets  Macpherson  die. 

The  destiny  of  my  life  contrived. 

By  those  whom  I  obliged. 
Rewarded  me  much  ill  fur  good. 

And  left  me  no  refuge : 
But  Brace  Duff,  in  rage  enough, 
-  He  first  Uid  hands  on  me ; 
And  if  that  death  woukl  not  prevent. 

Avenged  would  I  be. 

As  for  my  life,  it  b  but  ahorti 

When  I  shiJl  be  no  more ; 
To  part  with  lifc^  I  *>»  coatenC, 

As  any  hcfetofere. 
Therefore,  good  people  all,  take  heed. 

This  warning  take  by  ni»— 
Aeeording  to  the  lives  vou  lead, 

Rewarded  you  shall  be.o 


UP  IN  THE  HORNING  EARLY. 


Tbx  chorw  of  this  iaoU;  the  two 
are  mine. 


Up  in  the  mondm/t  uofirtm^ 
Up  in  the  morning  eariif  ; 

When  a*  the  hiila  an  covered  w€ 
Fm  ture  it*t  winter  fair^ 


Cold  blaws  the  wind  firae  east  to 
The  drift  is  driving  sairly  ; 

Sae  loud  and  shrilfs  I  hesr  the  blaat, 
Tm  sure  it's  winter  feirly. 

BuKva. 


UP  IN  THE  MORNING  EARLY 


BT  JOHV  HAMILTOV. 

Cacld  blaws  the  wind  frae  north  to 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly. 
The  sheep  are  courin'  in  the  beach : 

O,  sirs,  iu  winter  feirly. 
Now  up  in  the  mfirnin**  no  for  me. 

Up  in  the  momin*  early  ; 
rd  rather  gae  nippcrlesa  to  my  bed 

Than  rise  in  the  moi  nin*  early. 


Loud  roars  the  blast  amang  the  woodsb 

And  tirls  the  branchr*  barely  ; 
On  hill  and  houxe  hear  how  it  thuds. 

The  frost  is  nipping  sairiy. 
Now  up  in  the  loomin's  no  for  me^ 

Up  in  the  momin*  early ; 
To  sit  a'  nicht  wad  better  agree 

Than  rise  in  the  mornin*  early. 

The  sun  peeps  ower  yon  soathlaod  hiBi 

Like  ony  timorous  cariie, 
Just  blinks  a  wee,  then  sinks  again, 

And  that  we  find  severely. 
Now  up  in  the  momin*s  no  for  me^ 

Up  in  in  the  mornin*  early ; 
When  snaw  blaws  in  at  the  chimly 

VTha'd  rise  in  the  momin*  early. 

Nae  Unties  lilt  on  hedge  or  bush ; 

Poor  things  they  suffer  sairiy. 
In  cauldrife  quarters  a*  the  night, 

A*  day  they  feed  but  sparely. 
Now  up  in  the  mornin*s  no  fee  OM^ 

Up  in  the  momin*  early ; 
A  pennyleas  purse  I  wad  rather  diet 

Than  rise  in  the  momin*  early. 

A  coaie  house  and  canty  wife. 

Aye  keep  a  body  chet-rly ; 
And  pantries  stou*d  wi*  meat  and  drnlf 

They  answer  unco  rarely. 
But  up  in  the  morain*s  no  for  osi^ 

Up  in  the  momin*  early  ; 
The  gowan  mann  glint  on  bank  and  bm^ 

When  I  rise  in  the  momin*  tariy 


Hterilia 
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OALA.WATBR. 

I  RATS  lieird  a  Qoodadiag  Tame  imig  to 
ihctt  words— it  !•» 

Ax'  ay  the  came  at  e'eoia  fa\ 
Ajnaog  the  yelloir  broom,  aae  eerie, 

To  «eek  the  snood  o*  silk  she  tint  ;•— 

She  fiui  na  ity  bat  gat  her  dearie.-— Bnavs. 

The  original  song  of  Galo-witer  was  thus  re- 
cited by  a  resident  in  that  ^ry  pastoral  district. 

BoNNiK  lass  of  Gala-water  ; 

Braw,  brew  lass  of  GaU-water ! 
I  would  wade  the  stream  sae  deep. 

For  yon  braw  lass  of  Gala-water. 

Braw,  brew  lads  of  Gala-water ; 

O,  braw  lads  of  Gala-water  ! 
m  kilt  my  coat  abonn  my  knee, 

And  follow  my  love  thro*  the  water. 

Sae  fiair  her  hair,  sae  brent  her  brow, 
Sae  bonnie  blue  her  een,  my  dearie ; 

Sae  white  her  teeth,  sae  sweet  her  moo*, 
1  often  kiss  her  till  Vm  wearie. 

0*er  jron  bank,  and  o*er  yon  brae, 
0*er  yon  moss  amang  the  heather  ; 

rn  kilt  my  coat  abnon  my  knee. 
And  follow  my  love  thro'  the  water. 

Down  amang  the  broom,  the  broom, 
Down  amang  the  broom,  my  dearie  ; 

The  lassie  lort  her  silken  snood. 

That  gart  her  greet  till  she  was  wearie. 


DUMBARTON  DRUMS. 

This  b  the  last  of  the  West  Highland  airs  ; 
and  from  it,  owtr  the  whole  tract  of  country  to 
the  confines  of  Tweedside,  there  is  hardly  a 
tone  or  song  that  one  can  say  has  taken  its  ori- 
gin firom  any  place  or  transaction  in  that  part  of 
Seetland. — The  oMest  Ayrshire  reel,  U  Stew- 
artam  Lauea,  which  was  mode  by  the  father  cif 
the  present  Sir  Walter  Montgomeiy  Cunning- 
ham, alias  Lord  Lyle ;  sinoe  which  period  there 
has  indeed  been  local  music  in  that  country  in 
great  plenty,— ^oAni'e  Faa  ia  the  only  old  tong 
whidk  I  could  ever  trace  as  beloi^ng  to  the  ex- 
tensive coanty  of  Ayr. — BuaNi. 

The  poet  has  fiillen  under  a  mistake  here : — 
the  drums  here  edebrated  were  not  thoae  of  the 
town,  or  garrismi  of  Dumbarton ;  but  of  the 
ngiment  commanded  by  Lord  Dumbarton — a 
bvalier  (rf*  the  hooee  of  Douglas— who  signalised 
himself  on  the  Jacobite  ride  in  1685.— The  old 
long  waa  ta  fbUowa  :— 

DuiOAmToa't  drams  beat  bonny,  O, 
Wkn  tbcT  BMd  mt  of  my  dear  ifkam,  O. 


How  happy  im  I, 

When  my  soldier  is  by. 
While  he  kisses  and  blesses  his  AnoSe,  O ! 
'Tis  a  soldier  alone  can  delight  me»  0^ 
For  his  graceful  looks  do  invite  me»  O : 

While  guarded  in  his  arms^ 

rU  fear  no  war*s  alarms. 
Neither  danger  nor  death  shall  e*er  fright  me»  O 

My  love  is  a  handsome  laddie,  O, 
Genteel,  but  ne'er  foppish  nor  gpsudyi  O  i 

Tho'  commissions  are  dear, 

Yet  rU  buy  him  one  this  year  ; 
For  he  shall  serve  no  longer  a  cadie,  O. 
A  soldier  has  honour  and  bravery,  O, 
Unacquainted  with  rogues  and  their  knavery,  Oi 

He  minds  no  other  thing 

But  the  ladies  or  the  king  ; 
For  ev'ry  other  care  is  but  slavery,  O. 

Then  I'll  be  the  captain's  kdy,  O  ; 
Farewell  all  my  friends  and  my  daddy,  O  t 

1*11  wait  no  more  at  home. 

But  I'll  follow  with  the  drum. 
And  whene*er  that  beats.  Til  be  ready,  O. 
Dumbarton's  drums  sound  bonny,  O, 
They  are  sprightly  like  my  dear  Johnie,  O : 

How  happy  shall  I  be, 

When  on  my  soldier*s  knee. 
And  he  kisses  and  blesses  his  Annie,  O  I 


FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

Tub  country  girls  in  Ajrnhire,  instead  of  tht 
line 


Mf. 


She  me  forsook  for  a  great  duke^ 
For  AthoIe*s  duke  she  mt  forsook ; 


which  I  take  to  be  the  original  reading. 

These  words  were  composed  by  the  late  Dr. 
Austin,  physician  at  Edinburgh.-— He  had 
courted  a  lady,*  to  whom  he  was  shortly  to 
have  been  married :  but  the  Duke  of  Athok 
having  seen  her,  became  so  much  in  love  with 
her,  that  he  made  proposals  of  marriage,  which 
were  ac4%pted  of,  and  she  jilted  the  Doctor.^. 
BoaKs. 

DE.  ADaTIlf. 


,<« 


For  Lack  or  Gold." 


For  lack  of  gold  she  has  left  me,  O ; 
And  of  all  that's  dear  she's  bereft  Wb,  O; 
She  me  forsook  for  Athole's  duke. 
And  to  endless  wo  she  haa  left  me^  O. 
A  star  and  garter  have  more  art 
Than  youth,  a  true  and  foithibl  heart ; 


daughtv  of  Mm 
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For  empty  titles  ve  mint  p«rt ; 

For  glittering  thow  she  hat  kft  me^  O. 

No  cruel  fiiir  iball  ever  mtum 
Bly  injur'd  heart  again  to  lore ; 
Thro*  distant  elimatc*  T  mutt  rove, 
Since  Jeanjr  she  has  left  me,  O. 
Ye  poven  above,  I  to  your  care 
Resign  my  fiitbleM  lovely  fiur ; 
Your  choicest  blessings  be  her  share, 
Tho*  she  has  ever  left  me,  O  ! 


MILL,  MILL  O. 

The  original,  or  at  least  a  song  evidently 
prior  to  Ramsay 'r,  is  still  extant.— It  runs  thus : 

The  mill,  mill  O,  and  the  hiB,  hitt  O, 
And  the  eog^n  o*  Pepgy*9  teheel  O, 

The  aaek  and  the  eirvei  and  a*  the  did  leave. 
And  danced  the  miller'e  reel  O, 

As  I  cam  down  yon  waterside, 

And  by  yon  sbellin-hill  O, 
There  I  spieil  a  bonnie  bonnie  lass. 

And  a  lass  that  I  lovM  right  weel  O. — * 


. — BUHNS. 


MILL,  BULL  O. 

Bknxath  a  green  shade  I  f«ind  a  fair  maid 

Was  aleeping  sound  and  still-O, 
A*  lowing  wi*  love,  my  fancy  did  rove. 

Around  her  with  gtMNl  will>0  : 
Her  bosom  I  press*d,  but,  sunk  in  her  rest, 

She  stir'd  na  my  joy  to  spill-O ; 
While  kindly  she  slept,  cIo«e  to  her  I  crept, 

And  kisis'd,  and  kiM*d  her  my  fill-O. 

ObIig*d  by  command  in  Flanrfon  to  land, 

T*  employ  my  couru^c  ami  (•kill-O, 
Frae  'er  quietly  I  stnv,  hoi»t*d  miU  and  awa. 

For  wind  blew  fair  on  the  liill-0. 
Twa  years  brought  me  hame,  where  loud-frasing 
fame 

Tald  me  with  a  voice  right  shrill- O, 
My  lass,  like  a  fool,  had  mounted  the  stool, 

Nor  ken*d  wha*d  done  her  the  ill-O. 

Mair  fimd  of  her  eharms,  with  my  son  in  her 
armsi 

A  ferlying  tpccr*d  how  she  felUO  ; 
Wi'  the  tear  in  her  eye,  quoth  she,  let  me  die, 

Sweet  Sir,  gin  I  can  tell-0. 


*  The  remaining  two  stsnas,  though  pretty  enou|rii, 
■■Rake  rather  too  mueh  of  the  rude  MmnUaty  ol  ihr 
i«OMsB  UmsT  lo  be  admitted  hersb^JCtf.^ 


Love  ga«  the  commmd,  I  took  hat  by  die  fcaai^ 

And  bad  her  a'  ftara  ezpeUO, 
And  nae  mair  look  wan,  for  I  was  the  man 

Wha  had  done  her  the  deed  myaell-0. 

My  bonnie  sweet  laaa,  on  the  gowaoy  grasib 

Beneath  the  shilUng-hiU-O, 
If  I  did  offence.  Fee  inake  ye  amends. 

Before  I  leave  Peggy's  mill-O. 
O  !  the  mill,  mi11-0,  and  the  kill,  kill-O, 

And  the  cogging  of  the  wheel- O, 
The  sack  and  the  sieve,  a*  thae  ye  loan  leave. 

And  round  with  a  soger  reeUO. 


WALY,  WALY. 

In  the  west  country  I  have  heard  a  di&rert 
edition  of  the  second  stania. — Instead  of  thi 
four  lines,  banning  with,  <*  When 
MhelU,"  ^  the  other  way  ran  thua  :— 


O  WHBRBPORK  nced  I  busk  my  head. 
Or  wherefore  need  I  kame  my  bair. 

Sin  my  fouiie  luve  has  me  forsook. 
And  aays  he*il  never  luve  me  mair.— 

BORItl. 


0  WALT  waly  up  the  bank, 
And  waly  wsly  down  the  brae^ 

And  waly  waly  by  }*on  bufn-side. 
Where  I  and  my  love  were  wont  to 

1  leant  my  back  unto  an  aik, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trustie  trie ; 
But  first  it  bow*d,  and  syne  it  brake. 
And  sae  my  true  love  did  lyghtlie 


O  waly  waly  gin  love  be  boonio 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new ; 
But  when  its  auld  it  waxeth  eaaM, 

And  fiuJes  awa*  like  morning-dew. 
O  wherrfiire  ahu'd  1  bosk  my  head  ? 

Or  whereftire  shu*d  I  kam«  my  hair  ? 
For  my  true  luve  has  me  forsook. 

And  says  he*ll  never  lot  no  aair. 

Now  Arthur-sent  shall  be  my  bed. 

The  sheits  shall  neir  be  fyVd  hf  mi : 
Saint  Anton's  well  sail  be  my  dnnk, 

Since  my  true  love  baa  forankca  me. 
Marti*nias  wind,  whan  wilt  tbott  blaw. 

And  shake  the  green  leaves  iff  the  trie? 
O  gentle  death,  whan  wilt  thoo  earn  ? 

For  of  my  lifo  I  am 


*Tis  not  the  frost  that  foeeHB  foil, 
Nor  blawing  snaw's  inclemeacis ; 

*Tis  not  sic  cauld  that  Biakts  ms  07, 
But  my  love's  heart  grown  eankl  Is  mt> 

Whan  we  cams  in  by  Olai^owi  toivi^ 
Wo  were  a  eomtly  sight  to  ntj 
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»  dMi  i'  tk*  blidi  TchcC 
iftdlin  cramatie. 

vkt  belbre  I  kiMt, 
«  had  been  aae  ill  to  win, 
i  my  hcftrt  in  a  case  of  gowd, 
■  d  it  wi*  a  tiller  pin. 
f  mj  young  babe  were  borne, 
noa  tbe  none*s  knee, 
m  were  dead  and  gone, 
aid  again  He  never  be ! 


TODLEN  HAAIE. 

,  perhaps,  the  first  bottle  tong  that 
ompoaed  — ^Buams. 

•  t  nzpence  under  my  thumb, 
fit  credit  in  ilka  town  : 

MB  Fm  poor  they  bid  me  gae  by ; 
ty  parte  good  company. 
home,  todlen  hame^ 
t  m§  loove  come  todlen  home  9 

•  goodwife,  and  tend  her  good  sale, 
m  white  bannocka  to  drink  her  ale, 
r  tippooy  chance  to  be  tma*, 

i  good  Kour  o*t,  and  ca*t  awa*. 

kmrntf  todkn  Aome, 

wi  n  a  neept  amu  todlen  home, 

w  and  I  lay  down  to  aleep, 

rinMonpa  at  our  bed-feet ; 

^mt  we  waken*d,  we  drank  them  dry : 

k  ji  of  my  wee  kimmer  and  I  ? 

M,  and  todkn  ben, 

mdmM  mp  loove  comet  todlen  home, 

m  fiqaor,  my  todlen  dow, 

i»  good  hiimour'd  when  weetlng  your 

Mi 

w  nt  Boor,  yell  fight  wi'  a  flcc^ 
I  bhth  tight  to  the  baima  and  me, 
)tmm  hmHe,  todkn  hamet 

aa  a  meep  ye  eome  todkn  hame. 


ID  KAIL  IN  ABERDEEN. 

if  fa  by  the  Doka  of  Gordon.— The 


vt%  eauid  kail  in  Aberdaeih 
li  Malnrkr  in  Strabogie ; 
I  ik»  lod  maun  hae  hit  laaib 

MB  4re,  gM  m«  my  <»P«- 
Wfkt  Sire,  my  eo^e,  Sire, 

mmoi  mm'  "*y  ^09^*  * 
imwUmif  three-jfirr^d  ttowp 
t  ^  tkt  qnem  am  S'ilk. 


There*t  Johnie  Smith  baa  got  a  will 
That  aerimpa  him  o'  hie  oogie^ 

If  the  were  mine,  upon  my  \A 
I*d  dook  her  in  a  bogie. 

Mp  eo^t  Sire,  4«..— Bokva. 


CAULD  RAIL  IN  ABERDEEN. 

THiRB*a  cauld  kail  in  Aberdeen, 
And  castocka  in  Stra'bogie ; 
Gin  I  but  hae  a  bonny  laaa. 
Ye* re  welcome  to  your  eogie : 
And  ye  may  ait  up  a*  the  night. 
And  drink  till  it  be  braid  dav-Iight ; 
Gie  me  a  lata  baith  clean  and  tight. 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

In  cotillont  the  French  ezeel ; 

John  Bull  loTea  countra-danoca  ; 

The  Spaniards  dance  fiindangoa  well ; 

Mynheer  an  allemande  pranoea : 

In  foursome  reela  the  Scotch  delight. 

The  threesome  maiat  dance  wond  rona  l]go%  f 

But  twaaome*a  ding  a*^t  o'  tight, 

Danc'd  to  the  Reel  of 


Come,  lads,  and  view  your  psrtnen  wafl^ 
Wale  each  a  bly  thaome  rogie ; 
I'll  tak  this  laspie  to  mytel. 
She  aeema  sae  keen  and  vogie ! 
Now  piper  lad  bang  up  the  spring ; 
The  countra  fashion  is  the  thin^. 
To  prie  their  mou*s  e*er  we  begin 
To  dance  tbe  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Now  ilka  lad  haa  got  a  laaa, 
Save  yon  auld  doited  fogie ; 
And  U*en  a  fling  upo*  the  gnM^ 
As  they  do  in  Stra'bogie  : 
But  a*  the  lasses  look  aae  faia. 
We  canna  think  oursers  to  haia, 
For  they  maun  hae  their  coma  aglb 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Now  a'  the  Uula  hae  done  their  bcal, 

Like  tme  men  of  Stra'bogta ; 

We'll  stop  awhile  and  tak  a  raat. 

And  tipple  out  a  cogie  1 

Come  now.  iny  lads,  and  tak  your  ghM^ 

And  try  ilk  other  to  aurpaaa, 

In  wishing  health  to  every  laaa 

To  danoe  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 


WE  RAN  AND  THET  RAN. 

Th«  anthor  of  We  ran  and  Atf  n«,  ni 
lAcy  ran  and  we  ran,  ^c.  waa  tiM  lala  R«r 
Murdoch  M'Laonan,  minfatir  at  Oralhio,  IVa- 
tide— BoEifa. 
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Thov*!  ■ome  waj  that  we  wtiiy 

Some  My  that  thtj  wan. 
Some  My  Uiat  nane  wan  at  a*»  man ; 

Bat  one  thing  Vm  torey 

That  at  Sheriff  Muir  * 
A  battle  there  was,  which  I  mw,  man  : 

And  we  ran,  and  they  ran^  and  they  ran^ 
and  we  ran,  and  we  ran,  and  they  ran  awa\ 


wuin. 


Brave  Argyle  f  and  Belbaven,  \ 

Not  like  lighted  Leven,  § 
Which  Rothen  ||  and  Haddington  ^  m*,  man ; 

For  they  all  with  Wightman  •• 

Advanoxi  on  the  right,  man. 
While  others  took  flight,  being  ra*,  man. 
Afui  we  ran^  and  they  ran,  ^ 

T^rd  Roxburgh  f  f  was  there. 

In  order  to  share 
With  Douglas,  |f  who  stood  not  in  awe,  man, 

Volunteerly  to  ramble 

With  lord  Loudon  Campbell,  |]  (f 
Brave  Hay  §§  did  suffer  for  a*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^ 

Sir  John  Schaw,  ^^  that  great  knight, 

Wi*  broad-sword  most  bright. 
On  horseback  he  briskly  did  charge,  man  ; 

An  hero  that*s  bold, 

None  could  him  with-hold, 
He  stoutly  encount«r*d  the  targemen. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^. 

For  the  cowardly  Whittim,  ••• 

For  fear  they  should  cut  him. 
Seeing  glittering  broad-swords  wi*  a  pa',  man, 

And  that  in  such  thrang, 

Made  Baird  edicang,  f  f  f 
And  from  the  brave  clans  ran  awa*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^e. 


•  The  battle  of  Dumblain  or  SherifTmuir  was  fought 
the  13th  of  November  1715,  bi-twccn  the  Earl  of  Mar, 
for  the  Chevalier,  and  the  Duke  of  Argyle  for  the  co- 
vemment  Both  rides  claimed  the  victory,  the  kft 
wing  of  either  array  being  routed.  The  catiture  of 
Prciton,  it  is  very  remarkaolc,  happened  on  the  same 
day. 

t  John  (Campbell)  ?d  Duke  of  Argyle,  commander. 
In-chief  of  the  govcmnfient  forces :  a  nobleman  of  great 
talents  and  integrity,  much  re»iH'ctcd  by  all  iiartics : 
died  1745. 

t  John  (Hamilton)  Lord  Rclha\'ent  served  as  a  vo< 
luntcer;  and  had  the  command  of  a  troop  of  horse 
raised  by  the  county  of  Haddmgton :  perished  at  sea, 
17'1.  I 

I  David  (Leslv)  Rarl  of  I.«vrn;  for  the  government.  * 

II  John  (Lesly)  Earl  of  Rothes;  for  the  government.  I 

I  Thomas  (Hamilton)  Earl  of  Haddington;  for  the 
government. 

•*  Major-Ticneral  Joseph  Wightman. 
tf  John  |Ker)  first  Duke  of  RoatMirgh;  for  the  go> 
ment 

ft  Archibald  (Douglas)  Duke  of  Douglai. 
II  Hugh  (Campbell)  R.11I  of  Loudoo. 
S  Aivhibild  Earl  of  Ilav.  brother  to  the  Duke  of 
4nyle.     He  was  dangerou^y  wmindca. 

II  An  officer  in  the  troop' of  gentlenum  volunteen. 
•••  M^K>rwgen«ral  Thomas  >^1iitham. 


Brave  Har  *  tai  Pauantf 

Were  firm  I  am  snrey 
The  Utter  was  kidnapt  awa*,  warn. 

With  brisk  men  about. 

Brave  Harry  f  retook 
His  brother,  and  Uught  at  them  a*,  aaSi 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  |pB. 

Grave  Marshall  |  and  Lithgow,  J 

And  Glengar}'*s^  (nth  too, 
Assisted  by  brave  Loggie-a-mao,** 

And  Gordons  the  bright 

So  boldly  did  fight. 
The  redcoats  took  flight  and  awa*,  matt, 
.^lui  ire  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^ 

Strathmore  f  f  and  Clanronald  \\ 
Cry'd  still,  advance,  Donald  ! 

Till  both  these  heroes  did  &',  man  ;  1 1 
For  there  was  such  hashing, 
And  broad-swords  a  clashing. 

Brave  Forfar  §§  himself  got  a  da*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  9fV. 


*  John  (Erskfne)  Earl  of  Mar,  commander, 
of  the  Chevalier's  army ;  a  nobleman  at  great  ssint, 
honour,  and  abilities.  He  died  at  Ai&.l»<3iapciW  to 
1735. 

t  James  (Maulc)  Earl  of  Panmure:  died  at  ftrit, 

I  Honourable  Harry  Maule,  brother  to  the  brl 
The  circumstance  here  alluded  to  is  thus  rrlafed  ia  ikt 
Earl  of  Mar**  printed  account  of  the  etigagenwet »- 
"  The  priftoncrs  taken  by  us  were  very  civilly  esH, 
and  none  of  them  stript  Some  were  aliowM  to  ifCara 
to  Stirling  upon  their  parole,  Ac.  .  .  The  few  mtaa. 
ert  taken  by  the  enemy  on  out  Icit  were  most  of  tliMS 
stript  and  wounded  alter  taken.  The  Earl  of  lia^ 
mnrc  l>cing  first  of  the  imsoiieni  wounded  after  taksa. 
They  having  refusetl  hi«  paroh*.  he  wealeft  kiavt* 
lage,  and  bv  the  hasty  retreat  of  the  1 
approach  of  nuranny,  was  rrscu'd  by  hia'^ 
his  servants  *• 

II  Georpe  (Keith)  Farl  Marlachall,  then  a  yonth  at 
college.  He  died  at  hia  govemnoent  of  NeufiJiatsi  Is 
1 771.  Hi<  brother,  the  celebrated  Manhail  KiUh.  M 
with  him  in  this  battle. 

S  James  (Uvingstoo)  Earl  of  Calender  and  UaHl* 
gow :  attainted. 

1  Alexander  M'Donaldof  RIcngary,  fairdof  adai 
a  brave  and  spirited  chi<-f :  atiaintrri. 

•s  Thomas  Drummomt  of  Lofie-AhDoad  t  «■* 
manded  the  two  tattalions  of  Onammonds.  He  Mi 
wounded. 

ft  John  (Lyon)  Earl  of  Strathmort:  ''a  nasf 
good  parta,  of  a  most  amiable  diapositioo  and 

it  R^inald  M'Dtmald,  CapUia  of  Clan 
ff.  H.  The  Capuin  of  n  clan  was  one  who,  betag  afit 
or  near  in  blood  to  the  Chief,  headed  them  ia  his  atOk 
cy  or  alxence. 

II II  "  We  have  lost  to  our  rrfrrt.  the  Earl  of  9tralk. 
more  and  the  Captam  of  Clan  Ranakl."  Earl  of  Xtf^ 
Letter  to  the  Govetnor  of  Perth.  Again.  priaMdi^ 
coimt :«"  We  cann't  And  above  fio  of  «Hir  men  ia  all 
kill'd,  among  whom  were  the  Rarl  of  Strathmore  [m\ 
the  CapUin  of  Clan  Ranald,  both  much  lamcwsi 
The  latter,  "  for  his  good  parts  and  gentle  aceosfipki^ 
mrnts,  was  lo«k*d  upon  as  the  roost  gallant  aad  fsas^ 
ous  youns  gentleman  among  the  dans.  ...  lie  Ml 
lamented  by  both  parties  that  knew  htan."  ^ 

His  servant,  who  lay  on  the  idd  watching  his** 
body,  being  asked  n^xt  dsy  who  that  was,  aaW*^ 
He  was  a  man  yestcrday.—JeesMCrs/wrMyfsttrA'' 
brides,  p.  359. 

(|  Archibald  (Douglas)  Gari  of  Fotftr,  ^^^ 
manded  a  regiment  in  the  Dufce*s  army.  He  Is  •■■  * 
have  been  »)ioc  in  tlie  knee,  and  to  Kave  had  itf  * 
twelve  cuts  In  his  head  froin  the  *^  ■ '  ""^  ^ 
died  a  few  days  aftar  of  hk  «< 


( 
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■di*iloodtiie 

lif  ImI Inkcwam, 

mi  Smthallaa  I  not  ik'» 

■  wenot  bnd, 

i  so  hacf  to  &*,  nun. 

'  W9  ftUtf  mMf  ncjf  TttMf  0pCs 


Sondieakyf 
m**  WM  bfiak, 
Wr  indeed  would  not  An%  man, 
•  ■Boyoke, 
WT*d  for  A  dodc 
ha  trtate  'twist  them  twi,  bub. 
W9  ran,  and  ikeif  ran^  ^. 

«lbtt  »<»tfetr*d, 

I II  mnd  his  beard, 

I  tad  OgilWe  §5  a',  man, 

■dMn  Balfbun,  ^f 

iMd  tbe  firat  ahow*!*,  t 

MB  and  Bnrleigli  •••  did  da*, 

'  W9  ran,  ana  Atjf  ran,  fpc* 


ittfaetrfprettjr, 
the  witty,  til 
H  nhaaea  oa  a*,  man ; 
■t  m  but  rhime, 
Mlefwhat*aine, 
hB  m  able  to  dra',  man. 
'  wt  ran,  and  tkty  ran,  ^ 


Mmute 
ADake< 


of  DruBUDOOd,   Km  of  Jamc* 
of  Perth,  WW  UeutananHEMierml 
■1  •'  behaved  with  greet  gellentry.'*    He 
1^  tat  enaped  to  Fnaee,  where  m 

BlMackcnsSc)  Earl  of  Seafbrtb.  He 
■tf  died  in  1740. 
a  (LMnpton)  Viaeoant  Kilsyth ;  attahited. 
B  (prumiDoiid)  Viscount  Strsthailan ; 
I0f  loyakj  conld  acsroely  equsl  the  spirit 
ftameniicBted  in  thseeiise.  Hewasta- 
Bin  this  battle,  which  he  sunrived  to  per- 
M  BMMne  ikisi  ooe  of  Culloden.muir. 
MBHeeoeral  George  Hamilton,  oommand* 
feeKarlorHar. 

^Ovnegie)  Earl  of  Southeik  i  was  attaint. 
■nine  to  rrance,  died  there  In  17S9. 
aaJMarray)  Marquis  of  TulUbaitlin.  eldest 
Mae  of  Athole.    HaTing  been  attainted, 
■  at  aea  m  17t6»  and  died  aoon  after,  of  a 


t  (Hollo)  Lord  Rollo;  **  a  man  of  singular 

mm.  integrity  i*  disd  in  1758. 

m  (Keith)  Earl  of  Kintore. 

ier  (Forba)  Lonl  Pitdigo  t  *«  a  man  of  good 
Ber  and  spirit,  and  universally  beloved 
He  was  engaged  again  in  the  aflkir  of 
he  was  attamted,  and  died  at  an  ad- 

IB  list. 

I  Lord  Ogilvie,  eldest  son  of  David  (Ogil- 
'AMv.  lie  was  attainteil,  hut  afterwards 
We  fcther,  wddra'fay  imio  the  §amejfoke, 

lelerinni  it  Is  supposed  of  the  Lord  Bur« 

■C  (Balfoor)  Lord  BurMgh.  He  was  a^ 
Itfedin  1757. 

c  WIliiAoi  Clephane,  edQutant-general  to 
I0f  Drammono. 

M4.r  Robertson  of  Struan;  who,  having 
,  finry  vicissluide  of  life,  with  a  stoical 
■i  In  vof  n49'  He  was  an  excellent 
;  dvfice  weithy  of  TItalhM. 


For  Huntley  *  and  Sindair,  f 
They  both  play'd  the  tindair, 

With  eooadencea  black  like  a  era*,  fliaa* 
Some  Angne  and  Fifiemen 
They  ran  for  their  lifie,  man. 

And  ne'er  a  Lot'e  wife  there  at  a*,  man. 
And  w  ran,  and  thq^  ran,  ffc 

Then  Lanrie  the  traytor. 

Who  betray'd  hta  maater, 
Hii  king  and  hie  eonntry  and  a*,  man. 

Pretending  BCar  might 

Give  order  to  fight| 
To  the  right  of  the  army  awa*,  man« 
And  wt  ran,  and  thty  ran,  ^ 

Then  Laurie,  for  fear 

Of  what  he  might  hear, 
Took  Drummond**  beet  hone  and  awa*, 

Inatead  o*  going  to  Perth, 

He  croesed  the  Firth, 
Alongst  Stirling-bridge  and  awa*,  man. 
And  w€  ran,  and  tkejf  ran,  ^ 


To  London  he  pieea'd, 

And  there  he  addreaa'd, 
That  he  behav'd  beat  o*  them  a*,  man  ; 

And  there  without  atriie 

Got  settled  for  life, 
An  hundred  a  year  to  his  &',  man. 
And  w  ran,  and  thty  ran,  |«. 

In  Burrowatounneta 

He  retidea  wi*  disgrace, 
Till  his  nedc  ttand  in  need  of  a  dra*,  n 

And  then  in  a  tether 

He'll  swing  frae  a  ladder, 
[And]  go  aff  the  stage  with  a  pa*. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ram,  f«* 

Rob  Roy  stood  watdi 

On  a  hill  for  to  catch 
The  booty  for  ought  that  I  la*,  maa, 

For  he  ne'er  advane'd 

From  the  place  he  was  stane'd. 
Till  nae  mair  to  do  there  at  a',  man. 
And  aw  ran,  and  fAcy  ran,  jpe. 

So  we  a'  took  the  flight, 

And  Moubray  the  wright ; 
But  I^tham  the  smith  was  a  bra' 

For  he  tuok  the  gout, 

Which  truly  was  wit, 
By  judging  it  time  to  withdra*, 

And  we  rant  ond  they  ran,  ^ 

And  trum;  et  M'Lean, 
Tllioee  breeka  were  not  dean, 


a  Alexander  (Gordon)  Maniuls  of  Huntley, 

_n  to  the  Duke  of  Gordon,  who,  aeoonUng  to  the 
usual  poliey  of  his  country,  (of  whkh  we  here  meet 
with  sei'eral  oUier  instances),  remained  neutral 

t  John  Sinclair,  Esq.  coromonty  called  Maalw  of 
Sinclair,  ddest  son  (/Henry  Lord  SineWrt  ««  a^ 
tainted,  but  afterwaids  pani(«ied,  and  died  In  ITM. 
The  estate  was  nresenred  of  eottisBt 
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Thro*  mufortone  lie  kappen'd  to  h\  man, 

"By  laying  bis  nedc 

Hu  trumpet  did  break, 
Came  aff  witbout  masick  at  a*,  man.* 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^. 

So  tbere  racb  a  race  if  as, 

As  ne*er  in  tbat  place  was. 
And  as  little  cbase  if  as  at  a*,  man ; 

Frae  ither  tbey  '  run' 

Witbout  touk  o*  drum  ; 
Tbey  did  not  make  use  of  a  pa*,  man. 

Amd  toe  ran,  and  they  rcMi  and  they  ran, 
and  we  ran^  amd  we  ran,  amd  they  ran  awa*, 
mam. 


BIDE  YE  YET. 

Tbbks  is  a  beautiful  song  to  tbis  tune,  be- 
ginning, 

Alas,  my  son,  you  little  know— 

wbicb   is  the   composition  of  a   Miss   Jenny 
Graham  of  Dumfries. — Buems. 

Alas  !  my  son,  you  little  know 
The  sorrows  that  from  wedlock  flow  : 
Farewell  to  every  day  of  ease, 
When  you  have  gotten  a  wife  to  please. 
Sae  hide  you  yet,  and  bide  you  yet. 
Ye  little  ken  what* a  to  betide  you  yet ; 
The  half  of  that  wiU  game  you  yet. 
If  a  wayward  wife  obtain  you  yet. 

Your  experience  is  but  small. 
As  yet  you've  met  with  little  thrall ; 
The  black  eow  on  your  foot  ne'er  trod, 
Which  gars  you  sing  alaqg  the  road. 

Sae  bide  you  yet,  ^. 

Sometimes  the  rock,  sometimes  the  reel. 
Or  some  piece  of  the  spinning-wheel. 
She  will  drive  at  you  wi'  good  will, 
And  then  she'll  send  you  to  the  de'il. 

iS'ae  bide  you  yet,  ^. 


*  TIm  parUculan  of  this  anfcdote  no  where  snpear. 
The  hero  is  suppoeed  to  be  the  «imc  John  M* Leant 
trumpet,  who  was  lent  firom  Lord  Mar,  then  st  Perth, 
with  a  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Ar|;>  !c,  at  Stirling  arnnp, 
on  the  50th  of  October.  V^t  I  rU(inai  Letters  1730. 
Two  ooplce.  Iiowerer,  printed  not  lung  after  \1\5, 
read,  *'  And  trumpet  Marine." 

In  1781  the  MO  of  thb  Trumpeter  Marine  told  the 
Earl  of  Haddington  (then  Lord  Dinning)  that  the  fint ' 
eireuit  he  ever  attended,  u  uneof  hii  M^etty't  house- 1 
hold  tnimpeten,  was  the  Northern,  in  the  >  car  1 716,  a. 
kmg  with  old  Lord  Mintow  That  the  reason  of  hit  going 
thne  was,  that  the  circuit  Immediately  preceding,  hfi 
flMber  had  been  m  harasMd  in  every  town  he  went 
throuf  h,  by  the  people  singing  his  verae,  **  And  trum' 
pet  Murine,  wttoee  breeke,*  dte.  of  thto  long,  that  he 
more  he  would  never  go  again  t  and  actually  resigned 
Mssllaattoa  in  fltvour  of  his  soiu— CtempMrf  HiSofy ' 
e/FMirylnSeoUand, 


When  I  like  yon  was  young  and  kmt 
T  valued  not  the  proudest  dbe ; 
Like  yon  I  vainly  boasted  then. 
That  men  alone  were  bom  to  reign. 

Sae  bide  youyei,^ 

Great  Hercules  and  Sampson  too, 
Were  stronger  men  than  I  or  yon ; 
Yet  they  were  baflUd  by  their  dtut. 
And  felt  the  distalT  snd  the  sheers. 

Sae  bide  you  yet,  ft. 

Stout  gates  of  brass,  and  wdl-built  walls. 
Are  proof  *gainst  swords  and  cannoa-bslls ; 
But  nought  is  found  by  sea  or  land. 
That  can  a  wajrward  wife  withstand. 

Sae  bide  you  yet,  |c. 


BIDE  YE  YET. 

OLD  SET. 

Gin  I  had  a  wee  house  and  a  canty  wee  lit^ 
A  bonny  wee  wifie  to  praise  and  admire^ 
A  bonny  wee  yardie  aside  a  wee  bum ; 
Fareweel  to  the  bodies  that  yammer  asid 
Sae  bide  ye  yet,  and  bide  ye  yet. 
Ye  little  ken  what  may  betide  ye  yet. 
Some  bonny  wee  body  may  be  my  kt. 
And  rU  be  canty  wi*  thinkiny  »'f. 

When  I  gang  afield,  and  come  home  at  e*c% 
I'll  get  my  wee  wifie  fou  neat  and  ibu  cksB| 
And  a  bonny  wee  bairae  upon  her  knec^ 
That  will  cry,  papa,  or  daddy,  to  me. 

S<te  bide  ye  yet,  |rr. 

And  if  there  happen  ever  to  be 
A  diff  *rence  atween  my  wee  wifie  and  we. 
In  hearty  good  humour,  although  she  be  intfi 
ril  kiss  h«-  and  clap  her  until  she  be 

S4»e  biele  ye  yef,  jft. 


THE  ROCK  AND  THE  WEE  PICXU 

TOW. 

BT  ALBXAMDSK  R08S. 

Thkee  was  an  anld  wife  an*  a  w«t  picUi  Mb 


An'  she  wad  gae  try  the  spinning  o*l. 

She  louted  her  down,  an'  ncr  roek  took  i  k^ 

And  that  was  a  bad  beginning  o't : 

She  sat  an*  ahe  grat,  an'  she  let  and  she  la«» 

An*  she  threw  an*  she  blew,  an'  she  wnfT^  id 

wrang, 
An*  she  choked,  aa*  boak«i,  an*  cry'd  fihi  • 

maag, 
Alaa !  for  the  dmry  Tinniif  o*L 

I've  waalid  a  Mrk  fiv  Ihm  akht 
Aa' tkk  WM  to  bt  tht  Mnag  o\ 
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Bm  I  TOW  I  bIiiII  want  it  Ibr  •■  Ung  agaiiiy 

Or  cm- 1  try  the  tpiiuiiag  o*t ; 

For  never  aoce  efw  thej  ca*d  me  at  they  ca' 


Bid  lie  a  miahap  an*  miaanter  be&*  me^ 

Bet  ye  shall  hae  leave  baith  to  hang  me  an* 

draw  me, 
The  neiet  dme  I  try  the  apinning  o'L 

1  hae  keeped  my  honae  for  theie  three  score  o* 

An*  ay  I  kept  free  o*  the  spinning  o*t, 

But  hov  I  was  sarked  fonl  £&*  them  that  q>eers. 

For  it  minds  me  upo*  the  be^ning  o*t. 

But  oar  women  are  now  a  days  grown  sae  bra*, 

That  ilka  an  maun  hae  a  sark  an*  some  hae  twa, 

The  warlda  were  better  when  ne*er  an  awa* 

Had  a  r2g  but  ane  at  the  beginning  o'U 

Fonl  fia'  her  that  ever  advisM  me  to  spin, 
That  had  been  so  lang  a  beginning  u*t, 
I  might  well  have  ended  as  I  did  begin, 
Nor  have  got  sick  a  skoir  with  the  spinning  u*t. 
Bat  they'll  say,  she*s  a  wyse  wifis  that  kens  her 

am  weerd, 
I  thought  on  a  day,  it  shonU  nerer  be  speer*d, 
Hew  loot  ye  the  low  take  your  rock  be  the 

beanl, 
Vheo  ye  yoed  to  try  the  apinniag  o't  ? 

The  spinning,  the  spinning  it  gars  my  heart  sob, 

When  I  diink  upo'  the  b^inning  o't, 

I  thought  ere  I  died  to  have  anes  made  a  web. 

Bet  stall  I  had  ween  u*  the  spinning  o*t. 

Bat  had  I  nine  dathers,  as  I  nse  but  diree. 

The  safieat  and  soondest  advice  I  cud  gee, 

b  that  they  free  tpianii^  Wiul  keep  their  hands 

free^ 
For  iear  of  a  bad  b^nniiig  o*t. 

Yet  aa  spite  ef  my  counsel  if  they  will  needs  run 
The  drearyiome  risk  of  the  spinning  o*t, 
Let  tbeu  seek  out  a  lythe  in  the  heat  of  the  sun, 
And  there  venture  o'  the  b^inning  o't : 
Bat  to  do  aa  I  did,  alas,  and  awow ! 
To  b«sk  up  a  ruck  at  the  cheek  of  the  low, 
9ay9t  that  I  had  but  little  wit  in  my  pow, 
Aad  as  little  ado  with  the  spinning  o't. 

Bat  yet  aftar  a',  there  is  ae  thing  that  grieves 
BIy  heart  to  think  o*  the  beginning  o't. 
Had  I  woo  the  length  but  of  ae  pair  o*  sleeves, 
TImb  there  had  been  wuid  o'  the  spinning  o't ; 
This  I  wad  ha'  wa»hen  an*  blet^h'd  like  the  snaw, 
Aad  o'  ny  twa  gardies  like  mo^ans  wad  draw, 
Aa*  thca  Ibak  iniid  say,  that  auki  Giny  was  bra*, 
Ab*  a*  was  upon  her  ain  spinning  o't. 

Bnt  gin  I  orad  slx^  about  till  a  new  spring, 
I  should  yet  hae  a  buut  of  the  spinning  o't, 
A  mutchkin  uf  linseed  I'd  i'  the  yerd  fling. 
For  a'  the  wan  chansie  beginning  o't. 
ru  gar  my  ain  Tammie  gae  down  to  the  how, 
a  rock  uf  a  widdershioes  grow, 


Of  good  ranty-tree  for  to  earry  my  tow, 
An'  a  spindle  of  the  same  ibr  the  twining  o't. 


For  now  when  I  min^  %•> .     tuft  Maggy  Qrin 

This  morning  just  Sb     *<T  beginning  o  t. 

She  was  never  ca'd  usacy,  b&t  canny  an'  alim* 

An*  sae  it  has  fair'd  «   my  spinning  o't : 

But  an*  my  new  rock  were  anes  cutted  an*  diy, 

I'll  a*  Maggies  can  an*  her  cantraps  defy, 

An*  but  onie  sussie  the  spinning  I'll  try. 

An'  ye's  a'  hear  o*  the  beginning  o't. 

Quo*  Tibby,  her  dather,  tak  tent  fat  ye  say, 
The  never  a  ragg  we'll  be  seeking  o't. 
Gin  ye  anes  begin,  ye'U  tarveal's  night  an'  day, 
Sae  it's  vain  ony  mair  to  be  speaking  o't. 
Since  lambas  I'm  now  gaing  thirty  an'  twa. 
An'  never  a  dud  sark  had  I  yet  gryt  or  sma*. 
An'  what  war  am  I?    I'm  as  warm  an'  as  bra', 
As  thrumniy  tail'd  Meg  that's  a  spinner  o't. 

To  labor  the  lint-land,  an'  then  buy  the  seed. 
An'  then  to  yoke  me  to  the  harrowing  o't. 
An*  syo  loll  amon't  an*  pike  out  ilka  weed. 
Like  swine  in  a  sty  at  the  farrowing  o't ; 
Syn  powiug  and  ripling  an*  steeping,  an*  then 
Tu  gar's  gae  an'  vpread  it  upo*  the  cauld  plain. 
An'  then  after  a'  may  be  labor  in  vain. 
When  the  wind  aud  the  weet  gets  the  fusion  o*t. 

Diit  tho*  it  should  enter  the  weather  to  byde, 
Wi*  beetles  we're  »ct  to  the  drubbing  o't. 
An'  then  frae  our  fingers  to  gnidge  df  the  hide. 
With  the  wearisome  wark  o'  the  rubbing  o*t. 
Ao*  syn  ilka  tait  maun  be  heckl'd  out  throw, 
The  lint  putteo  ae  gate,  anither  the  tow, 
Syn  on  a  rock  wi't,  an*  it  taks  a  low. 
The  bock  o'  my  hand  to  the  spinning  o't. 

Quo'  Jenny,  I  think  'omnn  ye're  i*  the  rights 
Set  your  feet  ay  a  %par  to  the  spinning  o't. 
We  may  tak  our  advice  frae  our  ain  mither's 

fright 
That  she  gat  when  she  try'd  the  beginning  o*L 
But  they'll  say  that  auld  fouk  are  twice  baima 

indeed. 
An'  sae  the  has  kythed  it,  but  there's  nae  need 
To  sickan  an  amshark  that  we  drive  our  head. 
As  langs  we're  sae  »kair*d  fra  the  spinning  o't. 

Quo*   Nanny  the  youngest,    I've  now   heard 

you  a'. 
An*  dowie's  your  dt>om  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 
Gin  ye,  fan  tlie  cows  flings,  the  cog  cast  awa*. 
Ye  may  see  where  ye'll  lick  up  your  winning 

o't. 
But  I  see  that  but  spiiming  I'll  never  be  bra', 
But  gae  by  the  name  of  a  dilp  or  a  da, 
Sae  lack  where  ye  like  I  »hall  anes  shak  a  fii*, 
AfiMre  I  be  dung  with  the  spinning  o't. 

For  well  I  can  mind  me  when  black  Willie  BeU 
Had  Tibbie  there  just  at  the  winning  o't, 
What  bksw  up  the  bargain,  she  kens  well  heraell, 
,  Was  the  want  uf  the  knack  of  the  spinning  o*t. 
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An*  worn,  poot  'omaii,  for  oaght  that  I  ken. 
She  may  never  get  tic  an  offer  again, 
B«t  pine  airay  bit  an*  bit,  like  Jenkin**  hen. 
An*  naething  to  wyte  but  the  epinning  o*t. 

Bot  were  it  fer  naething,  bnt  jait  thii  alane^ 
I  ehall  yet  hae  abont  o*  the  epinoing  o't. 
They  may  caet  me  for  ca'ing  me  black  at  the 

bean. 
But  nae  eanae  I  ihnn'd  the  beginning  o*t. 
But,  be  that  m  it  happens,  I  care  not  a  vtrae, 
Bnt  nane  of  the  lada  ithall  hje  it  to  ^^y. 
When  they  eome  till  woo,  ehe  kem  naething 

avae, 
Nor  hae  onie  ken  o*  the  tpinnii^  o*t. 

In  the  days  they  ca*d  yore,  gin  auld  fookt  had 

but  woo. 
To  a  iurkoat  hough  side  for  the  winning  o*t. 
Of  coat  raipe  well  cut  by  the  ca»t  o*  their  bun, 
They  nerer  tonght  mair  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 
A  pair  of  grey  baggers  well  clinki^l  benew. 
Of  nae  other  lit  but  the  hue  t»f  the  ew. 
With  a  pair  of  rough  rullions  to  scuff  thro*  the 

dew, 
Waa  the  fee  they  aought  at  the  b^nnii^  o*t. 

Bnt  we  maan  hae  linen,  an*  that  mavn  hae  we^ 
An*  how  get  we  that,  but  the  spinning  o*t  ? 
How  can  we  hae  face  for  to  mxk  a  gryt  fee^ 
Eieept  we  can  help  at  the  winning  o*t  ? 
An*  we  maun  hae  pearlins  and  niabbiea  an* 

cocks, 
An*  some  other  thing  that  the  ladies  ca*  smoks. 
An*  how  get  we  that,  gin  we  tak  oa  our  rocks, 
And  pow  what  we  can  at  the  spinning  o*t  f 

*Tb  needless  for  us  for  to  tak  onr  reraaiks 
Frae  our  mither*s  miscooking  the  spinning  o*t. 
She  never  kend  ought  o*  the  RMct«l  of  the  sarks, 
Frae  this  aback  to  the  beginning  o't. 
Twa  thrco  cll  of  plaiden  was  a*  that  was  sought 
By  out  anld  warld  bodies,  an*  that  boot  be 

bought, 
For  in  ilka  town  sickan  things  was  nae  wrought, 
So  little  they  kend  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 


HOOLY  AND  FAIRLY. 

It  b  remark-worthy  that  the  song  of  Htniiy 
nmd  Fairfyi  in  all  the  oM  editions  of  it,  is  cal- 
•d   Tkt  nrmnken  Wift  o'  Gallowmy,  which 
oealiMB  it  to  that  country  — Burns. 

TMS  DIUKESK  Win  O*  GALLOWAY. 

Ob  !  what  had  I  to  do  for  to  marry  ? 
Ify  wife  she  drinks  naething  but  sack  and  Ca- 
nary, 
I  to  her  friends  rompUin*d  right  eaily, 
O  I  gin  mjf  wtft  wad  drink  hn^jf  ami  fair.y, 

UotJjf  ami  fairly,  hoolp  and  fairly, 
O  I  gin  my  wift  wod  drink  hmAy  and  fuiriy. 


First  she  drank  enuDmie,  nd  syne  tlw  dmk 

garie; 
Now  she  hae  dmken  my  hoany  grey  marie, 
That  carried  me  thro*  a*  the  dnba  and  the  Itrii 

She  has  druken  her  stockina,  m  hm  At  )m 

shoon. 
And  she  has  druken  her  bonny  new  gown ; 
Her  wee  bit  dud  aark  that  co*erd  her  In*  mlf, 

O  I  gim,  ^. 


If  she*d  drinkbot  herainthtngal  wad  na 

care. 
But  she  drinks  my  daiths  I  eanna  weel  span, 
When  Tm  wi*  my  gossips,  it  anger*  me  Siirif, 

O!  ^*n,|nr. 

My  Sund.iy*«  cait  she**  laid  it  a  wad. 
The  beAt  blue  Ixmnet  e*er  wis  oa  my  head; 
At  kirk  and  at  market  Tm  oorer*d  bnt  bardf^ 

O I  giu,  ^. 

The  Terra  grsy  mittens  that  gacd  on  my  km\ 
To  her  neebor  wife  *ht  has  laid  them  in  psvw; 
My  bane-headed  stulT  that  I  k>*cd  tae  dcariy, 

O  !  gim^  4*> 

If  there's  ooy  siller,  she  mann  keep  the  pam; 
If  I  seek  bot  a  baubee  sheH  scanld  and  ikl 

curse. 
She  gangs  like  a  queen — I  srrimped  and  ipnifi 

O  I  gin,  ^. 


I  never  was  given  to  wrangTing  nor 
Nor  e*er  did  refuse  her  tlie  eninforts  of  liir ; 
Ere  it  come  to  a  war  I'm  ay  for  a  parley. 

O I  gin,  ^. 

A  pint  wi*  her  cummon  I  wad  her  alknr, 
But  when  she  sits  ik>wn  she  fi!k  herself  fca; 
And  when  she  is  foa  »he*s  iinra  cimslsni^ 

O  !  gin,  Ire 

When  she  comes  to  the  street  she  roan  a' 

she  rants. 
Has  nae  fear  o*  her  nceborai  nor  minds  ik 

house  wants ; 
;She  rants  up  some  fooUaaag,  Kke  **  Up  y  ^ 

ktarl,  Ckmrtie," 

O  /  gim,  (pc 

And  wlien  she  comes  hame  she  hyt  on  d»  kit 
She  ca*s  the  kuses  limth  limaaers  and  ja^ 
And  I,  my  ain  sell,  an  auM  cuckold  carEtk 
O  I  gin  my  trift  wad  drink  knaiy  omdJmHf, 

Houly  andfnifly,  kooly  and  fait  fy% 
O  !  gin  my  trift  tcad  drink  koilg  mdfaif^ 


SONGS 


ISA 


THE  OLD  11AN*8  SONG. 


■T  TBI  KKT.  J.  «KIMMIB. 


OwnbutfM  Drainia 


I!  WHT  liMHikl  oM  Rge  to  much  wound  us  !* 
Wn  n  DoChii^  in  it  all  tu  coafound  us  : 

For  Iwnr  lM|*|iy  miw  am  I. 

Widi  my  oU  n-ife  sittinj!;  by, 
itd  imr  hftiriM  snd  our  op  f  til  around  us ; 

For  kom  happg  now  am  /,  ^. 

Fit  began  in  tke  vrarM  wi*  naeChinf:, 
lod  weVc  j<W*d  <m,  and  toiPd  Ibr  the  ae  thing; 
We  made  uae  of  what  we  hail. 
And  our  thankful  hrarta  were  glad  ; 
fhto  we  gift  the  hit  me?iS  and  the  cUithing, 
Wm  wuuJe  was  cfwhtU  we  had,  ^, 

ft  hare  lir'd  all  onr  life-time  contented, 
iaee  the  day  we  became  kr^  ae4|aainted  i 

lt*s  true  we*ve  beeu  liut  pour, 

And  we  are  so  to  thi<i  hour  ; 
III  we  Berer  jret  repin*d  or  Limeoted. 

£*•  Cme  re*ee  been  but  ptHm,  ^ 

fhtD  we  haul  any  stork,  m'e  ne*er  raontit, 
tor  did  we  hing  («ir  heads  when  we  wantit ; 

But  we  alwa}'i  gave  a  share 

Of  tke  little  m^  cou'd  spare, 
fhma  it  pleas*d  a  kind  Heaven  to  grant  it. 

Smt  we  eivnjft  gtwe  a  ekaret  ^, 

ft  never  laid  a  scheme  to  be  wealth^', 
)f  Vienna  tkat  were  cunning  or  stealthy ; 
Bat  we  always  had  the  bliss, 
{And  whiU  furtlier  could  we  wi*s\ 
1*0  bt  pleas*d  with  oumdvcii,  and  he  healthy. 
Smi  tee  mkcaye  had  the  blitt,  ^. 

fkM  tbo*  we  cannot  beaut  of  iwr  guinets, 
Vt  have  plenty  of  Jodues  and  Jeanies ; 

And  these,  Vm  oertjin,  are 

More  de«irable  by  fiir 
a  bag  full  of  poor  yellow  sleenics. 

A,md  tkeMf  Tm  certain,  tune,  ^. 


Ift  bare  seen  many  wonder  and  fcrly, 
X  changes  that  aliiKMt  are  >'early, 
AnMND^  rich  fi>lks  up  and  duwa« 
Both  in  country  and  in  town, 
fba  now  Kie  hut  scrimply  and  barelyf 
Ami3M,  •^'^  folks  up  and  down,  ^ 


by  shoald  people  brag  of  prosperity  ? 
*d  life  we  tee  is  no  rarity  ; 
Indeed  we've  been  in  want, 
And  our  living's  lieea  but  scant, 
we  never  were  reduced  to  need  charity. 
Indeed  ire*ne  Aecit  i«  want,  ^. 


TMa  tone  mpiins  O  to  W  added  at  the  end  of 
of  die  lone  luie^  but  in  lesding  the  song  the  O 
cmiittvi 


In  this  house  we  first  came  together, 
Where  we've  long  been  a  fathn*  and  mither ; 

And  tho*  not  of  stone  and  liuMb 

It  will  last  us  all  our  time ; 
And,  I  hope,  we  shall  ne'er  need  anither. 

Ami  tho  n  t  o/etume  and  time,  (^ 

And  when  we  leave  this  poor  habitation. 
We'll  clc|)art  with  a  good  commendation  ; 
We'll  gu  hand  in  hand,  I  wiaa, 
To  a  butter  house  than  this. 
To  make  room  for  the  next  generation. 

Tlken  why  khuvld  oil  age  $o  much  wound  Ui, 
There  i$  nothing  in  it  all  to  confound  iff  / 
For  how  happy  now  am  I, 
With  my  old  wife  eitting  by. 
And  our  bairnM  and  our  oyt  ail  around  na. 


TAK  YOUR  AULD  CLOAK  ABOUT  YE. 

A  rAHT  of  this  old  song,  aooordii^  to  tba 
English  tei  of  it,  is  quoted  in  Shakapeare.*** 

BUKKS. 

In  winter  when  the  rain  rain'd  eauld. 

And  fnwt  and  sjtaw  on  ilka  hill. 
And  llurejs  with  his  blasts  sae  bauki, 

Was  threat' ning  a*  our  ky  to  kill : 
Then  Bell  nty  wife,  wha  loves  na  strifi^ 

She  Maid  tit  me  right  hastily, 
Get  up,  gtMNlin.in,  save  Cruniy's  liie^ 

And  tak  your  auhl  cloak  about  ytb 

My  Cromie  is  an  UMffuI  cow. 

And  nhe  'u  coiite  ut'  a  gtMid  kyne ; 
Aft  has  she  Wft  tlie  bairns*  mou, 

And  I  am  loith  tlut  »he  shou'd  tyna. 
Get  up,  ^o«Miuiau,  it  is  fou  time. 

The  >iun  shines  in  the  lift  sae  hie  ; 
Sloth  iirver  made  a  gracious  end, 

Go  lok  your  aukl  cloak  about  ye. 

lily  cloak  waa  anes  a  good  grey  doak. 

When  it  was  fitting  for  my  wear ; 
But  now  it's  scantly  worth  a  groat, 

For  I  have  wom't  this  thirty  year ; 
Let's  spend  the  gear  that  we  have  woo. 

We  little  ken  the  day  we'll  die : 
Then  1*11  be  proud,  since  I  have  swora 

'Jo  have  a  new  chwk  about  me. 


•  In  the  drinking  leene  in  Othdto!  lago 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer, 

Hm  hrreches  piHt  him  but  a  erowa  i 
He  held  them  aixpenoe  all  too  dear. 

With  di«t  he  called  the  taitor  Iowa. 
He  was  a  wight  of  high  reoowa. 

And  thou  art  but  or  low  dsgrse  i 
T\s  pride  that  nulli  the  eountrv  down. 

Then  take  thine  auld  doak  about  then. 

The  old  song  fiom  wliieh  these  stansas  wen  .., 
was  recorered  bf  Dr.  Perry,  and  piassi'ied  by  him  te 
Us  Rrtiques  ofdnciemt  Pmirih 
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1m  difi  whuk  oar  kiag  Robert  mtg, 

ffis  trawl  thejr  eoit  bat  baff  a  erova; 
He  laid  tbcy  were  a  groat  o'er  dear. 

And  caUM  tbe  taylor  tbief  and  loan. 
He  was  tbe  king  tbat  wore  a  crown, 

And  tbou  tbe  man  of  Uigb  dq^ree, 
*Tii  pride  puts  a*  tbe  country  down, 

See  tak  tbj  anld  cknk  about  tbce. 

Erery  land  bai  ita  ain  langb, 

Ilk  kind  of  com  it  baa  its  bool, 
I  tbink  tbe  warid  is  a*  run  wrang, 

Wben  ilka  wife  ber  man  wad  rule  ; 
Do  ye  not  lee  Rob,  Jock,  and  Hab, 

As  tbey  are  girded  gallantly, 
Wbile  I  ait  bnrklen  in  tbe  ase ; 

1*11  bave  a  new  cloak  aboat  me. 

Goodman,  I  wate  'tis  tbirty  years. 

Since  we  did  ane  anitber  ken  ; 
And  we  bave  bad  between  us  twa, 

Of  lads  and  bonny  lasses  ten : 
Now  tbey  are  women  grown  and  men, 

I  wiab  and  pray  wdl  may  tbey  be ; 
And  if  you  prore  a  good  busband. 

E'en  tak  }'our  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

Bdl  my  wi&,  sbe  lores  na  strife ; 

But  sbe  wad  guide  me,  if  sbe  can. 
And  to  nuuntain  an  eai^  life, 

I  aft  maun  yield,  tbo  Vm  goodman  . 
Nougbt's  to  be  won  at  woman's  band, 

Unless  ye  give  ber  a*  tbe  plea ; 
Tben  1*11  leave  aff  wbere  I  began. 

And  tak  my  auld  cloak  about  me. 


JOIINY  FA  A,  OR  THE  GYPSIE 
LADDIE. 

Ths  peqde  in  A)Tsbire  bc^n  tbis  eong— - 

Tbe  gypsies  cam  to  my  Lord  Caasilis*  yett. 

Tber  bave  a  great  many  more  stanias  in  tbis 
aoi^  than  I  ever  yet  saw  in  any  printed  co|>y. 
Tbe  castle  is  still  remaining  at  Blaybole,  where 
bb  lordship  shut  up  bis  wayward  ^usi^  and 
kept  ber  for  life. — Bukms. 

The  gypaiea  came  to  our  good  lord's  gate. 
And  wow  but  they  sang  sweetly ; 

Tbev  sang  sae  sweet,  and  sae  very  complete^ 
That  down  came  tbe  fair  ladie. 

And  she  came  tripping  down  tbe  sUirt 

And  a'  ber  maids  before  ber ; 
As  soon  aa  tbey  aaw  ber  wcelfar'd  fooe^ 

Tbey  coost  the  glamcr  o'er  ber. 

'*  Oar  tak  fra  mo  tbia  gar  mantile, 

And  bring  to  me  a  plaidie ; 
For  if  kitb  and  kin  and  a'  bad  iwom, 

ru  foUow  the  gypait  kMidiik 


«  Teatnea  IImt  in  a  wdl-aftit  bdL 

And  my  good  lord  beside  me ; 
This  night  I'll  ly  in  a  tenant'a  barot 

Whatever  shall  betide  me." 

Come  to  your  bed,  sajrs  Jobny  Faa, 
Oh  !  come  to  your  bed,  my  deiry ; 

For  I  vow  arid  swear  by  tbe  lult  of  my  swor^ 
Tbat  your  lord  shall  nae  mair  come  near  ye 


**  I'll  go  to  bed  to  my  Jobny  Fai, 
And  ril  go  to  bed  to  my  deary ; 

For  I  vow  aiid  swear  by  what  past  yestrsco, 
Tbat  my  lord  shall  nae  mair  come 


**  I'll  mak  a  hap  to  my  Jobny  Fan, 
And  ril  nuk  a  hap  to  my  deary ; 

And  he's  get  a*  the  coat  gaes  round. 
And  my  lord  shall  nae  mair  come 


And  wben  our  lord  came  home  at  e'e^ 

And  speir'd  for  bis  feir  lady, 
Tbe  tone  sbe  cry'd,  and  tbe  other  reply'd. 

She's  away  wi'  tbe  gypaie  laddie. 


**  Gae  aaddle  to  me  the  black,  Uack 
Gae  saddle  and  mak  him  ready  ; 

Before  that  I  either  eat  or  sleep, 
ril  gae  seek  my  feir  lady.  ' 


i» 


And  we  were  fifteen  welUmade 
Altbo'  we  were  nae  bonny  ; 

And  we  were  a*  put  down  for  itan» 
A  foir  young  wanton  lady. 


TO  DAUNTON  AIE. 

Thi  two  following  old  stanau  to 
have  some  merit : — BuaKs. 


To  daunton  me,  to  daunton  me, 

0  ken  ye  what  it  is  that'll  danntoo  ■•  P* 
There's  eighty  eight  and  eighty  aine^ 
And  a'  that  1  h«u*  bom  sinsyne, 

There's  cess  and  press  and  Presbytric^ 

1  think  it  will  do  mcikle  for  to  danntoa  BSb 


But  to  wanton  me^  to  wanton 

0  ken  ye  what  it  is  tbat  wad  wanton  aw?- 
To  see  gude  corn  upon  the  rig% 

And  banishment  amang  the  Whigi, 
And  right  restored  where  rigL.  »m*  o% 

1  think  it  would  do  meikle  for  to 


TO  DAUNTON  BIE. 

Thsbi  ia  an  old  aet  of  the  aoiy :  aol  fM 
oal,  but  very  independent.     It  raoo  thai  t«^ 

Thi  blade  red  roae  at  Yule  may  UaWt 
The  simmer  iilica  blume  in  aaaw* 


80NGa 


lar 


I  BMB  ahall  MTer  dMintoa  im. 

mtaa  BM^  and  ine  ne  yoang, 

s  ham  hart  tod  flatleria*  toogoay 

■  lh»  thing  fe  ne'er  ehAU  lee, 

I  nld  man  ihall  never  daonton  me. 


finr  a*  hie  maat, 
rmh  bee^  and  hit  taut, 
;nrd  and  white  monies 
m  ahall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  Sec 

tf  \mj  him  kye  and  jrowet, 
IV  buy  him  glens  and  knowee, 
naU  not  huf  nor  fiee» 
.  Mm  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  m^  Sec. 

twa  fiiu*d  as  he  do«r. 

Uhs  gab,  and  hi«  bald  pow, 

ma  rins  down  frae  his  red  blue  e'e, 

I  Mm  shall  never  daunton  me. 


<rZfIE  LASS  MADE  THE  BED 
TO  BIE. 

lonnie  Lass  made  the  Bed  to  me,** 
•d  on  an  amour  of  Charles  IL  when 
I  dM  North,  about  Aberdeen,  in  the 
wnrpation.  He  formed  mjm  petite 
h  a  daughter  of  the  House  of  Port- 
9  was  the  Uus  tKat  made  the  bed  to 
uf  itare^ 


rSpsaae  rosy  red, 

•  tear  stood  blinldn  in  her  e'e ; 

mdb  dinna  erv, 

r  ahall  mak  the  bed  to  me. 

V  mither's  winding  sheet, 
iha  made  a  sark  to  me ; 
wmrrj  may  she  be, 
Ail  made  the  bed  to  me. 

Boawa. 


A  HORSE  AND  I 
MAIEL 


wj  was 


HAD  NAE 


founded  on  tut,  A  John 
to  a  very  rsspectable  &rming 
fivt  in  a  place  in  the  parish,  I  thiuk, 

«dlid  Barr.mill,  was  the  luckless 
ad  m  hone  and  had  nae  wuiir,^-YoT 
f—thful  follies  Iw  found  it  necessary 
vlnat  to  the  West-Highknds,  where 
mdf  to  a  HiffMoMd  Laird^  for  that 
■MB  of  all  the  oral  editions  of  the 
r  iManl.— -The  present  Mr.  Hunter, 
W  tha  anecdote,  is  the  great-grand- 

Wrob— Buaiia. 


I  BAD  a  hone,  and  I  had  naa  nairy 

I  gat  him  frae  my  daddy ; 
My  purse  was  light,  and  my  heart  WM  lair 

But  my  wit  it  wsa  fu*  ready. 
And  sae  I  thoi^ht  me  on  a  time^ 

Outwittens  of  my  daddy, 
To  foe  mysel  to  a  Uwland  lairdf 

Wha  had  a  bonnie  lady. 

I  wrote  a  letter,  and  thns  began. 

**  Madam,  be  nut  ofieoded, 
I'm  o*er  the  lugs  in  love  wi'  yov, 

And  care  not  tho'  ye  kend  it : 
For  I  get  little  frae   he  laird, 

And  for  less  frae  my  daddy. 
And  I  would  blythely  be  the  man 

Would  strive  to  please  my  lady.** 

She  read  my  letter,  and  she  leugh, 

**  Ye  needua  been  sae  blate,  man ; 
You  might  hae  come  to  me  yoursdy 

And  tauld  me  o*  your  state,  man  t 
Ye  might  hae  come  to  roe  youradf 

Outwittens  o*  ony  body. 
And  made  John  Gowketon  of  the  UM^ 

And  kisi*d  his  bonnie  lad/.** 

Then  the  pat  tiller  in  my  purser 

We  drank  wine  in  a  coggie  ; 
She  feed  a  man  to  tub  my  hoiae^ 

And  wow  !  but  I  was  vogie. 
But  I  gat  ne'er  ta  lair  a  Beg^ 

Since  1  came  frue  my  daddy, 
The  laird  came,  rap  rap,  to  the  yatit 

When  I  was  wi'  his  lady. 

Tlien  she  pat  roe  below  a  chair. 

And  happ'd  me  wi*  a  plaidic; 
But  I  was  like  to  swarf  wi*  fear, 

And  wish'd  me  wi*  my  daddy. 
The  laird  went  out,  he  saw  na  me, 

I  went  when  I  was  ready : 
I  promit'd,  but  I  ne'er  gade  back 

To  luM  his  bonnie  lady. 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 

This  air  was  formerly  called  l%e  Bride* 
groom  greete  when  the  turn  gange  down,  Tht 
words  are  by  Lady  Ann  Lindsay.— Buava. 

When  the  sheep  are  in  the  fould,  and  the  ky  at 
hame, 

And  a'  the  warld  to  sleep  are  gane ; 
The  waes  of  my  heart  fa*  in  show'rs  frae  my  ee^ 

When  roy  gudenian  lyes  sound  by 


Young  Jaroie  loo'd  me  wed,  and  he  sought  ma 
for  hit  bride^ 
But  saving  a  crown  he  had  naething  beaide ; 
To  make  that  crown  a  pound,  my  JMuie  gade 
to  tea, 
And  the  crown  and  the  pound  wen  baith  for 


\ 
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He  had  nae  beta  Mwm  t  week  but  oaljr  twe. 
When  my  motber  ahe  feU  nek,  ami  the  cow 
WM  itowa  awe ; 

Bf  ]r  fiither  brek  bit  arm,  and  my  Jamie  at  the  tea, 
And  auld  Rolnn  Gray  came  a  courting  me. 

My  fiitber  coudna  work,  and  my  motber  coudua 
■pin, 
I  toil'd  day  and  night,  but  their  bread  I  coud- 
na win ; 
Auld  Rob  maintain'd  them  baith,  and  wi*  tears 
in  hb  ee,* 
Said,  **  Jenny,  for  their  sdUf ,  O  marry  me.** 

BIy  heart  it  said  nay,  I  look'd  for  Jamie  back, 
But  the  wind  it  blew  high,  and  the  ship  it 
was  a  wrack ; 

The  ship  it  was  a  wrack,  why  tiidna  Jirnny  die. 
And  why  do  I  lire  to  say,  woes  mo  ? 

Bfy  fiither  argned  sair,  tho*  my  mither  didua 
speak. 
She  look*d  in  my  face  till  my  heart  was  like 
to  break; 
So  they  gi*«d  him  my  hand.  thi>*  my  heart  was 
in  tlie  sea. 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  i»  gudcman  to  me. 

I  hadna  been  a  wife  a  week  but  only  four. 
When  sitting  sae  mournfully  at  the  door, 

I  saw  my  Jamie*s  wraith,  for  I  couiina  think  it  he, 
*TilI  he  said,  **  Fm  come  back  fur  to  marry 
thee.** 

0  sair  did  we  greet,  and  mickle  did  we  say, 
We  took  but  ae  kiss,  and  we  tore  ounielves 

away, 

1  wish  I  were  dead  !  but  Vm  no  like  to  die. 

And  why  do  I  live  to  say,  wacs  me  ! 

I  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  I  carena  to  spin, 
I  dama  think  on  Jamie,  for  that  wad  be  a  sin  ; 

But  I'll  do  my  Iwst  a  gudewife  to  be. 
For  auki  Robin  Grav  is  kind  unto  me. 


UP  AND  WARN  A'  WILLIE. 

Thi  expression,  "  Up  and  team  a'  ir/tf/c,*' 
alludes  to  the  Crantara,  or  warning  of  a  High- 
land CUn  to  arms.  Not  umlerstanding  this, 
the  Lowlandcrs  in  the  west  and  south  say,  **  Up 
and  waur  than  a\  kc.  This  edition  of  the 
aong  1  got  fnim  Tom  Nivl,*  of  facetious  fame, 
in  Edinburgh. 

Up  and  team  a\  WiUit^ 

Wa»n^  warn  a*  ,■ 
To  kmur  mg  eamijf  Highland  tang, 
HdaU  tht  thing  I  taw,  IKilfte.— Bubmi. 


•  Tarn  KU  was  a  carpenter  In  Bdhiburgh,  and  llTsd 
ehMy  by  mafctec eofllnL  He  vssalso  PrMtntor.  or 
Clsrfc.  Inooeoftheehurohea.  He  had  a  wiod  itroPf 
Toiee.  and  was  crcatly  disUaguishcd  by  hit  powers  of 
™*n*^«^lushumoRMism«nerorsbiffiBg  iheoU 


When  we  gaed  to  the  braea  o^  Ifar, 

And  to  die  wapoo-ahaw,  WUHet 
Wi*  true  design  to  serve  the  kti^ 
And  banish  whigs  awa,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  WUlie^ 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
For  lords  and  lairds  came  there  bedecn, 
And  wou  but  they  were  braw,  Willia 

But  when  the  standard  was  set  up. 

Right  fierce  the  wind  did  blaw,  WOlie; 
The  royal  nit  upon  the  tap 

Down  to  the  ground  did  fa',  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
Tlien  set*i>nd-»ighted  Sandy  said. 
We'd  do  nac  gude  at  a*.  Willie. 

But  when  the  army  join*d  at  Perth, 

The  bravesit  e*er  ye  saw,  WiUie, 
We  diilna  doubt  the  rogues  to  ronli 
Rcstinv  our  king  and  a*,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
The  pipers  play'd  frae  right  to  left, 
O  whirry  whigs  awa,  Willie. 

But  when  we  march*d  to  Slierra-mair, 

And  there  the  rvM*  saw,  MTillie, 
Brave  Arg}'le  attack'd  our  right. 
Our  flank  and  front  and  a',  WiUia. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willie^ 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
Traitor  Huntly  soon  gave  way. 


Seaforth,  St  CLur  and 


way, 
a*,  WiDit. 


But  brave  Glengary  on  our  right. 

The  rebels*  left  did  claw,  Willie ; 
He  there  the  greatest  slaughter  made 
That  ever  Donjkl  saw,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a'  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
And  Whittam  s — t  his  breeks  for  tmtt 
Ami  fast  did  rin  awa,  Willia, 

For  he  ca*d  us  a  Highland  mob. 

And  soon  he'd  sl.y  us  a*  WiUie, 
But  we  chas*d  him  back  to  Stilling  bri^ 
Dragoons  and  foot  and  a*,  Willie. 
Up  ami  warn  a*,  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
At  length  we  rallied  on  a  hill. 
And  bri»kly  up  did  draw,  Willii^ 

Bui  when  Argyle  did  view  cor  lia% 

And  them  in  order  taw,  Willie^ 
He  atreight  gaed  to  DnmbUae  ifaia, 
And  back  his  left  did  draw,  WiUit^ 
Up  and  warn  a*,  WiUie, 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
Then  we  to  Auchtenider  mar«h*4 
To  wait  a  better  ft',  WiUia. 

Now  if  jt  ipear  wha  was  tW  day, 
Tvt  lell'd  yoB  what  1  saw,  Willie 


BONOS. 


IM 


Ml  did  ftgfat  mod  buth  did  bMt, 
I  both  did  rin  awa,  WUHe. 
Jpnd  warn  a*,  WUlie, 

warn,  warn  a* ; 
■cBpd-aighted  Sandie  aakl, 

We'd  do  nie  gude  at  a*,  Willie. 


IB  BLYTHSOME  BRIDAL. 

I  the  Blytktome  Bridal  in  Jam«a  Wat- 
Ibetioo  of  Scots  Poems,  printed  at 
{h  in  1706. 

nog  has  humour  and  a  felicity  of  ex- 
worthy  of  Ramsay,  with  even  more 

wonted  broadness  and  sprightly  lan- 
The  Witty  CaUlogue  of  Names,  with 
lorieal  Epithets,  are  done  in  the  true 

Seottish  taste  of  an  age  ago,  when 
was  nicknamed  either  from 
It  part  of  his  character,  person, 
lad  hoosen,  which  he  rented.  Thus— 
-JfttMl  Rob,^  **  Thrawm~mou*d  Rab 
■la.**  *<  Roarin  Jock  V  the  Swair/* 
In*  Simmie  o*  TodsMaw,**  *<  Souyle 
^tw^roy,'*  ke.  &c — Bubns. 

I  an  to  the  bridal, 

an  will  be  lilting  there ; 

ii*a  to  be  married  to  Maggie, 

■a  wi'  the  gauden  hair. 

«  will  be  lang-kail  and  pottage, 

innocks  of  bsr ley-meal, 

wVill  be  good  Kawt  herring, 

■h  a  eog  of  good  ale. 

kiuaaatoik*  bndal, 

^  Mere  will  be  lilting  there, 

*  Jcckie'e  to  be  marry*d  to  Maggie^ 
rkt  hut  with  the  gauden  hair. 

m  will  be  Sandie  the  sutor. 
Will'  with  the  meikle  mow  ; 
«  will  be  Tam  the  *  bluter,* 
Andrew  the  tinkler,  I  trow. 
«  will  be  bow-l^ged  Robbie, 
dunnbless  Katie's  goodman ; 
t  will  be  blue-cheeked  Dowbi^ 
«wrie  the  laird  of  the  land. 
Fgktueail,^ 

%  w3l  be  sow-libber  Patie, 
loaeki».fiu:'d  Wat  i*  the  mill, 
ai*d  Franeie,  and  Oibbie, 
mm  in  the  how  of  the  hill ; 
t  win  be  Alaster  Sibbie, 

•  with  black  Bessy  did  mool, 
iHing  Lillie,  and  Tibbie, 
■  that  standa  aft  on  the  atooL 

FgktmeaOtl^ 


Ip  tlut  was  baekled  to  Steenie, 
ft  him  [grey]  breeks  to  his 
m  was*  haogit  for  stealing, 
it  happened  m 


And  there  will  be  gleed  Oeordie  JaABei% 
And  Kirsh  wi*  the  hly-white  leg, 

Wha  *  gade*  to  the  south  for  mannen, 
And  bang*d  up  her  wama  in  Mbna  Bfiig* 
FgletmeaU^^ 

And  there  will  be  Jndan  Madawrie, 

And  blinkin  daft  Barbra  '  Madag/ 
Wi' flae-lugged,  shamy-fac'd  Lawrie, 

And  shangy-mou'd  halucket  Meg. 
And  there  will  be  happer-ar8*d  Nansy, 

And  fiiiry-fkc'd  Flowrie  ba  name* 
Muck  Madie,  and  fat.hipped  Liaie^ 

The  lass  with  the  gauden  wamo 
Fg  let  MM  all,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  gim-again  Oibbie^ 

With  his  glakit  wife  Jennie  BeU, 
And  Misle-shinn'd  Mungo  Macapie^ 

The  lad  that  was  skipper  himael. 
There  lads  and  lasses  in  pearlings 

Will  feast  in  the  heart  of  the  ha', 
On  sybows,  and  ryfarts,  and  carlingi^ 

That  are  baith  sodden  and  raw. 
FgletuMoU,^ 

And  there  will  be  fadges  and  brachen» 

With  fouth  of  good  gappoka  of  skala^ 
PoW'Sodie,  and  drammock,  and  crowditb 

And  callour  nout-feet  in  a  plate ; 
And  there  will  be  partans  and  buckiei^ 

Speldens  and  whytens  enew. 
And  singed  sheep-heads,  and  a  haggil^ 

And  scadlips  to  sup  till  ye  spew. 
FgUtneaU,^. 

And  there  will  be  lapper*d-milk  kebbudti^ 

And  sowens,  and  &rlas,  and  bipa, 
With  swats,  and  wdl-acrapcd  paunches^ 

And  brandy  in  stoupa  and  in  caps ; 
And  there  will  be  meal-kail  and  fiatoclw» 

With  skink  to  sup  till  ye  rive ; 
And  rosts  to  rost  on  a  brander. 

Of  flouks  that  were  taken  alive. 
Fg  let  us  all,  ^ 

Scrapt  haddocks,  wilka,  dilse,  and  taaglM^ 

And  a  mill  of  good  snishing  to  prie ; 
When  weary  with  eating  and  drinking, 
We'll  rise  up  and  dance  till  we  die. 
Thenfg  let  mm  all  to  the  bridal^ 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there  / 
For  Jbekie**  to  be  marrg*d  to  Maggg^ 
The  kue  wUh  the  gauden  hair. 


O  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA,  YOUNG 
MAN. 


I 


This  song  has  long  been  known  amoog 
inhabitants  of  Nithsdale  and  Oalk>way, 
it  is  a  great  £ivo«rite.     The  ftnt  veree 
be  reetored  to  its 
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I  nxD  a  lad  at  Boodiiw, 

Wi'  tiller  penniet  three ; 
When  he  came  home  at  MartiwiMM» 

He  could  nae  labour  lea. 
O  canna  ye  Ubonr  lea*  yowig  lad, 

O  canna  ve  labour  lea  f 
Indeed,  quo  he,  my  haod*a 

An*  up  his  graith  packed  he. 


Thia  old  way  it  the  tmctt,  for  the  termt, 
Roodmast  it  the  hiring  fiur,  and  HaUowmau 
th^/int  of  the  half  year.— BuaNs. 

I  FEio  a  man  at  AlartinmaMi, 

Wi'  arle-penniet  three ; 
But  a*  the  ^ute  I  had  to  him, 

He  could  nae  labour  lea. 
O  can  yt  labour  lea^  young  man, 

O  can  ye  labour  Ita  9 
Gae  back  the  pate  ye  came  again^ 
Ye^u  never  aeom  me. 

O  clappings  gude  in  Feharirar, 

An*  kiitim  tweet  in  May ; 
But  what  tignifiet  a  young  inan*t  ore 

An*t  dinna  hut  for  ay. 
O  can  ye,  ^. 

O  kittin  it  the  key  of  luve, 

An  clappin  it  the  lock. 
An*  makin-oTt  the  bett  thing 

That  e'er  a  young  thing  got. 
O  con  jre,  (^ 


IN  THE  GARB  OF  OLD  GAUL. 

THit  tune  wat  the  competition  of  General 
Reid.  and  called  by  him  Tha  Highland,  or  4«</ 
Regiment**  March,  The  wurdt  are  by  Sir 
Harry  Ertkine.— BuaMt. 

In  the  garb  of  old  Gaul,  wi'  the  fire  of  old 

Rome, 
From  the  heath-corer'd  mountaint  of  Scotia  we 

come* 
Where  the  Romana  endeavour'd  our  country  to 

g»io. 
But  our  aneettort  fought,  and  they  fought  not 
in  Tain. 
SkcA  oirr  lovt  of  liberty ,  our  country,  and 

our  law§, 
I%ai  like  our  aneettorM  of  old,  wt  itand 

by  Freedom**  cauee ; 
We*a  bravely  fight  Uhc  heroe»  bold,  for 

honour  and  appiauve. 
And  defy  the  Prmeh,  with  all  their  art, 
to  iber  our  lawe. 

No  eibminate  cuttomt  our  tinewt  unbrace, 

No  luxuriout  tablet  enerrate  our  race. 

Oar  kwd-toonding  pipe  heart  the  true  martial 

strain, 
So  do  we  the  dU  Soottith  ?aloiir  retain. 

Smtk  our  km^  |(v.  1 


We're  tall  at  dM  oak  on  the  mooat  of  tht  valst 
As  swift  at  the  roe  which  the  hound  dolh  asmiii 
As  the  foU-moon  in  antuma  our  ahidds  do  ap- 
pear, 
Blinerra  would  dread  to  encounter  our  qtear. 

Suck  our  hvtf  ^ 

As  a  storm  in  the  ocean  when  Boreas  Mows, 
So  are  we  enrag*d  when  we  ruth  on  onr  foes ; 
We  tout  of  the  mountaint,  tremendous  at  rockt, 
Dthh  the  force  of  our  foet  with  our  thundering 
ttroket. 

Such  our  lovCf  (ft, 

Quebec  and  Cape  Breton,  the    pride  of  old 
France, 

In  their  troopt  fondly  boasted  till  we  did  ad- 
vance; 

But  when  our  cla3rmorei  they  taw  ut  prodoce, 

Their  courage  did  fail,  and  they  tued  for  a ' 

Such  our  love,  ^. 


In  our  realm  may  the  fory  of  foction  long 
May  our  councilt  be  wise,  and  our 

increate; 

And  in  Sootia't  cold  climate  may  each  of  ut  find, 
That  our  friendt  ttill  prove  true,  and  our  bean- 
ties  prove  kind. 
Then  ure*U  defend  our  liberty,  our  country, 

and  our  lawt. 
And  teach  our  late  poeterity  to  fyhi  » 

Freedom**  cauee. 
That  they  like  our  ancewtor*  bcid,  |pt* 


WOO*D  AND  MAHRIED  AND  A'. 

WtiO*d  and  married  and  a', 
Woo*d  and  married  and  a*, 

Wat  the  not  very  wed  off. 

Was  woo*d  and  married  and  a'  / 

The  bride  came  out  o'  the  byre, 

And  O  at  the  dighted  her  chcekiv 
'*  Sir«,  I'm  to  lie  mtnried  the  night, 

And  hat  nouther  blanket  nor  thccts; 
Ha««  nouther  blankvtt  nor  theeti, 

Nor  scarce  a  coverlet  too  ; 
The  bnde  that  liat  a*  to  borrow. 

Hat  e'en  right  mtrikle  ado.** 

\Voo*d  and  married,  f«* 

Out  tpake  the  bride' t  father. 

At  he  came  in  frae  the  pleugh, 
"  O  bad  yrre  tongue,  my  daughtv* 

And  yei«  get  gvar  enough ; 
The  ttirk  that  ttandt  i'  t^  tether, 

And  our  bra'  batio'd  yade. 
Will  cirrv  ye  heme  yere  com  ; 

What  wad  ye  lie  at  ye  jade?" 

Wuo*d  and  married^  f«* 

Outapake  the  bride*t  mither, 
u  What  deil  needt  a*  thit  pridt? 
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piMk  in  my  poncA 
III  WM  abride; 
M  liaajr-woobjr, 

'  a  Mfk  ATB, 

riUMMu  aad  biukiu 
I  MM  or  twa.** 
Woo'd  and  married^  ^. 

0  mtter  V*  quo*  Willie, 

1  bt  want  o*  cUiths, 
dM  nearer  theg:ither, 
1  anoor  a*  the  fleas ; 
OBwny  on, 

I  fet  teats  o*  ir oo ; 
it  a  lass  o'  our  ain, 
I  apin  elaiths  anew.*' 
Woo'd  and  marrudy  fre. 

e  bride's  brither, 

ae  in  wi*  the  kye, 

ie  bad  ne'er  hae  ta'en  ye, 

■ot  ye  as  weel  as  I ; 

laitb  proud  and  saucy, 

w  a  puir  man's  wife, 
get  a  better, 
take  ane  i*  my  Hie." 
Wtto^d  and  marriedt  ^ 

t  bride's  sister, 

■e  in  iirae  the  byre, 

■ere  but  married, 

it  I  desire ; 

*  folk  maun  live  single, 

be  best  we  can  ; 

!  what  I  should  want, 

1  bat  get  a  man." 

'  and  married  and  a*, 

it*d  and  married  and  a'. 

It  not  vertf  wed  aff^ 

i  woo*d  and  married  and  a\ 


•OWERS  OF  THE  FOREST. 

aiFUL  imitation  of  an  old  song  is 
led  with  leM  difficulty  than  to  con- 
•kbead  that  one  of  these  ^en  tTeepritM 
This  fine  ballad  in  even  a  more 
iiitation  than  Hardiknute.  The 
leed  are  old,  but  the  language  is  of 
Its  author  must  very  soon  be  dis- 

(OENS. 

BT  JAWS  SLLIOT. 

d  a  lilting 

I  milking, 

ting  before  the  break  o*  day, 

kiiur  moaning 

M  bMning, 

nvt  forrestera  art  a  ww  nrajr* 

•  fai  the  morning 
ara  aeorning ; 


The  lasses  are  londy,  dowie  aad  wia ; 

Nae  daffin,  nae  gabbing 

Bat  aighing  and  sabbing, 

Dk  ana  Ufb  ber  leglin,  and  kict  bar  away. 

At  e'en  in  the  gloming 
Nae  swankies  are  roaming, 
*Maag  stacks  with  the  lasses  at  boglt  to  play ; 
For  ilk  ane  aits  drearie. 
Lamenting  ber  dearie. 
The  ilow'rs  o*  the  forest  wh'  are  a'  wad  away. 

In  bar*st  at  the  shearing 
Nae  biythe  lads  are  jeering, 
The  Bansten  are  lyart,  and  rankled,  aad  grey ; 
At  foirs  nor  at  preiiching, 
Nae  wooing,  nae  fleecbing. 
Since  our  bra  foresters  are  a'  wed  away. 

O  dule  for  the  order  ! 
Sent  our  lads  to  the  border ! 
The  English  for  anes,  by  guile  wan  the  day : 
The  flow'rs  of  the  forest 
Wha  aye  shone  the  foremost. 
The  prime  of  the  land  lie  cauld  in  the  day. 


THE  FLOWERS  OF  THE  FOREST. 

8T  MES.  COCKBUaK. 

FvB  seen  the  smiling  of  fortune  beguiling, 
I've  tasted  her  favours,  and  felt  ber  decay ; 

Sweet  is  her  blessing,  and  kind  ber  careasing. 
But  soon  it  M  fled — it  is  fled  for  away. 

Fve  seen  the  forest  adorned  of  the  foremost. 
With  flowers  of  the  foirest,  both  pleasant  and 

Full  sweet  was  their  blooming,  their  scent  the 
air  perfoming, 
But  now  they  are  witber*d,  and  a*  wede  awae. 

I've  seen  the  morning,  with  gold  the  hills  a- 
dorning. 
And  the  red  storm  roaring,  before  the  parting 
day; 
I've  seen  Tweed's  silver  streams,  glittering  in 
the  sunny  beams. 
Turn  drumly  and  dark,  as  they  rolled  on  their 
way. 

O  fickle  fortune f  why  this  cruel  sporting? 

Why  thus  perplex  us  poor  sons  of  a  day  ? 
Thy  frowns  cannot  fiear  me»  thy  amika  cannot 
cheer  me, 

Siaoa  the  fbwera  of  the  finest  are  a'  wait 
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TIBBIE  DUNBAR. 
Jolma  J  UKiOL" 


This  tniit  it  said  to  be  the  eompotitioa  of 
John  M<OiU,  fiddler,  in  Ginran.  He  called  it 
after  hit  own  name.— BuAva. 

Oy  WILT  tkoa  go  wi*  me»  tweet  Tibbie  Dunhar  ; 

O,  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me»  tweet  Tibbie  Duo- 
bar ; 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horte,  or  be  drawn  in  a  car, 

Or  walk  by  my  aide,  O  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

I  carena  thy  daddie,  hit  landa  and  hit  money, 
I  earcna  thy  kin,  tae  high  and  tae  lordly  : 

Bnt  lay  thou  wilt  hae  me  fur  better  for  waur. 
And  come  in  thy  coatie,  tweet  Tibbie  Dun- 
bar! 


THIS  IS  NO  MINE  AIN  HOUSE. 

The  firrt  half  ttania  is  old,  the  re^t  it  Ram- 
tay*i.     The  old  word*  are  :— BuENt. 

O  THIS  it  no  mine  ain  houta, 

My  ain  houte,  my  ain  houte ; 
Thit  it  no  mine  ain  house, 

I  ken  by  the  biggin  o't. 


There*t  bread  and  cheete  are  my  door-cheeka, 
Are  my  door-cheekt,  are  my  door-cheekt ; 

Tbere't  bread  and  cheete  are  my  door-cheekt ; 
And  pan-caket  the  riggin  o*t. 

Thit  it  no  my  ain  wean, 

My  ain  wean,  my  ain  wean ; 
Thit  it  no  my  ain  wean, 

I  ken  by  the  greetie  o*t 

ru  tak  the  curchie  aff  my  head, 

Aff  my  head,  ttS  my  head  ; 
ni  tak  the  curchie  aff  my  head. 

And  row*t  about  the  feetie  o*t 

The  tnne  it  an  oU  HighUnd  air,  called  Shmam 
iruitk  wUUjfhan. 


THE  GABERLUNZIB-MAN. 

Tbb  Gaberlunsie-Man  it  tuppoiied  to  com- 
Bieoiorate  an  intrigue  of  Jamet  the  Hfth.  Mr. 
Oallander  of  Craigforth,  published  tome  yeart 
ago,  an  edition  of  Chri$t»  Kirk  on  the  Oreen, 
■ad  the  6a6er/inuie-^fbii,  with  notet  critical 
and  hittorical.  James  the  Fifth  ia  aaid  to  hare 
been  fond  of  Qoaford,  in  Aberiady  Parish,  and 
that  it  was  tutpected  by  hit  eotemporariea,  that 
in  his  ftequent  escurtiont  to  that  part  of  the 
country  he  had  oth«  purpoata  in  Tiew  betide* 
goUUf  ud  aidMry.     Tbrat  Isfoarita  lidiM^ 


Sandilandt,  Weir,  and  Oliphant^  \jam  of  Ami 
resided  at  Gosford,  and  the  other*  in  dM 
bourhood),  were  oecanonally  Tinled  by 
royal  and  gallant  admirer,  whidk  gafe  iw  It 
the  following  aatirical  adyice  to  hit  Majerty, 
from  Sir  Darid  Lindsay,  of  the  Uo«a^  Lmi 
Lyon. 

Sow  not  your  teed  on  Samdjflmmdtf 
Spend  not  ynur  ttrength  ia  Wnrp 
And  ride  not  on  an  EUpkaai^ 
For  ti>oiIing  o*  your  gear.— BuasSi 


The  pawky  auld  carle  came  o*er  the  let^ 
Wi'  many  good  e*eat  tod  dajrt  to  me^ 
Saying,  Goodwife,  fi>r  your  courtetie, 

Will  ye  lod}(e  a  silly  poor  man  ! 
The  night  was  cauld,  the  carle  wat  wat» 
And  down  ayont  the  in;;le  he  tat ; 
My  daughter't  nhctulders  lie  'gan  to  d^ 

And  cadgily  ranted  and  sang. 

O  wow  !  quo*  he,  were  I  as  free^ 
At  first  when  I  taw  this  country. 
How  blyth  and  merry  wad  I  be  ! 

And  I  wad  never  think  lang. 
He  grew  ranty,  and  klie  grew  fain ; 
But  little  did  her  auld  minny  ken 
What  thir  tlee  twa  togither  were  say'a. 

When  wooing  they  wet  e  tae  thiaag. 

And  O !  quo*  he,  ann  )'e  were  aa  Uaek 
As  e*er  the  crown  of  my  dady't  hat, 
'Tis  1  wad  lay  thee  by  my  hack. 

And  awa*  wi*  me  thou  »hou*d  gang. 
And  O  !  quo*  she,  ann  I  were  aa  whteb 
As  e'er  the  snaw  lay  on  the  dike, 
rd  clead  me  braw,  and  lady  like, 

And  awa*  with  thee  Td  gAbg. 

Between  the  twa  was  made  a  plot  ; 
They  raise  awee  before  the  cock, 
And  wilily  they  sh(»t  the  lock, 

And  fast  to  the  bent  are  they  gaat. 
Up  the  morn  the  auld  wife  raise. 
And  at  her  leisure  put  on  her  claite  ; 
Syne  to  the  servant**  l>ed  «he  gaea. 

To  speer  for  tlie  tA\\y  poor  maa. 

She  gaed  to  the  be*!  where  ^e  bq;gar  Ugri 
The  strae  wan  rauld,  he  wa«  away, 
She  dapt  her  hand,  cry'd  Waladay, 

For  tooM*  of  our  ge^  will  be  gane. 
Some  run  to  coffers,  and  some  to  kista. 
But  nought  was  st«»wn  that  rou'd  be  nuaC, 
She  danc*d  her  lane,  cry*d.  Praise  be  blal^ 

I  have  lodg'd  a  leal  poor  man. 


Since  nathing'a  awa*,  aa  we  can  Ictra, 
The  kim*t  to  kirn,  and  milk  to  eara, 
Qae  hatt  the  hon«.  Use,  and  wakca  ay 
And  bid  her  coot  q;iuckly  ~ 


SONOS. 
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|tdv  whfre  the  daagbter  hj, 
tM  ctuld,  she  was  tLvrtj, 
cr  goodirire  g«n  uy, 
rith  the  Qaberlooie-jiaii. 

h  ud  fy  ^r  riot 

flnd  thete  traytort  again  ; 
burnt,  and  he's  be  tlaio, 
h*  Oaberluniie-man. 
po*  hor«e,  mme  ran  a  fit, 
» wood,  and  out  o*  her  wit : 

gu^,  nor  yet  cou*d  she  ttt, 
t  eora'd  and  she  ban*d. 

ir  hind  out  o*er  the  lea, 
a  glen,  where  nane  eou*d  see, 
th  kindly  sport  and  glee, 
cheese  a  whang : 
good,  it  pleas'd  them  baith, 
nr  ay,  he  gae  her  his  aith  ; 
kara  thee  I  will  be  laith, 
Ba  Gaberlumie-man.     • 

lUBny  I  were  wi*  you, 

she  crook  her  mou, 
aa  sheM  never  trow, 
Oaberlunxie-man. 
I*  he,  ye're  yet  o*er  young, 
lMr*d  the  beggar's  tongue, 
9  frae  town  to  town, 

tiw  Gaberlunzle  on. 

1  keel  I'll  win  your  bread, 
and  whorles  fur  them  wha  need, 
eotle  trade  indccfi, 
ihe  Gaberlunaie — O. 
teg,  and  cro»k  uiy  knee, 
bUck  clout  oVr  my  eye. 
Mind  they  will  ca*  me, 
shall  be  merry  and  sing. 


JONNIE  COUP. 

ical  song  wan  composed  to  comme- 
ral  Cop«*«  defeat  at  Preston-Pans, 
CB  he  marrhtwl  sgaiiMt  the  cUns. 
as  the  tune  of  an  old  song,  of  which 

Bome  verses,  but  now  only  remem- 

which  wa«, 

|o  to  the  coals  in  the  morning. 

BUEKS. 


letter  frae  Dnnbary 
t  me  an  3re  dare, 
D  you  the  art  of  war, 
!t  wi*  me  in  the  morning. 
nhim  Cowp,  are  ye  waking  ytt  9 
!  pour  drwrns  a-beating  gtt  9 
fan  waking  Iwon*d  wait 
i0$otk€  eoala  i*  tkt  morning. 


When  Charlie  look'd  the  letter  npon. 
He  drew  his  aword  the  seabbard  hovOf 
Come  follow  me,  my  merry  merry  meo» 
And  we'll  meet  wT  Coup  i*  the  oMiraing. 
Heg  Jonnit  Coup,  ^ 

Now,  Jonnie,  be  as  good  as  yoar  word, 
Come  let  ns  try  both  fire  and  aword. 
And  dinna  rin  awa*  like  a  frighted  bird. 
That's  chaa'd  frae  it*s  nest  in  the  morning. 
Heg  Jonnie  Coup,  |fe. 

When  Jonnie  Coup  he  heard  of  thia. 
He  thought  it  wadna  be  amiss 
To  hae  a  horse  in  readiness* 
To  flie  awa*  i*  the  morning. 

Heg  Jonnie  Coup,  |w* 

Fy  now  Jonnie  get  up  and  rin, 
The  HighUnd  bagpipes  makes  a  din, 
It's  best  to  sleep  in  a  hale  skin, 
For  'twill  be  a  bluddie  morning. 

Heg  Jonnie  Coup,  ^ 


When  Jonnie  Coup  to  Berwick  came, 
They  spearM  at  him,  where's  a*  jrour 
The  deil  confound  me  gin  1  ken, 
For  I  left  them  a*  i*  the  morning. 

Jleg  Jonnie  Coup,  ^ 


Now,  Jonnie,  trouth  ye  was  na  blate. 
To  come  wi*  the  news  o*  your  ain  defeat, 
And  leave  your  men  in  sic  a  strait, 
So  early  in  the  morning. 

Jleg  Jonnie  Coup,  fft. 

Ah  !  faith,  co*  Jonnie,  I  got  a  (leg. 
With  their  claymores  and  philabega. 
If  I  face  them  again,  deil  break  my  Iqp^ 
So  I  wish  you  a  good  morning. 

Heg  Jonnie  Coup,  fu 


A  WAUKRIFE  MINNIE. 

I  PICKED  up  this  old  song  and  tune  from  a 
country  girl  in  Nithsdale.— I  never  met  with  it 
elsewhere  in  Scotland.— BuRMa. 

Wha  EI  are  j'ou  gaun,  my  bonnie  laa^ 

Where  are  you  gaun,  my  hinnie^ 
She  answer  *d  roe  right  saueilie^ 

An  errand  for  my  minnie. 

O  whare  live  ye,  my  bonnie  laa^ 

O  whare  live  ye,  my  hinnie, 
By  yon  bum^side,  gin  ye  mann 

In  a  wee  house  wi*  my  ■*«'"»*t- 


Bnt  I  foor  up  the  glen  at  etn, 
To  see  my  bonnie  lassie ; 

And  lang  before  the  gray  mora 
She  was  na  hanf  ite 


IM 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


O  wetry  fa*  the  waukrife  eodc, 
And  the  foumart  lay  hia  erawia  ! 

lie  wauken'd  the  auld  wile  fine  her  deep» 
A  wee  Uiok  or  the  dawin. 

Ao  angry  wife  I  waft  she  raise, 
•  And  o'er  the  bed  the  brooght  her  ; 

And  wi*  a  mickle  haxle  rung 

She  made  her  a  weel  pay  d  dochter. 

O  £ire  thee  weel,  my  bonnie  Um  ! 

O  &re  thee  weel,  my  hinnie  ! 
Thou  art  a  gay  and  a  bonnie  Uia, 

But  thou  hast  a  waukrife  minoie.* 


TULLOCHCORUM. 

This,  first  of  songs,  it  the  master-piece  of 
my  old  friend  Skinner.  He  was  p.issiing  the  day 
at  the  town  of  Ellon,  I  think  it  wa%  in  a  friend*s 
house  whose  name  was  Montgomery. — Mrs. 
Montgomery  ob^rving,  en  passant,  that  the 
beautiful  reel  of  TtUlocht/orum  wanted  words, 
she  begged  them  of  Mr.  Skinner,  who  gratified 
her  wishes,  and  the  wishes  of  every  lorer  of 
Scottish  song,  in  this  roost  excellent  ballad. 

These  particulars  I  had  fn)m  the  author*s 
eon.  Bishop  Skinner,  at  Aberdeen. — Buaxi. 

CoMV  gie*s  a  sang,  Bfon^omery  cry*d, 
And  lay  your  disputes  all  aside. 
What  signifies*t  for  folks  to  chide 

For  what  was  done  before  them  : 
Let  Whig  and  Tory  all  a;;rcc, 

Whig  and  Tory,  Whig  and  Tory, 
Whig  and  Tory  all  agree. 

To  drop  their  Whig-  mig-morum. 
Let  Whig  and  Tory  all  agree 
To  spend  the  night  wi*  mirth  and  glee. 
And  cheerful  sing  alang  wi*  me, 

The  Reel  o*  Tullochgorum. 

O,  Tullochgorum's  my  delight, 

It  gars  us  a*  in  ane  unite. 

And  ony  sumph  that  keeps  up  spite, 

In  conscience  I  abhor  him  : 
For  blytbe  and  cheerie  we'll  be  a*, 

BIythe  and  cheerie,  blythe  and  cheeriei 
Blythe  and  cheerie  we^ll  be  a\ 

And  make  a  happy  qnuniro, 
For  blythe  and  cheerie  we'll  be  a*, 
As  lang  is  we  hae  breath  to  draw, 
And  dance  till  we  be  like  to  fa' 

The  Reel  o'  Tullochgorum. 


a  The  psassatry  have  a  Teise  superior  In  some  of 
those  raoovsied  by  Bums,  which  U  worthy  of  notice. 


«•  O  though  thy  hair  ww  gowdcn  weft, 
AaT  thy  lips  tf  drapping  hinnie. 

Thou  hast  goctan  the  elog  that  winna  eUi^ 
Ite  aT  you*!*  waukrifc  Btamta." 


What  needa  thert  be  ite  giwft  a 
Wi'  dringing  dall  Italiaa  Uj% 
I  wadna  gi«  oar  ain  Scratbipcya 

For  half  a  hnnder  aeora  o 
They're  dowf  and  dowie  at  the  beat, 
Dowf  and  dowie,  doarf  and  daariib 
Dowf  and  dowie  at  the  bo^ 

Wi*  a*  their  rariorum ; 
They're  dowf  and  dowie  at  the 
Their  aUegrot  and  a'  the  rest. 
They  canna  please  a  Soottish 

Compar*d  wi'  Tttllodigonna. 

Let  warldly  worms  their  minda  oppiew 
Wi'  fears  o*  want  and  double  eeas, 
And  sullen  sots  themsells  distress 
Wi*  keeping  up  deoorum  x 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and  milky  sit. 

Sour  and  sulky,  sour  and  saOcy, 
Sour  and  sulky  shall  we  sit 
Like  old  philosophorum  ! 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit, 
Wi*  neither  sense,  nor  mirth,  nor  aril^ 
Nor  ever  try  to  shake  a  fit 

To  the  Reel  u*  Tullochgorum? 

May  choicest  blee»ings  ay  attend 
Each  honest,  open-hearted  firieady 
And  calm  and  quiet  be  his  end. 

And  a'  that's  good  watch  o* 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot. 

Peace  and  plenry,  peace  and  plenty. 
Peace  and  plenty  be  hn  lot. 

And  dainties  a  great  store  o*  tbca 
May  pesce  and  plenty  bis  his  lot, 
Unstain'd  by  any  vicious  spot. 
And  may  he  never  want  a  groat, 

that's  fond  o*  TuUochgonim ! 

But  for  the  sullen  framptsh  fool. 
That  loves  to  be  oppreaaion's  tool. 
May  envy  gnaw  his  rotten  soul. 

And  discontent  devour  him ; 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance^ 
Dool  and  sorrow,  do(d  and  sorrow, 
Dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance. 

And  nane  aay,  wae's  ma  lor  kim  I 
May  dod  and  sorrow  be  hia  chaaeib 
Wi*  a*  the  iib  that  coma  frae  /Vwaet, 
Wha  e'er  he  be  that  winna  danea 

The  Reel  o'  TuUoekgonua. 


hims 


JOHN  O*  BADENYON. 

This  excellent  eong  ia  also  tka 
of  my  worthy  friend,  old  Skiaaw,  aft 
— BuaNS. 

Whim  first  I  cam  fto  be  a  man 

Of  twenty  vcara  or  ao, 
I  thought  aiyaeli  a  handsaaw  foal^ 
Aad  feia  dM  worM  woald  Wv  1 
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llpt  I  Hept  abnMd, 
^rits  brisk  and  gay, 
nd  thtve  mod  treiy  where 
•  a  worn  in  May ; 
lad  nor  fcer  of  want, 
rilled  up  and  down, 
bfon  I  might  have  paat 
ilnr  or  ia  town  ; 
fitet'd  where'er  I  went, 
MB  I  was  alone, 

tpipe  and  pkaa'd  myself 
I  o*  Badenyon« 

m  days  of  youthful  prime 
•wm  I  must  find, 
[  heard,  i^ve  one  an  air, 
*n  improved  the  mind  : 
I  &ir  above  the  nstt 
vtsne  fixt  my  eyes, 
ng  beauty  struck  my  heart, 
t  became  my  choice ; 
BOW  with  hearty  prayer 
I  many  a  vow  ; 

d  and  sung,  and  sigh*d,  and  swore, 
r  tovendu; 

I  at  last  I  breath*d  my  flame, 
her  cold  as  stone ; 
pri,  and  tun*d  my  pipe 
a  o*  Badenvon. 

9 

I  had  thus  my  heart  begoil'd 
olah  hopes  and  vain ; 

ili|»*«  port  I  steer'd  my  course, 
igh*d  at  lover»*  pain ; 

got  by  lucky  chance, 
eaMthmg  like  divine, 

friend**  a  precious  gift, 
!^  a  gift  was  mine ; 
whatever  might  betide, 
f  man  was  I, 
ait  I  knew  to  whom 
■ight  apply ; 

ion  eame :  my  friend  I  try'd ; 
yi,  and  apom'd  my  moan  ; 

home,  aiid  tun'd  my  pipe 
a  o*  Badenyoo. 

I I  ahould  be  wiser  next, 
mid  a  patriot  turn, 

ioat  on  Johnny  Wilkes, 
r  ap  Parson  Horne.* 
J^  apirit  I  aduiir'd, 
»*o  their  noble  xmI, 
rith  flaming  tongue  and  pen 
B*d  the  public  weal ; 
BMinth  or  two  had  past, 
Biyself  betray*d, 
'nd  party  after  all, 
ha  stir  they  made ; 
aw  tho  fiictious  knaves 
ha  wtry  throne, 
MB  a',  and  ton'd  my  pipe 
I  o'  Badcnyon. 


What  next  to  do  I  moa'd  a  whSk, 

StiU  hoping  to  sacceed, 
I  piteh*d  on  book$  kar  company. 

And  gravely  try'd  to  read  t 
I  bought  and  borrow*d  every  where, 

And  study'd  night  and  day. 
Nor  miss*d  what  dean  or  doctor  wrote 

That  happen*d  in  my  way : 
Philosophy  I  now  esteem'd 

The  ornament  of  youth. 
And  carefully  through  many  a  page 

I  hunted  after  truth. 
A  thooaaod  various  schemes  I  try'd. 

And  yet  was  pleas'd  with  none, 
I  threw  them  by,  and  tun*d  my  pipe 

To  John  o*  Badenyon. 

And  now  ye  youngsters  every  where. 

That  wish  to  make  a  show. 
Take  heed  in  time,  nor  fondly  hope 

For  happiness  beluw ; 
What  you  may  fancy  pleesure  here» 

Is  but  an  empty  nam^ 
And  ffirk,  and  friemdi^  and  hook»^  apd 

You'll  find  them  all  the  same ; 
Then  be  advised  and  warning  take 

From  such  a  man  as  me ; 
Fm  neither  Pope  nor  Cardinal, 

Nor  one  tA  high  degree ; 
You'll  meet  displeasure  every  where , 

Then  do  as  I  have  done. 
E'en  tune  your  pipe  and  pleaae  yoorael 

With  John  o'  Badenyon. 


THE  LAIRD  OF  COCKPEN. 

Haas  is  a  vene  of  this  lively  old  aong  that 
need  to  be  sui^  after  these  printed  onea.— 
Buava. 

O,  WHA  has  lien  wi*  our  Lord  yestreen  ? 
O,  wha  has  lieu  wi*  our  Lord  yestreen  ?  « 

In  his  soft  down  bed,  O,  twa  fiiwk  wen  the  itodt 
An*  where  lay  the  chamber  maid,  laaiie,  je»> 
treen? 


a;; 


was  composed  when  WIUm^  Haam, 
a  Boise  about  liberty. 


COCKPEN. 

O,  wHxx  she  came  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law, 
O,  when  she  came  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law, 
And  when  she  came  ben  she  Idsa'd  Cockpen, 
And  syne  deny'd  she  did  it  at  a*. 

And  was  ua  Cockpen  right  aaocie  with  a*. 
And  was  na  C(*ckpen  right  saude  with  a*. 
In  leaving  the  daughter  of  a  Lord, 
And  kissin  a  collier  Uusie.  an*  a* } 


O  never  look  down  my  lassie,  at  a , 
O  never  look  down  my  laaaio,  at  a*, 
Thy  lipa  are  as  aweet,  and  thy  figare 

Am  the  finest  dame  m  cartle  or  !»'• 

N 
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Tko*  ihoa  liai  bm  tSSk  and  faolhiid  ■■•  Hna*, 
Tko*  thou  liai  nae  nik  and  hoUand  ■■•  nna** 
Tby  eott  and  tl^  nrk  are  thy  am  haady-wark. 
And  Lady  Jean  was  narw  Ma  braw ! 


Thi  fbllowuig  aet  of  thu  wog  n  now  rerj 
eommon.  It  n  aaeribed  to  the  authorea  of  the 
novel  of  **  Marriage: 


.t» 


THE  LAIRD  OF  COCKPEN. 


,•• 


The  Laird  of  CoekpMi." 

Turn  Laird  o*  Cockpen,  he  it  proud  an*  he*i 

great; 
Hie  mind  ie  ta*en  up  wi*  the  thinge  of  the  itate : 
He  wanted  a  wife  hie  braw  house  to  keep  ; 
But  £ivour  wi'  wooin*  waa  feshioue  to  eeek. 

Down  by  the  dyke-eide  a  kdy  did  dwell ; 
At  hie  table -head  he  thought  she'd  look  well ; 
M*LeHh'a  ae  daughter  o*  Claverse-ha*  Lee» 
A  pennyleas  last  wi*  a  lang  pedigree. 

Hia  wig  was  wed  poather*d,  as  gnid  as  when 

new, 
His  waistcoat  was  white,  his  coat  it  was  Uue ; 
He  put  on  a  ring, — a  sword,— and  cock*d  hat,— 
And  wha*  eould  refuse  the  Laird  wi'  a*  that  ? 

He  took  the  grey  nwre  and  rade  cannalie ; 
And  rapp*d  at  the  yett  o*  Qaverse-ha'  Lee  : 
Oae  tell  Mistress  Jean  to  cmne  speedily  ben  : 
She's  wanted  to  speak  wt*  the  Laird  o*  Cockpen. 

Mistress  Jean  she  was  makin*  the  elder-flower 

wine: 
<<  And  what  Imngs  the  Laird  at  sic  a  like  time  ?*' 
She  put  aff  her  apron,  and  on  her  silk  gown. 
Her  mutch  wi*  red   ribbons,  and  gud  awa* 

down. 
• 

And  when  she  cam*  ben,  he  booed  fu*  low ; 
And  what  was  his  errand  he  soon  let  her  know ; 
Amaaed  was  the  Laird,  when  the  lady  said  Na*, 
And  wi*  a  laigh  curtsie  she  turned  awa*. 

Dumbfounder'd  he  was,  but  nae  sigh  did  he  gie ; 
He  mounted  his  mare,  and  rade  cannilie  : 
And  aften  he  thought,  as  he  gsed  thro*  the  glen. 
She's  daft  lo  refuse  the  Laird  o*  Cockpen. 

And  now  that  the  Laird  his  exit  had  made, 
Mistress  Jesn  she  reflected  on  what  she  had  said : 
Oh  for  ana  I'U  get  better,  it's  waur  Til  get  ten, 
I  was  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o*  Cockpen. 

Neist  time  that  the  Laird  and  the  kdy  were  seen, 
They  were  gaun  arm  in  arm  to  the  kirk  on  the 

green; 
Now  she  sits  in  the  Ha*  like  a  weel-tappit  ban ; 
^*  **/"<  thare's  nae  chiekeaa  aypaarad  at 


CA*  THE  EWES  TO  THB  KNOWE& 

Taia  beaotifiil  song  ia  ia  Aa  Irai  aid  Sort* 
taste,  yet  I  do  not  know  thai  aitlHr  air  or  vwb 
were  in  print  bdbcv. — Bouia. 


Ca*  the  eiMa  to  tk«  kmowu, 
Ca*  them  whan  tht  hmOm 

Ca*  them  whart  tht  hmnm 
My  honmt  dtaru. 

As  I  gaed  down  the  water-aida^ 
There  I  met  my  shephefd  lad. 

He  row*d  me  sweetly  in  hia 
An*  he  ca*d  me  his  dearie. 
Ca  tht  ewu,  Ife. 


Will  ye  gang  down  the 

And  see  the  waves  ue  mraetly  lfii% 
Beneath  the  haaels  spreading  wide^ 

The  moon  it  shines  fu*  dearly. 
Ca*  thtewttf  |v. 

I  was  bred  up  at  nae  mc  school^ 
My  shepherd  hul,  to  play  tha  M^ 

And  a*  the  day  to  sit  in  dod. 
And  naebody  to  see  me. 
Ca*  tht  ewes,  |re. 

Ye  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons 
Cauf-leather  shoon  npon  yonr 

And  in  my  arms  ye*se  lie  aad 
And  ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 
Ca*<Aeciies,  |v. 


If  ye*ll  but  stand  to  what  ye*v« 
I'se  gang  wi*  yon  my  shepherd-la^ 

And  ye  may  rowe  me  in  your  plaid* 
And  I  sdl  be  your  dearie. 
Cd*  Me  ewes,  |v. 

While  waten  wimple  to  the  aaa  ; 

While  day  bUnks  in  the  lift  aaa  hia  | 
*Till  day-eaukl  death  adi  blia  ay  •'% 

Ye  sail  be  my  dearie.* 

Ga*  tht  twtt,  fv. 


LADIE  MARY  ANN. 
should  be 


Ths   starting 
Burns. 


'*  Ladt  Mart  Akk  gaad  out  •*  her 
An'  she  found  a  bnnnie  roae  new  i*  \ 

As  she  kiss'd  its  ruddy  lips  drapping  . 
Quo'  she,  ye*re  naa  sae  tweet  as  sty 


•t 


ChMt 


•  Mn.  Bui 
oTthli 


tnAmnail  CheBdMor 
written  by  Buns* 
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LADIB  MART  ANN. 

AMW  Amh  looka  o*cr  t\m  eaillt  m\ 
tm  htmt^  boyt  playing  at  the  ba*» 
Ml  fit  WM  thtflonper  amug  them  a' ; 
lit  kddie'i  fonag,  but  he*t  growia* 

O  &tlMr,  an*  ye  think  it  it, 
hoB  a  year  to  the  eoUege  yet ; 
ft  green  ribbon  round  aboat  hii  hat, 
twin  let  them  ken  he't  to  many  yet.** 

'  Am  WiB  a  flower  in  the  dew, 
ita  emell,  and  bonnie  wu  its  hue, 
Mr  it  bloMomed,  the  sweeter  it  grew ; 
^y  in  the  bud  will  be  bonnier  yet. 

■rfia  Cochran  wu  the  iprout  of  an 

IhkMMning,  and  ttraight  was  its  make, 
ah  delight  to  ehine  for  its  seke, 
rin  be  the  bng  o*  the  forert  ytft. 

w  m  gane,  when  the  les^c*  they  were 

lyt  are  awa  that  ve  hae  leen ; 
tar  days,  I  tr«*S  will  eome  again, 
kouie  laddi^^  yonng,  but  he*s  grow- 


KILLYCRANKY. 

da  ol  Killycranky  was  the  last  stand 
It  Qaas  for  James,  after  his  abdica^ 
I  Dundee  fell  in  the  moment  of  vie- 
ritk  him  fell  the  hopes  of  the  party. 
Ifadtay,  when  he  found  the  High- 
aot  pursue  his  flying  army,  said, 
■asfe  be  killed,  or  he  never  would 
ihid  thb  advantage." — A  great  stone 
ipsC  where  Dundee  fell. — Bunxs. 

lad  his  highland-men, 
«B  npo*  Uie  raw,  man, 

etou^  gave  mony  a  clout, 

began  to  claw,  then. 
i  and  terge  into  their  hand, 
eh  they  were  nae  slaw,  man, 
I  fearful  heavy  sigh, 

iMgan  to  claw,  then. 

•Ter  bank,  o'er  ditch,  o'er  stank, 
I  amang  them  a*,  man  ; 
-box  gut  mony  knocks, 
BpBfS  paid  for  a*  then  ; 
Eiir  piika,  wi*  sudden  straiks, 
9  dieir  grief  they  saw,  man ; 
■  dankum  o'er  their  crowns, 
b^an  to  fe*  then. 

ibiMt,  hur  leapt  about, 
g  ■wiHg  them  a*,  man ; 


The  English  Madet  got  broken  hidi, 
Their  crowns  ware  eleav'd  in  twa  th«. 

The  dnrk  and  door  mada  their  Imt  htmtf 
And  provM  their  inal  fe,  man ; 

They  thought  the  devil  had  been  than^ 
Tliat  plajr'd  them  sie  a  paw  then. 

The  solemn  lesffue  and  covenant 

Came  whiggiag  up  the  hills,  man. 
Thought  highhnd  trews  duiat  not  refina 

For  to  subscribe  their  bills  then : 
In  Willie's  name  *  thsy  thought  nae  ana 

Durst  stop  their  course  at  a*,  man  ; 
But  hur  nana  fiU,  wi'  mony  a  knock, 

Cry'd,  Fprich-whiggs,  awa*,  man. 

Sir  Eran  Du,  and  his  men  true. 

Came  linking  up  the  brink,  man ; 
The  Hogan  Dutch  they  feared  such. 

They  bred  a  horrid  stink,  then. 
The  true  Maclean,  and  his  fierce  men. 

Came  in  anumg  them  a*,  man ; 
Nana  durst  withstand  his  heavy  hand. 

All  fled  and  ran  awa'  then. 


Oh*  on  a  rif  oh*  ona  ri. 

Why  should  she  kne  king  Shamai^ 
Oh*  rig  in  di,  oh*  rig  in  di. 

She  shall  bfoak  a'  her  banes  then  ; 
With/«ncAtM«A,  an*  stay  a  while. 

And  speak  a  word  or  twa,  man. 
She's  gi*  a  straike,  out  o'er  the  neek^ 

Before  ye  win  awa'  then. 


O  fy  for  shame,  ye're  three  for  anc^ 

Hur  nane-seira  won  the  day,  man ; 
King  Shame's  red-coats  should  be  hung  np^ 

Because  they  ran  awa'  then : 
Had  bent  their  brows,  like  highland  trowib 

And  made  aa  laag  a  stav,  man, 
They'd  sav'd  their  king,  that  sacred  thing. 

And  Willie'd  <  run'  awa' then. 


THE  EWIE  Wr  THE  CROOKIT  HORN 
AKOTHsa  excellent  song  of  old  Skinner'a.^ 

BUXMS. 

WxKE  I  but  able  to  rehearse 
My  Ewie's  praise  in  pn^r  verse, 
rd  sound  it  forth  as  loud  and  fierce 

As  ever  piper's  drone  could  blaw  ;  ' 
The  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn, 
Wha  had  kent  her  might  hae  awom 
Sic  a  Ewe  was  never  born. 

Hereabout  nor  far  awa*. 
Sic  a  Ewe  was  never  bom. 

Hereabout  nor  far  awa'. 

I  never  needed  tar  nor  keil 
To  nurk  her  upo'  hip  or  heel, 


•  PrinoeofOnaflOk 
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Hflr  crookit  horn  did  tt  weal 

To  ken  her  by  amo*  them  s* ; 
She  nerer  threaten*d  teab  nor  rot> 
But  keepit  ay  her  tin  jog  trot^ 
Baith  to  the  fiuUd  and  to  the  eoet, 

Waa  nerer  aweir  to  lead  nor  caw» 
Bait]^  to  the  fiuild  and  to  the  coat,  &e. 

Canld  nor  hnngtr  never  dang  her, 
Wind  nor  wet  could  never  wrang  her, 
Anca  ahe  lay  an  ouk  a^  langer, 

Furth  aneath  a  wreaih  o*  anew : 
Whan  ither  Ewiea  lap  the  dyke, 
And  eat  the  kail  fior  a*  the  ^ke. 
My  Ewie  never  p1ay*d  the  like, 

But  tyc*d  ai>out  the  bam  wa' ; 
My  Ewie  never  play'd  the  like,  &e. 

A  better  or  a  thriftier  beaat, 

Nae  honeat  man  could  wed  hae  wiat, 

For  aiUy  thing  ahe  never  miat, 

To  hae  ilk  year  a  lamb  or  twa* ; 
The  firat  ahe  had  I  gae  to  Jock, 
To  be  to  him  a  kind  o*  atock. 
And  now  the  laddie  haa  a  flock 

O'  mair  nor  thirty  head  ava* ; 
And  now  the  laddie  haa  a  flock,  Iw. 

I  lookit  aye  at  even*  for  her, 

Leat  miachanter  ahouM  come  o*er  her. 

Or  the  fowmart  might  devour  her. 

Gin  the  beaatie  bade  awa ; 
My  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn. 
Well  deeerv*d  baith  girae  and  com. 
Sic  a  Ewe  waa  never  born, 

Here-about  nor  hr  awa. 
^  a  Ewe  waa  never  born,  ke. 

Yet  laat  ouk,  for  a*  my  keeping, 
(Wha  can  apeak  it  without  weeping  ?) 
A  villain  cam  when  I  waa  aleeping, 

Sta*  my  Ewie,  horn  and  a* ; 
I  aought  her  aair  upo*  the  mora. 
And  down  aneath  a  hnia  o'  thom 
I  got  my  Ewie*a  crookit  horn, 

But  my  Ewie  wan  awa*. 
I  got  my  Ewi«;*a  crookit  horn,  Itc. 

0  !  gin  I  had  the  louo  that  did  it. 
Sworn  I  have  aa  well  as  uid  it, 
Tho*  a*  the  warld  ahould  forbid  it, 

I  wad  gie  his  neck  a  thra* : 

1  never  met  wi*  tie  a  turn, 
Aa  thia  ain  ever  I  waa  bom, 
My  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn. 

Silly  Ewie  aCown  awa** 
My  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn,  Iec 

O  !  had  ahe  died  o*  crook  or  eanld, 
Aa  Bwi«  do  when  they  grow  anU, 
It  wad  nae  been,  by  mony  fiuUd, 

Sae  aare  a  heart  to  nana  o*a  a' : 
For  a'  the  daith  that  we  haa  wom, 
Frio  Im  and  her'a  aaa  aftn  ahonv 


The  kiaa  0*  her  we  eo«*d  hat  hof% 
Had  £iir  atrae-death  U*en  her 
The  loaa  o*  her  we  eon'd  hat  bom,  Ite. 

But  thua,  poor  thing,  to  kae  her  liln 
Aneath  a  bleedy  villain'a  knife, 
rm  really  fley*t  that  our  guidwife 

Will  never  win  aboon't  ava : 
O  !  a*  ye  barda  benorth  Kinghora, 
Call  yonr  muaea  up  and  nmum. 
Our  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn, 

Stown  frae'a,  and  feUt  and  a* ! 
Our  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn,  Im. 


ANDRO  Wr  HIS  CUTTIE  GUN. 

Tnia  blythaome  aong,  ao  foU  of  Scottiah  ka- 
mour  and  convivial  merriment,  ia  an  btia»:« 
fwrourifce  at  Bridal  Trysta,  and  HomaeJuat' 
tngt.  It  containa  a  spirited  picture  of  a  coeatiy 
ale-hott«e  touched  off  with  all  the  lightaomegaietf 
ao  peculiai  to  the  rural  muse  of  CaJedonia,  w\m 
at  a  fiiir. 

Inatead  of  the  ^toe, 

"  Girdle  cakea  w^  looted  brown,* 
I  have  heard  it  aung, 

**  Knuckled  cakea  wed  brk«Iert  brava.** 

Theaecakea  are  kneaded  out  with  theVuckk% 
and  toaated  over  the  red  embera  of  wuoi  oa  a 
gridiron.  They  are  remarkably  fine,  aatf  *««it 
a  ddicate  reliah  when  eaten  warm  with  ai^ 
On  winter  market  nighta  the  landlady  ham 
them,  and  dropa  them  into  the  qmai^  to  wana 
the  ale  I 


"  Wed  doea  the  cannie  Kimmer  ken 
To  gkr  the  awata  gae  gb*bber  down.' 


BcaA 


BLYTH  WAS  SHB 


Blyth,  blyth,  Uyth  waa  aha^ 

Blyth  waa  ahe  butt  and  ben  ; 
And  wed  die  loo*d  a  Hawick  gill. 

And  krtigh  to  aee  a  tappit  hoi. 
She  took  roe  in,  and  aet  me  down. 

And  hq^ht  to  keep  me  lawing-fret ; 
But,  cunning  carling  that  aha  waa^ 

She  gart  me  birle  my  bawbiak 

We  loo*d  the  liqnor  well  tnoogh ; 

But  waea  my  heart  my  eaah  waa  4tm 
Before  that  I  luul  qntnchM  my  divwih, 

And  laith  I  waa  to  pawn  my  akoe^ 
Whan  we  had  thrae  tiaaa  tooai'd  ov  i 

And  the  nitat  ehappin  new  btgm, 
Wha  atartadin  lo  heaae  our  hoptb 

Bnt  Andro'  wi*  hk  catt|r  gi» 
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H  BiWUHt  MT  kMNNin  MBf 

vib-CBlm  WMUtotsted  brown, 

Ac  euny  kinmer  ken, 

r  ^  MW§ltt  gM  glibber  down* 

m  bicker  aft  aboat ; 

mag  we  ne'er  jee*d  our  bong 

I  deuiett  drinker  out 

dtxF  wi*  bit  catty  gun. 

I  OBJ  nuvie  nng, 
[  ift  bit  oxter  Mt, 
•  aj  hie  bonny  thing, 
Bj  a  tappy  kin  I  gat : 
CMt*  I  hae  been  wett, 
m  Ur  ayont  the  tun ; 
rtlMitbMithate*erItaw 
Ir»  wi*  hia  catty  gnn ! 


HUOHIE  ORAHABl 

Pi  aereral  editiona  of  thb  ballad.— 
inaerted,  is  from  oral  tradition  in 
wken,  when  I  was  a  hoy,  it  waa  a 
ig,— It  originally,  had  a  aianple  old 
1 1  have  forgotten.— -BuKKa. 

■•  to  the  movntaina  gane, 
g  •*  the  fidlow  deer, 
■m  gripet  Hughie  Graham 
iag  o*  the  bialQM>p*a  mare. 

■vc  tied  him  hand  and  foot, 
bin  up*  thro*  Stirling  town ; 
d  laatee  met  htm  there, 
qglue  Graham  thou*rt  a  loun. 

i%ht  hand  free,  he  aaya, 
■y  braid  aword  in  the  aame ; 
Sliriing  town  this  day, 
the  tale  to  Hughie  Graham. 

Mkc  the  brare  Whitdbord, 
by  the  biahopS  knee, 
d  white  atoto  1*11  gie  you 
I  Hnghie  Graham  free. 

r  toagne,  the  bishop  saya, 
nor  pleadiog  let  me  be ; 
Orahama  were  in  hb  coat, 
inham  this  day  shall  die. 


TheyVe  ta*en  him  to  tba  gaDowa  kaowi^ 
He  looked  to  the  gallowa  tree^ 

Yet  nerer  colonr  left  hia  ehedCf 
Nor  ever  did  he  Uink  hia 


the  fair  Whit«ibocd, 
t  by  tiie  bishop's  knee ; 
I  white  penee  1*11  gie  yon, 
I  Hoghie  Graham  to  me. 


now  lady  fiur» 
nor  pleading  let  il  be ; 
Inbttna  were  in  hb  eoal^ 

hft  BUHUI  dicw 


At  length  he  looked  ronnd  about. 
To  aee  whatever  he  conld  apy : 

And  there  he  saw  his  auld  fiithar, 
And  he  waa  weeping  bitterly. 

O  hand  your  tongue,  my  father  dear, 
And  wi*  yonr  weepii^  let  it  ba ; 

Thy  weeping's  sairer  on  my  heart, 
Than  a*  that  they  can  do  to  me. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  John, 
My  award  that*a  bent  in  the  middle 

And  let  him  come  at  twelre  o'ekwk. 
And  aee  ane  pay  the  biahop'a  mare. 


And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  Jamea 
My  sword  that's  bent  in  the  middle  browit 

And  bid  him  come  at  four  o'clock. 
And  see  hia  brother  Hngh  cut  down. 

Remember  me  to  Maggy  my  wife. 
The  niest  time  ye  gang  o'er  the  moor, 

Tell  her  she  staw  the  biahop'a  mare. 
Tell  her  she  waa  the  bishop's  whore. 

And  ye  may  tell  my  kith  and  kin, 
I  nerer  did  disgrace  their  blood ; 

And  when  they  meet  the  bishop's cloal^ 
To  mak  it  shorter  by  the  hood. 


LORD  RONALD,  MY  SON. 

• 

This  air,  a  very  fiivourite  one  in  Ayrshirek 
is  evidently  the  original  of  Lochaber.  In  tiiia 
manner  most  of  our  finest  more  modern  aira  hav« 
had  their  origin.  Some  early  minstrel,  or  mu- 
sical shepherd,  composed  the  simple  artless  ori- 
ginal air,  which  b«ng  picked  up  by  the  mora 
learned  musician,  todc  the  improved  for  tiaa 
bears. — Bun  vs. 

The  name  ia  commonly  sounded  R^miH,  m 
Randal. 

Whsrk  have  ye  been  hunting. 

Lord  Randal,  my  eon  ? 
Where  have  ye  been  hunting,        * 

My  handsome  young  man  ? 
In  yon  wild  wood.  Oh  mother. 

So  make  my  bed  soon  : 
For  I'm  wae,  and  I'm  weary, 

And  fein  would  lie  down. 

Where  gat  ye  your  dinner. 

Lord  Randal,  my  son  ? 
Where  gat  ye  yonr  dinner, 

My  handsome  yuoaf  man? 
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O,  I  diaed  with  my  trot  lorty 
So  make  my  bed  mod  : 

For  I'm  WM,  and  Tm  weaiy. 
And  fain  would  lie  down. 

0(  what  was  yo«r  dinner, 

Lord  Randal,  my  ton  ? 
O,  what  was  your  dinner, 

My  handsome  young  man  ? 
Eelt  boiled  in  broo,  mother ; 

So  make  my  bed  soon  : 
Fur  rm  wae,  and  Vm  weary. 

And  fain  would  lie  down. 

O,  where  did  nhe  find  them. 

Lord  Randal,  my  sua  ? 
O,  where  did  she  catch  them, 

BIy  handsome  young  man  ? 
*Neath  the  bush  of  brown  brekan. 

So  make  my  bed  soon : 
For  Fm  wae,  and  I'm  weary 

And  iun  wouU  lie  down. 

Now,  where  are  yoar  bkxNlhoandt, 

Lord  Randal,  my  son  ? 
What  came  of  your  bloodhaoads> 

My  handsome  yooi^;  nun  ? 
They  swelled  and  died,  mother, 

And  sae  maun  I  soon : 
O,  I  am  wae,  and  I'm  weary. 

And  fiiia  wonid  lie  down. 

1  ftar  you  are  poisoned. 

Lord  Randal,  my  ton  ! 
I  fear  you  are  poisoned. 

My  handsome  young  man  ! 

0  yes  I  am  poisoned,— 
So  make  my  bed  soon : 

1  am  sick,  sick  at  heart. 

And  I  now  must  lie  down. 


LOGAN  BRAES. 

THiac  were  two  oM  songs  to  this  tune ;  one 
•f  them  contained  some  striking  lines,  the  other 
entered  into  the  sweets  of  wooing  rather  too 
feady  for  modern  poetry. — It  began, 

"  Aa  simmer  night  on  Logan  braes, 

I  helped  a  bonnie  lassie  on  wi*  her  claes. 
First  wi'  her  stockins  an*  syoe  wi*  her  shoon. 
But  s^  gied  me  the  glaiks  when  a*  was  done.'* 

The  other  seems  older,  but  it  is  not  so  charac- 
terirtic  of  Scottish  courtship. 

**  Logan  Water's  wide  and  deep, 
An'  laith  am  I  to  weet  my  feet ; 
But  gif  ye'll  consent  to  gang  wi*  n^ 
1*11  hire  a  hone  to  carry  thee." 

Bunvi. 


LOGAN  WATER 


BT  JOHV 


Br  Logan's  streams  that  rin  sae  detp^ 
Fo*  aft',  wP  glee,  I've  herded  sheep^ 
I've  herded  sheep,  or  gather'd  slaaib 
Wi'  my  dear  lad,  on  Logan  Braes : 
But,  wae's  my  heart,  tfaae  days  an 
And,  fu'  o'  grief,  1  herd  my  lane  ; 
Whi  le  my  dear  lad  maun  laee  his  hm. 
Far ,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  Braes ! 

Nae  mair  at  Logai»  Kirk  will  he, 
Atween  the  preachings,  meet  wT  B»-i 
Meet  wi'  me,  or,  when  it's  mirk. 
Convoy  me  hanie  frae  Logaa  Kiric ! 
I  weil  may  sing,  thae  days  are  gsne 
Frae  Kiik  and  Fair  I  come  my  lana^ 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  feoe  hia 
Far,  far  fine  me  and  Logan  Riaw! 


O'ER  THE  MOOR  AMANG  TBI 
HEATHER. 


This  song  is  the  composition  of  a  Jean  GtsvOt 
a  girl  who  was  not  only  a  w<— «,  bat  also  atkief; 
and  iQ  one  or  other  character  has  visitsd  Mrt 
of  the  Ou-rection  Houses  in  the  WtA^S^ 
was  born,  I  believe,  in  Kilmarnock: — Im^ 
the  song  down  from  her  ainginfr  as  ibs  «* 
strolling  through  the  country,  with  a  sligkM^ 
hand  blackguard. — BurntSk 

Comix*  thro*  the  Craigs  o*  Kylei 

Amang  the  bonnie  Mooaing  heather. 

There  I  met  a  bunnie  lasiiei, 

Keeping  s*  her  yowca  thegither. 
O'er  the  moor  amang  lAe  AeolAer, 
O'rr  Me  moor  amang  the  ktmiktr, 
Tkert  I  met  a  bimnk  lauk, 
Kttjnng  a*  ker  gom^a  tktgitkir. 


Ssys  I,  my  dearie^  where  ia  thy 
In  moor  or  dale,  pray  tell  roe  whethar? 
She  says  I  tent  the  fleecy  flocks 
That  feed  amang  the  hkmning  heafhg, 

0*€r  Me  aniar,  |& 


We  laid  us  down  npon  a  bank, 
Sae  warm  and  sunny  was  the 
She  left  Iter  flocks  at  large  to 
Amang  the  bonnie  blooe5ng 


thcr, 


.«t^ 


While  thai  we  lay  she  sang  a  lang. 
Till  echo  rang  a  mife  and  fimher. 
And  ay  the  burden  •*  the  sing         • 
Waa-— o'er  the  moor  aoiaag  the  heather. 

O***  ikt  oMir.  ft. 


tOMOS. 


Ul 


Mf  httrt,  and  aye  toMmfut, 
ti  on  any  ither  : 
J  iha  thaD  be  mine  ! 
m  anaog  the  heather. 

O'er  the  mooTf  ffc 


ONNIE  DUNDEE. 

t  y9  that  hauvrr-Dieal  bannockt 
d  bodie,  O  dinna  ye  aee ! 
•H^r  laddie, 

lint  Johnstone  and  twnnie  Dundee, 
ht  Uddie  that  gae  nwH  ! 
dondTd  me  on  hit  knee : 
MlBet  my  bonnie  Scotch  laddie, 
H  eafe  hame  to  hit  babie  and  me ! 

igbc  on  thy  nweet,  we  lippte ! 
m  Kf ht  on  thy  b^jnaie  ee-broe ! 
ta  lUce  my  aod^  laildie, 
icr,  dearer  ay  to  ine ! 
bov*r  on  yon  bonnie  banka, 
lina  wimpian  by  tae  cleai  ; 
hee  in  the  tartan  fine, 
me  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear ! 

ou>  vsaas. 

'k»  tiauner  o*  yon  rotten  wood, 
9  die  bark  o*  yon  rotten  tree, 
le  Kke  a  knotlm  thread, 
ndc  your  credit  wi*  mae  than  me. 


K)NOCHT-HEAD. 
■n»-'<  Gordon  CasUe." 

tfaa  wind  o*er  Donocht-Head,* 

Inwf*  tnelly  thro*  the  dale, 

cic  tirlt  my  tneck, 

iBg  trlli  hit  waefu*  tale. 

t  night,  O  let  me  in, 

a  let  your  miottrd  ia*, 

let  hi«  windin-sheet 

iaf  but  a  wreath  o*  tnaw  ! 

winter*  hae  I  teen, 
i  where  gor-cocks  whirring  flew, 
1  day  yeVe  danu'd,  I  ween, 
rhich  firae  my  drone  I  blew.' 
k'd,  and  toun  the  cry*d, 
3uiHman,  and  let  him  in ; 
ken  the  winter  night 
t  when  he  began  his  din.' 


(I 


•> 


lieu,  O  wow  it*8  tweet 
bn  bana  and  tcaulda  awee  ; 
tKi*d  to  eorrow*a  tale, 
b  doubly  dear  to  me ! 


latheNoitk. 


Oomt  in,  auU  Carl !  Fll  ateer  my  Art, 
ril  mak  it  bleeie  a  bonnie  flame  ; 

Yoar  blnde  ia  thin,  ye*ve  tint  the  gali^ 
Ye  ahottkl  na  stray  aae  far  frae  baoM. 

*'  Nae  bame  have  I.**  the  minatrel  aakl, 
'*  Sad  party  ttriie  o*ertum'd  my  ha* ; 

*'  And,  weeping  at  the  eve  o*  life, 
"  I  wander  thro'  a  wreath  o*  inaw«* 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  TWEED. 

This  sqng  is  one  of  the  many  attemptt  that 
Englith  compoeers  have  made  to  imitate  the 
Scottish  manner,  and  which  I  shall,  in  thoae 
•tricturea,  lieg  leave  to  dietingnith  by  the  appel- 
lation of  Angl(»- Scottish  prodnctiona.  Tha  mn* 
aic  is  pretty  good,  but  the  venca  are  jnat  abovt 
contempt. — ^Bu  aita. 

BaavRT. 

I  LEFT  the  sweet  banka  of  the  deep  flowing 
Tweed, 

And  my  own  little  cot  by  the  wild  wood. 
When  Fanny  was  sporting  through  valley  and 
mead. 

In  the  beautiful  morning  of  childhood. 
And  oftime«  alone,  by  the  wave-beaten  shore, 

WlM*n  the  billows  of  twilight  were  flowing, 
I  thought,  as  1  mus*d  on  the  days  that  were  o'er. 

How  tlie  ruse  on  her  cheek  would  be  blowing. 

I  came  to  the  banks  of  the  deep  flowing  Tweed, 

And  mine  own  htde  cot  by  the  wikl  wood, 
HVlien  o*tr  nie  ten  summers  had  gathar*d  their 
speed. 

And  Fanny  had  poat'd  from  her  childhood* 
I  found  her  aa  fiur  aa  my  fiuicy  oouM  dream* 

Not  a  bud  of  her  k>velinese  blighted. 
And  I  wish*d  1  had  ne*er  seen  btf  beauty's  toft 
beam, 

Or  that  we  were  for  ever  united. 


THE  FLOWERS  OF  EDINBURGH. 

This  Song  is  one  of  the  many  effuaioni  of 
Scots  jacobiti»m. — The  title,  FUnien  of  Edinm 
huryht  has  no  manner  of  connexion  with  the 
prewnt  verses,  so  I  suspect  there  has  been  an 
older  itet  of  words,  of  which  the  title  ia  all  that 
remaina. 


•  lliis  alRxting  poem  wss  kmg  attributed  to  Buna. 
He  thuji  reroartu  on  IL  •*  DomocM-Utai  is  not  mine  s 
I  would  give  ten  pounds  It  were.  It  appeared  flnt  la 
the  Edinburgh  Herald  (  and  same  to  the  editor  of  Hut 

Kpei  with  the  Newcastle  pas^mark  on  Ic**    It  wat 
t  composition  of  Williaro  PkAcring,  a  nmth  of 
England  poet,  who  is  not  known  to  have  wrHtan  am 
I  ihiug  more. 


BURNET  WORKa 


Bf  ^  ojr^  h  k  rfogiiltf  Moogli  dint  ^ 
Seottnh  Moms  were  all  Jaeobitei.— I  have  paid 
more  attenoon  to  erery  deecrijrtion  of  Scots 
longa  thao  perhape  any  body  liriag  lias  done, 
and  I  do  not  recollect  one  tingle  ttansa,  or  even 
the  title  of  the  most  trifling  Scots  air,  which 
has  the  least  panegyrical  reference  to  the  fami- 
lies of  Nassau  or  Brunswick ;  while  there  are 
hundreds  satirising  them.  This  may  be  thought 
no  panegyric  on  the  Scots  Poets,  but  I  mean  it 
as  such.  For  myself,  I  would  always  take  it  w 
a  compliment  to  have  it  said,  that  my  heart  ran 
before  my  head  ;  and  surely  the  gallant  though 
unfortunate  house  of  Stuart,  the  kingi  of  our 
£ithrrs  for  so  many  heroic  ages,  is  a  theme 
much  more  interesting  than  •  •  •  •.— 
Buaira. 

Mt  lore  was  once  a  bonny  lad, 

He  was  the  flower  of  all  his  kin. 
The  absence  of  his  bonny  £ice 

Has  rent  my  tender  heart  in  twain. 
I  day  nor  night  find  no  delight. 

In  silent  tears  I  still  complain  ; 
And  exclaim  *gainst  those  my  rival  foes, 

That  ha'e  ta'cn  from  me  my  darling  swain. 

Despair  and  anguinh  fills  my  breast. 

Since  I  have  lost  my  blooming  rose ; 
I  ngh  and  moan  while  others  rest. 

His  absence  yiekls  me  no  repose^ 
To  seek  my  love  I'll  range  and  rove» 

Thro*  every  grove  and  disUnt  plain  ; 
Thus  111  ne*er  cease,  but  spend  my  days, 

To  hear  tidings  from  my  dariing  swain. 

There's  naething  strange  in  Nature's  change^ 

Since  parents  shew  such  cruelty  ; 
They  eausM  my  love  from  me  to  range. 

And  knows  not  to  what  dettiny. 
The  pretty  kids  and  tender  lambs 

May  cease  to  sport  upon  the  plain ; 
But  rU  mourn  and  lament  in  deep  disoonteni 

For  the  absence  of  my  darling  swain. 

Kind  Neptune,  let  me  thee  entreat, 

To  send  a  fiiir  and  pleasant  gale ; 
Ye  dolphins  sweet,  upon  me  wait. 

And  convey  me  on  your  tail ; 
Heavens  bless  my  voyage  with  sueeessy 

While  crosring  of  the  raging  nuun, 
And  send  me  safe  o*er  to  that  distant  shocib 

To  meet  my  k>vely  darling  swain. 

AD  joy  and  mirth  at  our  return 

ShaD  then  abound  from  Tweed  to  Tky ; 
The  bcUs  shall  ring  and  sweet  birds  sing. 

To  grace  and  crown  our  nuptial  day. 
Time  blcaa*d  wi*  charms  in  my  k»ve*s  ann% 

My  heart  once  more  I  will  r^n ; 
Theo  rU  range  no  more  to  a  distant  ehore, 

B«t  in  love  will  cijoy  my  darling  iwain. 


CHARLIE,  HE'S  MY  DARUHO 


OLD  Tuau. 

Charlie  Ism  J 


*TwA8  on  a  Monday  morning, 

Richt  early  in  the  year. 
That  Charlie  cam  to  our  toun, 
The  young  Chevalier. 

And  Charlie  he*»  my  dariimg^ 

My  daHiny,  my  darling  i 
Cfmrlie  he»  my  darling, 
Th§  young  Chevaiitr, 

As  he  wa«i  walking  up  the  street* 

The  city  for  to  view, 
O  there  he  spied  a  bonnie  la«, 

The  window  looking  throogli. 
And  Charlie,  f« 

Sae  licht's  he  jumped  up  the  8tnr» 

And  tirled  at  the  pin  ; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  berselly 

To  let  the  laddie  in ! 

And  CharUe,  |v. 

He  set  hb  Jenny  on  hie  knee. 
All  in  his  Highland  dress  s 

For  brawly  weel  he  kenned  the  wif 
To  plesse  a  bonnie  laks. 

And  Ckarlit,  |v. 

It*e  up  yon  heathy  monntun. 
And  down  yon  ecroggy  glen. 

We  dauma  gang  a- milking. 
For  Charlie  and  his  mea. 
And  CharUe,  jft 


THE  SOUTERS  OP  SELKUUL 


Ur  with  the  souters  of  Selkirk, 
And  down  with  the  Earl  of 

And  up  wi*  a*  the  brave  lads, 
Wha  sew  the  single^eoled  eh 


mm  I 


O  !  fye  upon  yellow  and  ydlow. 
And  fye  upon  yellow  and  green ; 

And  up  wi*  the  true  blu*  and  scarlet^ 
And  up  wi*  the  single-iokd  ahooo  I 

Up  wi*  the  eoutere  of  Selkirk— 
Up  wi*  the  hngle  and  hurt  ! 

There's  fame  wi*  the  days  that's 
And  glory  wi*  them  that  are  peel. 

Up  wi*  the  eoutere  of  Selkirk- 
Lads  that  are  trusty  and  leal ; 

And  up  with  the  men  of  the  Fem^ 
And  down  wi*  the  Mem  to  theM* 

O !  mitrce  are  made  far  noddle^ 
But  feet  thoj  are  made  Ibr 


80N0S. 


m 


•  tf  «b  lo  Stlkirk 
k  tnt  to  the  moon. 

ft  miter  in  Selkirk, 
n  •■  be  draws  liU  tbretd-* 
itnt  tovtera  in  Selkirk 
thiri*i  wtter  in  Tweed. 


CRAIL  TOUN.» 
<  Sir  John  Xaksolm.* 

m  e*cr  in  Crftil  tuun  ? 
idlgo; 

•  there  Clerk  DI»hington  f  f 
VWH  >goo»  •go- 
in  like  a  doukit  hen, 
iJago; 

t  bke  a  foow-pen, 
aNNn«  igoni  ago* 

y  ken  Sir  John  Malcolm  ? 
id  ago; 

wiee  man  I  tnistak  htm, 
inNDt  igony  ago. 

ft  wed  frae  Sandie  Don, 

idago; 

OMi  dafter  nor  Sir  John, 

iron,  igoo,  ago. 

cm  •*  their  trardt  talk, 
id  ago; 

Laodon*!  but  a  walk, 
iraa,  igon,  ago. 

wooden  o*  the  deep, 

id  ago* 

Ban  baith  wail  and  weep, 

MMBf  IgOOf  agOw 


•kip» 
idago^ 

n  tw  ding  ower  a  ihip, 
igoo^ago. 


a  a  tomewhat  diflfcrent  TerrioQ  of  thli 
hi  HcnTt  Colleetkm,  1778*  The  preMot, 
k  thobert.  Is  copied  from  the  Soottldi 

known  la  SoottUh  aong  and  tradltkm 


MY  ONLY  JO  AND  DEARIE,  O. 

OALU* 

T^wir— "  My  only  jo  and  dtaxkb  a* 

Tht  cheek  is  o*  the  rose*a  htte» 

My  unly  jo  and  dearie,  O  ; 
Thy  neck  is  o'  the  siller  dew. 

Upon  the  hank  sae  briery,  O. 
Thy  teeth  are  o*  the  ivory, 

0  sweet*«  the  twinkle  o*  thine  ee : 
Nae  joy,  nae  pleasure  blinka  oa  me. 

My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O. 

Wliea  we  were  bairniea  on  yon  brae. 
And  youth  was  blinkin*  bonnie»  0« 

Aft  we  wad  diff  the  lee  lang  day. 
Our  jo)'s  fu'  sweet  and  monie,  O. 

Aft  I  wad  chdse  thee  ower  the  Ice^ 

And  round  about  the  thorny  tree ; 

Or  pu'  the  wild  6ow*rs  a*  for  thee^ 
My  only  jo  and  dearie,  0« 

1  hae  a  wish  I  canna  tine, 

*Mang  a*  the  cares  that  gnere  m^  O; 
A  wish  that  thou  wert  ever  mine. 

And  ne%'er  nuir  to  leave  me^  O ; 
Then  I  wad  daut  thee  nicht  and  day, 
Nae  ither  warldly  core  I'd  hae. 
Till  life's  warm  stream  fbrgat-to  plaft 

My  only  jo  and  dearie^  O. 


FAIRLY  SHOT  O'  HER. 
Pairiydwtorhar.* 


■  dsrk  Dbhingtan,  was  a  notary  who  re. 
Iha  middle  of  the  isit  century  in  Crail. 
Itm  town^ltik  of  that  ancient  burah.  I 
imasd  that  he  was  a  person  of  great  kMal 
Halimi^  asaouaeoBBpromisinghumour- 


O  ffi»  I  wert  fairly  akoi  o*  kmr/ 

Fairfy,  fairly,  fairly  tkoi  o*  ker  /       • 

O  gim  I  were  fairly  tkoi  o*  kerf 

fftkt  wertdmd,  I  wad  damct  am  tkt  top  o*  ktr* 

Till  we  were  married,  I  eouldna  tea  lidit  tSC 

her; 
For  a  month  after,  a*  thing  aye  gaed  rieht  wf 

her: 
But  these  ten  yean  I  baa  prayed  for  a  wng^; 

to  her — 
O  gin  I  were  &irly  shot  o*  her ! 

O  giM  I  wtrtftdrly  thai  o*  ktr/  jft. 

Nana  o*  her  relations  or  frieiuis  eoold  stay  wi* 

her: 
The  ncebours  and  bairns  are  fiun  to  flee  frae  her  t 
And  I  my  ainsell  am  forced  to  gie  way  till  bar  i 
O  gin  I  were  foirly  shot  o*  her ! 

O  fin  I  mere  fairly  that  o*  htr  !  ^. 

She  ganga  aye  lae  braw,  she's  laa  mackla  pridt 

in  her; 
There'a  no  a  gudewifo  in  the  haiU  eowmx-aidt 

Uke  her ; 


a  Richard  Gall,  thesonofa 
hi  SL  Mary't  Wynd.  Edlnbunh. 
the  buiincM  of  a  printer,  ana  " 
about  the  bcgmniag  o<  the 


InoM  Airatture 
hronght  up  to 
at  an  aHlyaga 


^ 


^«.-       Mii'"-     ^^^ 

■^  aCVD  ^'n^ 

r.T.  ve  ^«^' cLv  bttWi 
Knot***"   \-#. \)e*^'.e-. 

•eel.  wy  •"  1  ua  «»»'*• .  v». 

TV  "*«*    J^-x"*-  ""^ 


LOCIE  O'  BUCllAK. 


He  plir'd  on  the  fiye  lad  tU  vial  lu  imi'  ; 
Tbn  ht  ti'cD  »«■  Jumie,  ihe  flowrr  o'  iheui  a*. 
Or  Mill,  Tltink  nu  /an^,  /niiie,  Ifioaph  I 

Bt  tad.  Think  u  Itag,  hiilt.  Vitmfh  I 
And  rU  ttmt  tod  and  ta  Ihrt  in  )p 


O,  Sudii  fcai  mnvn,  and  lill 
A  boiiK  ud  >  bidilia,  idiI  i' 
Bat  I  wid  W  Junie,  iri'i  Iw 
Btfort  rd  hu  Sulv  vi'  h«u> 
ft  Bi4  ^. 

Kj  diddie  looki  nilky,  my  m 
They  tnwa  upon  Jjniie,  beca 
fiul  daddje  uid  Diiuaii-  allbuu 


Etu 


l,t<:. 


I  ut  on  my  entfii,  and  ipln  at  my  wfani, 
And  think  m  th*  IuUm  that  Wed  me  lu  weel 
He  bid  but  K  aitpence — be  bmk  it  id  tws. 
And  be  gi'ed  me  thehauf  n'tn-bcnbc  f^ediiti 
Tin,  Aiufe  JK  iacil,  Jiiiiiir,and  tide  u  awi 
JitnlmltytliarLk.  Jantie.andhidcna  aica 


yt'tta 


<,l,!  ic. 


"tHikiiin"  vi  IfaiiiDiu  vH  a  perun  or  tbfl  nain«  { 
Mil  Btwt,  «lw  live?  at  Tine  In   Cn«ranl'Mu) 

Bttm  b  in  IWU  <l(  Ibe  c'allKUnni  uf  Sc^u"!ii  T>.n«  i 
HwoUHT.IhQnth  loa^pBlimT  equally  nnihciiti  i       " 

baud  lUi  vaf  Buili  b<  only  onr  iienrai,  >n  Ami 

•  "  Lopi  (/  BHefaan'  ii  lUUd  by  Mi.  PeUr  Biirhui 
(IKm.  tohaiebeen  ihe  i.inpo.mim  nf  Mi.  G« 


tbebadnrittaulhai.  Mr.  Kglket  dial  In  l' 
•'Ttl>U«l«lK»iii«it>an«l.  <•  ID  one  of 
Uat  paiWtai  (Cnunuodl  alini  Mr.  Halli 


ssa,-: 


And  canu  be  ben  (he  day. 

It'a  glide  to  bt  nwrty  and  viae ; 

It'i  gud«  to  be  honeal  and  tn 

Il'i  gude  to  be  aff  wi'  Ibe  auld 


HEY,  CA"  THRODQH. 
riin»~"  Hty,  n'  thmiftb* 
UrKi'iliecarleao'  Dyurl, 

Aud  the  laili  o'  Buckhtria, 
And  the  kiinmen  a*  Largo, 
And  the  Uuea  o'  LereQp 

/fey,  ca'  through,  ca*  Ikrntgk, 


We  hae  talet  ta  tell, 

And  we  bu  nogi  to  aiog  ; 
We  bu  peonin  ao  tpend, 

Aod  we  bt*  piula  to  bring. 

Btf,  ca'  drokjiil,  it. 

And  them  that  cornea  behin', 
Let  tbem  do  the  Jilw, 

And  ipend  the  gear  they  wio. 

Hty,  ca'  through,  f[c 


I  LO'EU  NE'ER  A  LADDIE  BUT  ANB. 

Tin*-"  Mr  )>>d(la|  It  (■  tto  KM  (mnad." 
I  LD'tD  ne'er  a  laddie  hot  ane ; 

fie  lo'ed  ne'er  a  iaaaie  but  me : 


Let  itben  brag  weei  o'  thrir  gear. 
Their  Unit,  and  their  kirdlj  de(n«, 

I  carepa  for  ought  but  my  doTj 
For  be'i  ilka  thing  lordly  to  dm  : 

Hii  vonli  arr  ue  iiigar'd,  lae  nrcet  t 


BURNSr  W0RK8. 


ATE  WAUKING,  a 

C  OEIGIW AL  fONO,  PAOM  KXCITATION. 

M  wctf  wety 
Fib  wet  and  wctiy ! 
Ikia  wad  I  rite  and  riiit 
f  I  tfam^ht  I  would  meet  my  detiy. 
Aff  wauking,  O I 

Wauking  ajft,  and  wtary, 
8Uep  lean  get  nan* 
For  tkinkUg  o*  My  dttay, 

Simner^s  a  pWannt  time, 

Flowen  of  ereiy  M^wr, 
The  water  rins  ower  iLt  heugb— 

And  I  lang  for  my  true  lover. 
Ag  waukingt  ^ 

Wheo  I  tleep  I  dream. 

When  I  wauk  Fm  eerie ; 
Sleep  I  can  j^t  oane 

For  thinking  o*  my  deary. 

Ag  wamking,  |v. 

Lanely  night  romea  on  ; 

A*  the  lave  are  sleeping ; 
I  think  on  my  love. 

And  blear  my  ccn  wi*  greeting. 
Ag  waukingt  ^ 

Feather-beds  are  aoft, 

Painted  rooms  are  bonnie ; 
But  a  kisi  o*  my  dear  love 

U  better  fiir  than  ony. 

Ag  wtuMngf  fft. 


KELVIN  GROVE. 

JOHW  LTLB. 

KelTta  Grove.** 


Lit  OB  haste  to  Kelvin  grove,  bonnie  lassie^  O ; 

Through  its  maaes  let  us  roveb  bonnie  husie,  O  ; 
Where  the  rose  in  all  its  pride 
Deeks  the  hollow  dingle*e  side. 

Where  the  midnight  fairies  glide,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 


We  win  wander  by  the  mil],  boonie  lassie,  O, 
To  the  eeve  beside  the  rill,  bonnie  lassie,  O ; 

Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 

Of  the  lottf  watei&ll, 
Through  the  mountain's  rocky  hall,    bonnie 
O. 


To  the 

To  the  fragrant-eeentsd 
E*entotheeofall 


Then  well  up  to  yonder  glada^  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Where  so  oft»  beneath  its  shadcb  bonnie  lassie^  O, 

With  the  songsters  in  the  grove^ 

We  have  told  our  tale  of  lovc^ 
And  have sportivegarlanda  wove^  bonnie  lassie,  O. 


-*'  Km]  adieu,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
•  '"»•»«•  lassie^  O, 


For  the  frowns  of  fortune  low*r,  bonue  lasw^  0^ 
On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bonnie  lassie,  O : 
Ere  the  golden  orb  of  day. 
Wakes  the  warblers  from  the  sprty. 
From  this  land  I  must  away,  bonnie  laieie,  O. 

And  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
ShouMI  foil  *midst battle's  rear,  bonnie lassici, 0, 

Wilt  thou,  Helen,  when  yon  hear 

Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier. 
To  his  memory  shed  a  tear,  b  moie  lassie  ?  Ol* 


BLUE  BONNETS  OVER  THE  BORDER. 
sin  wALTEn  acorr. 


Blue  Bonasts  over  the 

Makch,  march,  Ettrick  and  Teviotdale^ 
Why,  my  lads,  dinna  ye  march  fonrard  ia 
Older? 
March,  march,  Eskdale  and  Liddeedale ; 

All  the  blue  bonnets  are  over  the  Boidv. 
Many  a  banner  spread  flutter*  above  your  head; 

Many  a  crest  that  is  famous  in  story : 
Mount  and  make  ready,  then,  sons  of  the  mom- 
tain  glen; 
Fight  for  your  Queen  and  the  old  Seottidi 
glory. 

Come  from  the  hills  where  your  hirsdsar*  gni> 

»g; 

Come  from  the  glen  of  the  buck  and  the  rn; 
Come  to  the  crag  where  the  beaoim  as  biasing; 

Come  with  the  )\iickler,  the  lanoe,  and  the  bsw 
Trumpets  are  sounding,  war  steeds  are  bounding ; 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  march  in  good  eedib 
England  »hall  many  a  day  tell  of  the  bloody  htf, 

When  the  Uoe  bonneta  came  over  the  Beidv* 


COMIN*  THROUGH  THE  RYE. 
Tnn0  **  Gin  a  Body  meet  a  Bod*. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Comin*  through  the  ryc^ 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body, 

Need  a  body  cry  ? 
Ev*r)'  la»*ie  has  her  laJiie, 

Naiie,  they  sav,  hae  I ! 
Yet  a*  the  lads  thry  amile  at  hm^ 

When  cmnin'  through  the  lyub 
Amang  the  train  there  is  a  aw  aim 

I  dearly  lo*e  mysell ; 
But  u'hsur  his  hame,  or  what  hia  m 
1  dinna  c^re  to  tvU. 


•  KrWIn  Grovr  is  a  besiitlfully 
two  miiM  from  Gliigow.  forrali^  a  mt  of 
for  the  lads  and  iaun  i/tlut  dCv. 
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Gin  a  body  niMt  a  body, 

Comin'  vae  the  town, 
Gin  a  bodv  ereet  a  body, 

Need  a  body  frown? 
Ew*ry  lanie  has  her  laddie, 

Nane,  they  sav,  hae  I ! 
Tet  a*  the  laids  they  smile  at  me, 

YHien  oomin'  through  the  rye. 
Amang  the  train  there  is  a  swain 

I  dearly  lo^e  mysell ; 
But  whaur  his  hame,  or  what  his  name, 
I  dinna  care  to  telL 


DINNA  THINK,  BONNIE  LASSIE. 
Tmi»—"  The  Smith's  a  gallant  fireman." 

O  DiXNA  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to 

leare  thee ; 
Dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leave 

thee; 
Dmna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leave 

thee; 
111  tak  a  stick  into  my  hand,  and  come  again 

and  see  thee. 

Par's  the  gate  ye  hae  to  gang ;  dark's  the 

night  and  eerie ; 
Par's  the  eate  ye  hae  to  gang ;  dark's  the 

night  and  eerie ; 
Par's  the  gate  ve  hae  to  gang;  dark's  the 

night  and  eerie; 
O  stay  this  night  wi'  your  love,  and  dinna 

gang  and  leave  me. 

It's  but  a  ni^ht  and  hauf  a  day  that  I'll  leave 

my  dearie ; 
But  a  night  and  hauf  a  day  that  I'll  leave  my 

dearie; 
But  a  night  and  hauf  a  day  that  I'll  leave  my 

dearie; 
Whene'er  tlie  sun  gaes  west  the  loch  I'll 

come  again  and  see  thee. 

Dinna  gang,  my  bonnie  lad,  dinna  gang  and 
leave  me ; 

Dinna  gang,  my  bonnie  lad,  dinna  gang  and 
leave  me; 

When  a'  the  lave  are  sound  asleep,  I'm  dull 
and  eerie  ; 

And  a'  the  lee-Ian^  ni^ht  I  'm  sad,  wi'  think- 
ing on  my  deane. 

O  dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to 

leave  thee ; 
Dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leave 

tliee; 
l^itvria  tliink,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaim  to  leave 

thee : 
When  (f  <»r  the  sun  gaes  out  o*  sight,  I'll  come 

agftln  and  see  thee. 
Waves  are  riaing  o^er  the  sea ;  winds  blaw 

loud  anAfear  me ; 
Waves  are  rising  o'er  the  sea ;  winds  blaw 

loud  and  tearme. 


While  the  winds  and  waves  do  roar,  I  am 

wae  and  dreary ; 
And  gin  ye  lo'emeas  ye  say,  ye  winna  gang 

and  leave  me. 

O  never  mair,  bonnie  lassie;  will  I  gang  and 

leave  thee; 
Never  mair,  bonnie  lassie  ,will  I  gang  and 

leave  thee ; 
Never  mair,  bonnie  lassie,  will  I  gang  and 

leave  thee; 
E'en  let  the  world  gang  as  it  will,  I'll  stay 

at  hame  and  cheer  thee. 

Frae  his  hand  he  coost  his  stick  ;  I  winna 

gang  and  leave  thee  ; 
Threw  his  plaid  into  the  neuk ;  never  can  I 

^eve  thee ; 
Drew  his  boots,  and  flang  them  by ;  cried  my 

^  lass,  be  cheerie  ; 
I'll  kiss  the   tear  frae  aff  thy  check,  and 

never  leave  my  dearie. 


BONNIE  MARY  HAY. 
CRAWPoan 

Bonnie  Mary  Hay,  I  will  loe  thee  yet ; 
For  thine  eye  is  the  slae,  and  thy  hair  is  the  jet , 
The  snaw  is  thy  skin,  and  the  rose  is  thy 

cheek; 
O,  bonnie  Mary  Hay,  I  will  loe  thee  yet ! 

O,  bonnie  Mary  Hay,  will  ye  sang  wi'  me, 
When  the  sun's  in  ^e  west,  to  the  hawthorn 

tree. 
To  the  hawthorn  tree,  and  the  bonnie  berry 

den? 
And  I'll  tell  thee,  Mary  Hay,  how  I  loe  thee 

then. 

O,  bonnie  Mary  Hayy  it  is  haliday  to  me. 
When  thou  art  couthie,  kind,  and  free ; 
There's  nae  clouds  in  the  lift,  nor  storms  in 

the  sky, 
Bonnie  Mary  Hay,  when  thou  art  nigh. 

O,  bonnie  Mary  Hay,  thou  mauna  say  me  nay, 
But  come  to  the  bower,  by  the  hawthorn  brae ; 
But  come  to  the  bower,  and  I'll  tell  ye  a' what's 

true. 
How,  vmnie  Mary  Hay,  I  can  loe  nane  but 

you. 


CARLE,  AN  THE  KING  COMR 

TVns— '*  Carle,  an  the  King  come." 

Caalb,  an  the  king  come. 
Carle,  an  the  king  come,  ^ 
Thou  shalt  dance  and  I  will  sing, 
Carle,  an  the  kimc  come. 


158 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


An  mauMiy  were  come  again. 
Then  lomebody  maun  crow  the  main  ; 
And  erery  man  shall  hae  his  ain, 
Carle,  an  the  king  eome. 

I  trow  we  twappit  for  the  worse ; 
We  ga*e  the  boot  and  better  horse ; 
And  that  we*U  tell  them  at  the  eorse^ 
Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

When  yellow  com  grows  on  the  rigs. 
And  gibbets  stand  to  hang  the  Whigs, 
O,  tltfn  we'll  a*  dance  Scottish  jigs, 
Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

Nae  mair  wi*  pinch  and  drouth  we'll  dine. 
As  we  hae  done — a  dog*s  propine — 
But  quaff  our  draughts  o*  rosy  wine* 
Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

Co^e,  an  the  king  come, 
Cc^ie,  an  the  king  come, 
Tse  be  fou  and  thou*se  be  tooqi     , 
Cogie,  an  the  king  come.* 


COME  UNDER  MY  PLAIDIE. 

XACKIIL. 

Tteiuu.**  Johnny  NKSUL" 

Come  under  my  plaidie  ;  the  night*s  gaun  to  &' ; 
Come  in  firae  the  cauld  blast,  the  drift,  and  the 

snaw  : 
Come  under  my  plaidie,  and  sit  down  beside  me  ; 
There's  room  in*t,  de«r  lassie,  believe  me,  for 

twa. 
Come  under  my  plaidie,  and  *\t  down  beside  me; 
ril  hap  ye  frae  every  cauld  blast  that  can  blaw: 
Come  under  my  plaidie*  and  sit  down  beside  me ; 
There's  room  in*t,  dear  lasue,  beliere  me,  for 

twa. 

Gae  *wa  wi'  yere  plaidie !  auld  Donald,  gae  *wa ; 
I  fear  na  the  cauld  blast,  the  drift,  nor  the  snaw  ! 
Gae  *wa  wi*  your  plaidie  !  1*11  no  sit  beside  ye ; 
Ye  micht  be  my  gutcher  !  auld  Donald,  gae  *wa. 
I*m  gaun  to  meet  Johnnie — ^he*»  young  and  he's 

bonnie ; 
He's  been  at  Meg^s  bridal,  fou  trig  and  fou  braw  ! 
Nane  dances  sae  lichtly,  sae  gracefu*,  or  tichtly, 
His  cheek's  like  the  new  rose,  his  brow's  like 

the  snaw ! 

Dear  Marion,  let  that  6re  stick  to  the  wa* ; 
Your  Jock's  but  a  gowk,  and  has  naething  ava ; 
The  haiU  o'  his  pack  he  has  now  on  his  back  ; 
He's  thretty,  and  I  am  but  three  score  and  twa. 


Be  frank  now  and  kindly — VU  bvk  yv  ^t 

finely ; 
To  kirk  or  to  market  therell  fipw  gang  ear  braw ; 
A  bien  house  to  bide  in,  a  dhaiae  for  to  ride  is, 
And  flunkies  to  'tend  ye  as  aft  as  fe  ca*. 

My  father  aye  taold  me,  my  mother  and  a*, 
Ye'd  nude  a  gude  husband,  and  keep  me 

braw ; 
It's  true,  I  lo'e  Johnnie ;  he's  young  and  ha*' 

bonnie ; 
But,  wae's  me !  I  ken  be  haa  naething  ara ! 
1  hae  little  tocher ;  ya'in  aade  n  gnde  o&r ; 
I'm  now  mair  than  tmmtfi  way  time  ii 

sma* ! 
Sae  gie  my  yonr  plaidie ;  HI  creep  in  beside  ye ; 
I  thocht  ye'd  been  aukler  than  three  score  and 

twa! 

She  crap  in  ayont  him,  beside  the  stane  wa*, 
Whare  Johnnie  was  listnin',  and  heard  her  tell  i*. 
The  day  was  appointed  !-~his  proud  heart  it 

dunted, 
And  strack  'gainst  his  side,  as  if  bnrstia*  ia 

two. 
He  wander'd  hame  wearie,  the  nicht  it  was 

drearie. 
And,  thowless,  he  tint  his  gate  'mang  the  dcqi 

snaw : 
The  howlet  was  sereamin*,  while  Johnnie  ciidl, 

Women 
Wad  marry  auld  Nick,  if  he'd  keep  then  ije 

braw. 

O,  the  deil's  in  the  lasses  !  they  gang  now  sss 

braw. 
They'll  lie  down  wi'  auld  men  o'  fourscore  smI 

twa ; 
The  hail  o'  their  marriage  is  gowd  and  a  car- 
riage; 
Plain  love  is  the  caukisst  blast  now  thit  ou 

blaw. 
Auld   dotards,    be   wary !    tak  tent  when  f 

marry ; 
Young  wires,  wi'  their  coaches,  they'll  wkif 

and  they'll  ca*. 
Till  they  meet  wi'  some  Johnnie  that's  yoa^ 

fu*  and  bonnie. 
And  they'll  gie  ye  horns  on  ilk  haflat  to  daw. 


*  ThislsanoldCivouriteeavaUersonct  theehoms, 
at  least.  Is  as  old  as  the  time  of  the  Coounoowealth. 
when  the  rstum  of  King  Charlos  IL  was  a  osattsr  of 
iaUy  pcayer  to  the  LoyaiM^ 


DUSTY  MILLER. 
Tune—*'  The  dusty  Mlltai:" 

HiY,  the  dusty  miller. 

And  bis  dusty  coat ! 
He  will  win  a  shilling. 

Err  he  spend  a  great. 
DuMty  was  the  ooac, 

Dusty  was  the  colour; 
Dusty  was  the  kiss, 

That  I  gat  fraa  thi 
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AaA  Ui  dottf  tmk ! 
L«w  me  oa  tht  ctDnf 

FiDi  Ihte  dnrtj  peck ; 
TiVk  the  doitf  peck, 

Brings  the  dnCj  eiller  t 
I  wed  gjie  my  ceetie 

For  the  dnety  BuUer. 


THE  WEART  POND  O*  TOW. 
nm  BSOiffATtoii* 

paad&tam," 


1  BOUOBT  BBf  wifi  ft  lime  o*  lint 

As  good  as  ere  did  groir. 
And  e*  thet  she  eouU  make  o*  that 

Was  ae  weary  pand  o*  tow. 
The  weaiy  pood,  the  weaiy  puod, 

The  weaiy  pond  o*  tow. 
I  thoaght  my  wile  would  end  her  lift 

Bc&ane  she  qian  her  tow. 

I  kokit  to  my  yam-nag, 

And  it  grew  ncrer  mair ; 
I  lookit  to  my  beef-stand  ■■ 

My  heart  grew  wonder  sair ; 
I  hx»kit  to  my  meaMwat, 

And  O,  bat  it  was  howe ! 
I  think  my  wi£e  will  end  her  life 

A£Bre  th»  ^in  her  tow. 

Bnt  if  your  wife  and  my  wife 

Were  in  a  boat  thither, 
And  yon  other  man*B  wife 

Were  in  to  steer  the  ruther ; 
And  if  the  boat  were  bottomless, 

And  seren  mile  to  row, 
I  think  they'd  ne*er  come  hame  sgain, 

To  spin  the  pund  o*  tow  ! 


THE  LANDART  LAIRD. 

Tlrsms  lives  a  Isndsrt  *  laird  io  Fife, 
Asd  he  has  married  a  dsndily  wife : 
She  wadna  shape,  nor  yet  wad  she  sew. 
Bet  ait  wi*  her  cammers,  and  fill  henell  fu*. 

She  wadna  spin,  nor  yet  wad  she  card  ; 
fiat  she  wad  sit  and  crack  wi*  the  laird. 
Sie  he  is  doun  to  the  sheep-feuld, 
Asm!  clcekit  a  wetherf  by  the  spauld.t 

He's  whirled  sff  the  gvde  wether*s  skin, 
\iid  wrapped  the  danidily  lady  therrin. 
*  I  downa  pay  yon,  for  your  gentle  kin  ; 
ft«t  weel  may  I  skdp  my  wether's  skin.$ 


KEEP  THE  COUNTRY,  BONNIE 
LASSIE. 


Keep  the  Country,  bonnie 


Ksir  the  country,  bonnie 

Keep  the  country,  keep  the  country ; 
Keep  the  country,  bonnie  lassie ; 

Lads  will  a*  gie  gowd  for  ye ; 

Qowd  for  ye,  bonnie  lassie, 

Gowd  for  ye,  gowd  for  ye : 
Keep  the  country,  bonnie  lassie  ; 

Lads  will  a*  gie  gowd  for  ye. 


HAP  AND  ROW  THE  FEETIE  O'T- 

WILLIAM  CRIECH.* 

Tunt—"  Hap  and  Rows  tbe  FSsCie  o^* 

Wi*B  hap  and  row,  w€*tt  hap  and  nm. 
We' a  hap  and  row  tk^feeiie  o*L 

It  IS  a  ipee  bit  weary  thing  : 
I  downa  bide  the  greetie  o't. 

And  we  pat  on  the  wee  bit  pan. 

To  boil  the  lick  o*  meatie  o't ; 
A  cinder  fell  and  spoird  the  plan. 

And  burnt  a*  the  feetie  o*t. 
Well  hap  and  row,  fv. 

Pu*  sair  it  grat,  the  puir  wee  brat, 
And  aye  it  kicked  the  feetie  o*t, 

Till,  puir  wee  «If,  it  tired  itself; 
And  then  bi^n  the  sleepie  o*t. 
We'll  hap  and  row,  ^ 

The  skirling  brat  nse  porritch  gat. 
When  it  gaed  to  the  sleepie  o*t ; 

It's  waesome  true,  instead  o*  t's  mou*, 
They're  round  about  the  feetie  o*t. 
W/ll  hap  and  row,  jfc. 


ffwirfwsnif   that  I^Hrtogfai  a  part  of  tbe  country 
C  eons  diManes  flrem  any  town, 
t  Wsddsr.  t  Shouldsr. 

4  This  cuikms  and  moH  asnurfng  old  dittr  Is  ftom 
'  I  •*  nfufav  BaHsdsaM  SoBiV' 1800b 


JUMPIN'  JOHN 

TWn^-"  JumpW  John.' 

Hin  dsddie  forbade,  her  minnie  forbade ; 

Forbidden  she  wadna  be. 
She  wadna  trow't,  the  browst  she  brewed, 
Wsd  taste  sae  bitterlie. 

like  long  lad  they  ca*  Jumpin*  John 

Seguiled  the  bonnie  Icusie ; 
77be  long  lad  they  ca*  Jnmpin*  John 
JBeguiled  the  bonnie  laeeie, 

•  A  gentleman  looft  at  tb/e  head  of  the  booksslUng 
trsde  In  Edinburgh,  and  who  had  been  Lord  Provost 
of  the  city.  A  toIudm  of  hit  nlsecUaneous  pross  es> 
my  has  been  published,  under  the  title  of  **  Bdinbunh 
Fugittre  Ptocr*."    He  was  not  only  remarkable  for 

I  his  lltccary  sceoraplishmcnts,  but  also  fbr  his  confer* 
sstiooal  powers,  which  wcrs  sueh  as  to  onsn  to  Mnr 

I  tbe  society  of  tbe  highsst  Utsflsry  msn  of  Hli^y. 
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4  cem  uia  s  aad,  s  jowie  nd  s  hMud, 
And  tfaretty  god*  diilliiifi  and  three; 

A  Terjr  gvde  todier,  a  oottarmtn's  doi^ter. 
The  Uh  wi*  die  bonnie  bbcfc  ce. 
Tkt  kmg  ladp  ^ 


O  DEAR !  MLVNIE,  WHAT  SHALL  I  DO  ? 
-"  O  dear!  maOur,  what  ihall  I  do  r 


**  Oh  dear !  minnie,  what  thall  I  do? 
Oh  dear !  minniei  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Oh  dear  !  minnie,  what  thall  I  do  ?** 
Daft  thing,  doiled  thing,  do  aa  I  do.*' 


n 


'<  If  I  be  black,  I  canoa  be  lo*ed ; 
If  I  be  &ir,  I  caona  be  gude ; 
If  I  be  lordly,  the  lads  will  look  by  me ; 
Oh  dear  !  minnie,  what  shall  1  du  ?*' 

"  Oh  dear  !  ninnie,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Oh  dear !  minnie,  what  shall  1  do  ? 
Oh  dear  '  minnie,  what  shall  I  do  ?** 
<  Daft  thing,  doiled  thing,  do  as  I  do.'* 


KILLIECRANKIE,  O. 

rwiia-"  The  braes  6*  KilUocnnUa." 

Whkki  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Where  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  O  ? 
Where  hae  ye  been  sue  braw,  latl  ? 
Cam  )'e  by  Killiccrankie,  O  ? 

Ah  ye  had  been  where  I  hat- been. 
Ye  wadna  been  sae  catUiey  O  ; 
An  y§  had  »een  what  I  hae  $een 
On  the  braei  o*  Kiliieeranhie,  O. 

Vrt  £iught  at  land,  Vvt  fiiiight  at  tea ; 

At  bame  I  faught  my  auntie,  O ; 
But  I  met  the  deevd  and  Dundee, 

On  the  braes  o*  Killiecrankie,  O  ! 
An  jff  had  been,  ^ 

The  bauld  Piteur  fell  in  a  for, 
And  Claverse  gat  a  cUnkie,  O ; 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Athole  gled, 
On  the  braea  o*  Killiecrankie,  O. 
An  jft  had  betn,  fft. 


DONALD  COUPEIt 
'  Donald  Goa|Mr  and  hit 


Bbt  Donald,  bowe  DonaM, 

HflyDuoaU  Cmiprr ! 
iit'i  fane  awa  to  aeek  a  wife, 

And  h«*i  ooait  hame  vithofit  her. 


O  Donald  Covpcr  Md  hk  1 
Hdd  to  a  HigUaad  feir. 

And  a*  to  seek  a  bouna 
But  fient  a  ane 


At  length  he  got  a  earline  gray. 

And  Bhe*a  eoma  htrplin  haaaa. 
And  abe*s  fewn  owre  tha  boiet  atool. 

And  brak  her  rumple  bane,  man. 


UTTLE  WAT  TB  WHA*8  COlONa 
Uitlawilye< 


LiTTLi  wat  ye  wha'a  eoming^ 
Little  wat  ye  wha*a  oomiag, 
LittI  •  wat  ye  wha*a  eomiag ; 
Jock  and  Tam  and  a*  *a  eomiag  f 

Diiii«'ii  **  coming,  DonaU*a  comings 
Gilt  I.'*  coming,  Ronald's  eoming, 
Duu^;ai'4  coming,  LancUan'a  ***^'"g^ 
Alist«r  and  a*  'a  comii^ ! 

Little  wat  ye  wha*a  eoaiag» 
Little  wat  ye  wha*s  eoming, 
Littia  wat  ye  wha*s  coming ; 
Jock  and  Tam  and  a*  'a  coming ! 

Borland  and  hn  mcn*a  eomii^ 
The  Camerons  aad  Bladean'a  eoming. 
The  Gordona  and  Macgregor's  f^^'^g, 
A*  the  DunJewaatlea  eomii^ ! 

Little  wat  ye  wha*s  coming. 
Little  wat  ye  wha*s  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming ; 
BlacGilvray  o*  Dromglam  in  coming  I 

Anton's  coming,  Mthidale'a  coming, 
Camwath's  coming,  Kenmure's  comings 
Derwrntwater  and  Foster's  coming, 
Withrington  and  Naim*s  coming ! 

Little  wat  ye  wha*a  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha*s  comii^ 
Little  wat  ye  wha*s  comii^ ; 
Blytbe  CowhiU  and  a* '-  ~^* 

The  Laird  o'  Macintoah  ia  eomiifb 
Macrabie  and  Macdonald's  coming 
The  Mackenaies  and  Blaephanona 
A*  the  wild  MacCrawa  coming ! 

Little  wat  ye  wha'a  comings 
Little  wat  ye  wha's  comity. 
Little  wat  )-e  wha'a  eoming  ; 
Donald  Gun  aad  a*  'a  oomiag ' 

They  g'oom,  they  glowr,  they  look  ma  b^ 
At  ilka  stroke  they'll  frO  a  Whig; 
They'll  fright  the  Ms  of  the  Pbckpvdis 
For  nony  t  bnttoek  barc'a 


Ml 


f9  wlUliS  MOnQgy 

ft  wlut'fl  eominf ; 
iltock  bin'k  eomiBg! 


HBT,  JOHNNIE  LAD. 

TAVKAJULL. 

hamtUdf 

mt  kind*!  ye  toa'd  hat  been ; 

fcmiif  lady 

betp  votir  trytt  yettreen. 

I  bcnde  the  wood, 

ad  w««i7  a'  my  Uae : 

banieUd, 

rmSu*  nldit  yeetreen ! 

be  whinny  knowe, 
|r  tiie  fin  see  green ; 
r  the  spunkie  howe, 
[  thocht  ye  wad  hae  been, 
tapper  cronM  my  cralg, 
a  ^eep  has  closed  my  een  : 
baaie  lad, 
■e  kind's  ye  soa*d  hae  been 

waitin*  by  the  wood, 
t  vaitin*  fay  the  thorn  ; 
W9M  the  pkce  we  set, 
id  maist  till  dawnin*  mom. 
ileal,  my  bonnie  lam, 
rnitin*  stand  for  thine ; 
»  Oraigton  shaw, 
die  joys  we  tint  yestreen. 


fEMAN  CABf  HAME  AT  E'EN. 

lademin  cam  hame  at  e*en, 

1  kame  cam  he ; 

leia  he  saw  a  saddle-horse, 

sa  nae  horse  should  be. 

m  cam  this  horse  here  ? 

r  ean  this  be? 

mm  this  horse  here  ? 

btat  the  leare  o*  aie? 

.  hone !  quo*  she  ; 

na  horse,  quo'  he. 
lind  dotard  carle^ 
i  kBnder  mat  ye  be ! 
I  a  boniue  mUk-eow, 
■ilher  sent  to  me. 
.  ailk^eow !  quo'  he ; 
je^  a  milk-cow,  quo'  she. 
•  Iridden» 
lorackle  hae  I  seen; 
■Idk  00  a  milk-oov 


Oar  gudeman  cam  hame  at  e*«^ 

And  hame  eam  he ; 
He  spied  a  pair  o'  jack-boola, 

Where  nae  boots  shonld  ht. 
What's  this  now,  gndewife  ? 

What's  this  I  see  ? 
How  cam  thae  boots  here^ 

Without  the  hsave  o'  me  ? 
Boots !  quo*  she ; 
Aye,  boots,  quo'  he. 
Ye  aukl  blind  dotard  carle, 

And  blinder  mat  ye  be ! 
It's  but  a  pair  o*  water-stoups. 

The  cottper  sent  to  me. 
Wstcr-stoupn  !  quo'  he ; 
Aye,  wateT'Stonpe,  quo*  sh& 
Far  hae  I  ridden, 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen ; 
But  siller-spurs  on  water-etoDpe 

Saw  I  never  oane. 


Our  gudeman  cam  hanus  at  eV 

And  hame  cam  he ; 
And  there  he  saw  a  siller  sword, 

Where  nae  sword  should  be. 
Whit's  this  now,  gudewile  ? 

What's  this  I  see  ? 
O  how  cam  this  sword  here, 

Without  the  leave  o'  me  ? 
A  sword  !  quo'  ahe ; 
Aye,  a  swonl,  quo'  he. 
Ye  auld  blind  dotard  carle. 

Ami  bliuder  mat  ye  be ! 
It's  but  a  parridge-spnrtle^ 

My  minnie  sent  to  me. 

A  parridge-spurtle !  quo'  he ; 
Aye,  a  parridge-spurtle,  quo*  iIa 
Weel,  far  hae  I  ridden, 

And  rouckle  hae  I  seen ; 
But  siller-handed  parridge-spurtlei 

Saw  I  never  nane. 

Onr  gudeman  cam  hame  at  e'en, 

And  hame  cam  he ; 
And  there  he  spied  a  powder  d  wig« 

Where  nae  wig  should  be. 
What's  this  now,  gudewifis  ? 

What's  this  I  see  ? 
How  cam  this  wig  here. 

Without  the  leave  o*  me  ? 
A  wig !  quo'  she  ; 
Aye,  a  wig,  quo'  he. 
Ye  auld  blind  dotard  carle. 

And  blinder  mat  ye  be  ! 
*Tis  naetbing  but  a  clocken-hea 

My  minnie  sent  to  me. 
A  clocken-hen  !  quo'  he ; 
Aye,  a  docken-hni,  quo'  she. 
Far  hae  I  ridden. 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen. 
But  pouther  on  a  clocken-hea 

Saw  1  never  nane. 

Our  gudeman  cam  hame  at  e*«^ 
Aad  hame  earn  he; 
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And  Uiere  1m  ww  a  nieUa  cott^ 

Where  DM  eoat  ihoiiM  btb 
How  can  thh  eoaft  here? 

How  can  this  be  ? 
How  cam  this  coat  heiVy 
Without  the  leave  o*  me  ? 
A  coat !  quo'  ibe ; 
A]re»  a  eoat,  qoo'  he. 
Te  aald  blind  dotard  carle^ 
And  blinder  mat  ye  be ! 
It's  but  a  pair  o*  blankets 
My  minnic  sent  to  meii 
Blankets !  quo*  he ; 
Aye.  blanketSi  quo*  she. 
Far  hae  I  ridden, 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen ; 
But  buttons  upon  blankets 
Saw  1  never  nana  1 


Ben  gaed  our  gudeman« 

And  ben  gaed  he ; 
And  there  he  spied  a  sturdy 

Where  nae  man  should  be. 
How  cam  this  roan  here? 

How  can  this  be  ? 
How  cam  this  man  heray 

Without  the  leave  o*  me? 
A  man  1  quo*  she ; 
Aye^  a  man,  quo*  he. 
Puir  blind  body. 

And  blinder  mat  yon  be ! 
It's  but  a  new  milkin*  maid. 

My  mither  sent  to  me. 
A  maid  !  quo*  he ; 
Aye.  a  maid,  quo*  she. 
Far  hae  I  ridden. 

And  muckle  hae  I  ssen, 
But  lang-bearded  maidens 

Saw  I  never  nane. 


OO  TO  BERWICK,  JOHNIE. 
Go  to  Berwick  JohalSL* 


00  to  Berwick,  Jnhnie ; 
Bring  her  frse  the  Border  ; 

Yon  swert  bonnic  lassie, 

Let  her  gse  nae  farther. 
English  loons  will  twine  ye 

O*  the  lovely  treasure ; 
But  we*Il  let  them  ken, 

A  swurd  wi*  them  we*D  mctsorc 

Qo  to  Berwick,  Johnie^ 

And  regain  your  honour ; 
Drive  them  ower  the  Tweed, 

And  show  our  Scottish  banner. 

1  am  Rob  the  kins. 

And  ye  are  Jock,  my  brither ; 
But,  before  we  kise  her, 
We'U  a'  there  thcgither.* 

•  This  pefulsr  rant  Is  ftomJohosoafli  MutlealMu- 
mssi  VOL  VI.,  llOfti    RMsev,  taihlsteottUiSoBg^ 


IF  TE'LL  BE  HT  DAWTI^  AHD  SIT 
IN  MY  PLADX 


Hie, 


Hu,  bminie  lassie,  blink  over  the  bam. 
And  if  your  sheep  wander  I'll  gie  them  a  tan ; 
Sae  happy  as  well  be  oo  yonder  green  shsdi^ 
If  ye'n  be  my  dawtie,  and  sit  in  my  plaid. 

A  yowe  and  twa  lammies  are  a*  my  haill  Meek, 
But  ril  sell  a  bmmie  out  o*  my  wee  flock. 
To  buy  thee  a  head-pieee,  sae  bonnie  and  bnii 
If  ye'll  be  my  dawtie,  and  sit  in  my  plakL 

I  hae  little  siller,  but  ae  hanf-ycar's  fcc, 
But  if  ye  will  tak'  it,  FU  gie*t  a'  to  that; 
And  then  we'll  be  manried,  and  lit  in  ae  bs4 
If  yell  be  my  dawtie,  and  ait  in  my  phid. 


FLL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEB 

BAliaAT. 

JOHvirr. 

Thouoh,  for  seven  yean  and  mair, 

should  reave  me 
To  6elds  where  canaona  rair,   tho« 

grieve  thee; 
For  deep  in  my  npirit  thy  sweets  are  indented; 
And  love  shall  preserve  ay  what  love  hia  is* 

printed. 
Leave  thee»  leave  thee,  1*11  never  leave  thee, 
Gang  the  warld  as  it  will,  dearaet,  believt  as' 

VIU.T. 

Oh,  Johnny,  I'm  jealous,  whene'er  ye  diseew 
My  sentiments  yM^ding,  ye*ll  turn  a  kMac  row| 
And  nought  in  the  world  would  vex  my  hflrt 

sairer. 
If  you  prove  inconstant,  and  fiiocy  aae  iunr. 
Grieve  me^  grieve  me,  oh,  it  wad  grieve  ■% 
A*  the  kng  night  and  day,  if  you  dstsiii  «! 


oppremya; 

ni 


JOHWirT. 

My  Nelly,  let  never  sie 
For,  wkils  my  blood's 

ye: 
Your  salt  blooming 

ftre, 

Your  virtue  and  wit  mak  it  ay  flame  the  Ufkff 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  111  never  leave  tbub 
Gang  the  world  as  it  will,  dearest,  believe  ml 


ftret  kiadkdlsit'^ 


1795.  mentions,  that  he  had  heaid  it  |ia« 
at  Edinbuigh.  that  •«  a  ftioUsh  som,  bSgm 


Ho,  go,  fa,  go  to  Benriclt.  Jnlwlel 
TIUNi  ihalt  hiive  the  hone,  «hI  I  Midi 


was  made  upon  one  of  Wailaee^  marawdiai 
tlons,  sari  iiiat  chc  penoo  ihiH  silitiswsil  wui 
thaaUs  JMbs  iletalcs.  Sk  Mm  OstfiM." 


SONO& 


m 


bny !  I  frnUy  ihit  rninate  alloir  y 
at  jOBT  miitriWi  lar  lore  gm  mt 

Wfiwe  £Um^  to  youneD  bt  it  nid, 

Mma*  hoooor  to  wrang  a  pair  maSden. 
1^  iHEfo  me^  ok,  it  would  rmrt  mt 
■1^  wght  and  day,  if  joa  deen?«  me ! 

JORXirr. 

hafiet  hammer  red  gauda  on  the  etnddy, 
r  ouuner  mominga  nae  mair  appear 

mm  think  ae  gate,  and  when  they  obey 

w  tiU  that  time,  beiiere  FO  betraT  thee. 
Mb  leave  thee!  Ill  never  leare  thee ! 
w  ahall  gae  withenhina  ere  I  deoeire 


KATHERnVE  OGIE. 

ing  ferih  to  view  the  plain, 

n  morning  early, 

hy'a  tweet  loent  did  eheer  my  brain, 

wwcn  which  grow  to  rarely, 

1  to  meet  a  pretty  maid; 

klMd,  thoogh  it  waa  fiiggy ; 

Mr  name :  aweet  Sir,  the  aaidy 

■Hie  Katherine  Ogie. 

i  while,  and  did  admire^ 
» 0  nymph  ao  itatdy ; 
■a  air  there  did  appear, 
■BBtry  maid  ao  neatly : 
Isnl  iweetneee  she  di8play*d, 
I  Iffie  in  a  bogie ; 
mV  waa  ne*er  array'd 
Ui  tame  Kadierine  Ogie. 


of  lemalei,  beanty*s  qneen, 
ma  diee,  rare  matt  priie  thee ; 
tfum  art  dreat  in  robet  bat  mean, 
bcM  eannot  ditgaite  thee : 
riaone  air,  and  graceful  look, 
neb  any  clownith  rogie ; 
1 0  match  for  lord  or  duke, 
nog  Katherine  Ogie. 


I  bat  tome  thepherd  twain ! 
id  my  flock  betide  thee, 
hiing-time  to  leave  the  plain, 
king  to  abide  thee ; 
It  nyMlf  a  happier  man, 
Kate,  my  dub,  and  dogie^ 
I  dart  haga  hia  thoneamh  teOt 
I  bat  Katherine  Ogie^ 


OWBR  BOGSK, 


I  WILL  awa*  wi'  my  love^ 

I  will  awa*  wi*  her, 
Thoogh  a'  my  kin  had  aarom  and  ^tii» 

ni  ower  Bogie  wi*  her. 
If  I  can  get  hot  her  conaen^ 

I  dinna  care  a  aCna  | 
Thoogh  ilka  ane  be  diecontent» 

Awa*  wi  her  ni  gacw 

For  now  riie*t  miatrete  o*  my  haar^ 

And  wordy  o*  my  hand ; 
And  weel,  I  wat,  wo  ahaana  part 

For  tiller  or  for  land. 
Let  rakea  delight  to  awear  and  drinh^ 

And  beaux  admire  fine  laee ; 
But  my  chief  pleaanrc  ia  to  h&ak 

On  Betty*!  bonnia  free. 


I  will  awa*  wi*  my  love, 
I  will  awa*  wi*  her, 

Though  a*  my  kio  had  aworn 
rU  o*er  Bogie  wi*  her. 


andHddl 


LA88»  QIN  TE  LO'E 


JAMSa  TTTLXK. 


>*«Laii^ginyala^aMhf 


I  BAX  laid  a  herring  in 

Lata,  gin  ye  lo*e  me,  teU  me  now  | 
I  hae  brew*d  a  forpit  o*  mant. 

An*  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woot 
I  hae  a  calf  that  will  aoon  be  a  cow.* 

Lata,  gin  ye  lo*e  mc^  tcU  me  now  ; 
I  hat  a  atook,  and  1*11  aoon  hae  a  mowf^ 

Aai  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 


I  hae  a  hooae  upon  yon 

Laat,  gin  ye  lo*e  me,  tell  me  now ; 
Three  tparrowt  may  dance  upon  the  floors 

And  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 
I  hae  a  but,  an*  I  hae  a  ben— 

Latt,  gin  ye  lo*e  me,  tell  me  now ; 
A  penny  to  keep,  and  a  penny  to  tpen'« 

An*  1  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo  i 

I  hae  a  hen  wi*  a  happitie-lcg— 

I-att,  gin  ye  lo*e  me,  tell  me  now  ; 
That  ilka  day  layt  me  an  egg. 

An'  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo  t 
I  hae  a  cheete  upon  my  tkelf— 

Laat,  gin  }'e  Io*e  me,  tdl  roe  now ; 
And  aoon  wi*  mitet  *twill  rin  itaelf. 

And  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  oroo. 


164 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


LASSIE,  LIE  NEAR  ME. 

na.  BLACKLOCK. 
'•L«ikli«,liei 


Lavo  lute  we  parted  been, 

Lawe,  my  deerie ; 
Vow  we  are  met  again, 

Laeaie,  lie  near  me. 

Near  me.  near  me, 

Lasiie,  lie  near  me. 
Lang  hast  thou  lain  thy  Use ; 
'  s.  lie  near  me. 


A'  that  I  hae  endured, 
LaMi^  my  dearie, 

Here  in  thy  arms  is  cured ; 
LaMie,  lie  near  me. 


LOW  DOUN  I*  THE  BRUME.  • 
2%«*— "  Low  douB  r  the  Broom." 

Mt  daddie  is  a  eankert  carle, 

He*ll  no  twine  wi*  his  gear ; 
My  minnie  she's  a  scauldin'  wife, 
Handa  a*  the  house  anteer. 
But  let  them  Bay,  or  let  them  do, 

HCa  a*  one  to  me, 
For  Ae'f  low  doun^  he*»  in  the  brume, 

Thttt*§  UHntin*  on  me : 
Waiting  on  me,  my  love, 

JSe*»  waiting  on  me  : 
For  he*e  low  doun,  he*e  in  the  brume, 
That*8  waitin*  on  me. 

My  auntie  Kate  sits  at  her  wheel, 

And  aair  she  lightlies  me ; 
But  weel  I  ken  it's  a'  envy, 

For  ne'er  a  joe  has  she. 
And  Ut  them  eay,  fft. 

My  cooatn  Kate  was  sair  beguiled 

Wi'  Johnnie  o'  the  Glen ; 
And  aye  nnsynt  she  cries,  Bewart 

O*  fitoae  deluding  men. 
And  let  thmn  eay,  ^. 

Oleed  Sandy  he  cam  wast  yestreen, 
And  speir'd  when  I  saw  Pate ; 

And  ayt  ainsyne  the  neebors  round 
They  jeer  me  air  and  late. 
And  let  them  say,  jfc. 


•The  ohofus  of  this  song  b  Tery  old :  tradition 
asorilMB  the  teisai  to  a  Laird  of  Balnarooon  in  Forfar, 
shirst  but  upon  that  point  the  leainad  dUhr.  It  is 
OM  of  the  most  popular  ditties  in  ScoUaDd. 


THE  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COBOKa 
'AV»«>-*'  The  CampbeUs  an  eomlag.* 

The  CampheUt  are  coming,   O-ho,  0-kol 
The  Campbelle  are  coming,  O-ho  ! 

The  Campbdh  are  coming  to  bomnie  LoA^ 
leven  ! 
The  CampbelU  are  coming,  O-ho,  OJmt 

UroN  the  Lorooods  I  lay,  I  lay  ; 

Upon  the  Lomonda  I  lay  ; 
I  looicit  doun  to  bonnie  Lochleven, 

And  saw  three  perches  play. 

The  Camphelle  are  coming,  §t. 

Great  Arg)'le  be  goes  before  ; 

He  makes  the  cannons  and  guns  to  roar ; 
With  sound  o*  trumpet,  pipe,  and  drum ; 

The  Campbells  are  coming,  O-ho,  0-bo ! 
The  CampbeUs  are  coming,  f%. 

The  Campbells  they  are  a*  in  arms, 
Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  to  show. 

With  banners  rattling  in  the  wind ; 

The  Campbells  are  coming,  O-ho,  0-he !  * 
The  Campbdle  are  coming,  ^. 


MERRY  HAE  I  BEEN  TEETHING  A 
HECKLE. 

Tune—**  Lord  BrndalbaMTk  Match.* 

O  MKaET  hae  I  been  teething  a  heckle^ 

And  merry  hae  I  been  shapin  a  spune ; 
O  merry  hoe  I  been  doutin  a  kettle. 

And  kissin  my  Katie  when  a*  was  done. 
O  a*  the  lang  day  I  ca*  at  my  hammer, 

And  a*  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  stag ; 
A*  the  lang  nicht  I  cuddle  my  kimmer. 

And  a*  the  lang  nicht  as  happy*a  a  kinf* 

Bitter  in  dule  I  lickit  my  winnina, 

O'  marrying  Besa,  to  gie  her  a  alave : 
Bleat  be  the  hour  she  cooled  in  her  Uocm, 

And  blythe  be  the  bird  that  aings  over  ktf 
grave ! 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie^  my  Katie, 

And  come  to  my  anna,  my  Katie  ^^aia ! 
Drucken  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie! 

And  bleat  be  the  day  I  did  it  again ! 


9m  Johnson's  Musieal  Museum,  Part  IIL.  \T^ 

it  is  insinuated,  as  an  ••  rflT.  that  M  vai  «af* 

Ml  the  imprisamneBt  of  Qaian  M«y  la  U** 

The  Lomo 


•  From 
where „ 

. •*•  *•• 

hills,  overhanging  Lochleven  to  tlM  esst 
Arom  Edinbuiih.  The  air  Is  tlM  willki 
tune  or  match  of  the  Clan  ^ "  ' 


SONGS. 


MS 


MT  AULD  MAN. 
"  Sftw  ye  my  Father  r 

d  of  Fife  there  IWed  a  wicked  wiiiBy 
Am  town  of  Capar  then,  * 
J  did  lament,  and  made  her  complaint, 
M  win  ye  die,  my  aold  man  ? 

r  ooosin  Kate,  when  it  waa  growing 

1,  What's  gode  for  an  aald  man  ? 
Md  and  wine,  and  a  kinnen  new 

fide  for  an  auld  man. 

I  to  jeer,  or  cam  ye  in  to  icorn, 

bai  for  cam  ye  in  ? 

bread  and  water,  Fm  sure,  is  much 


BT  gode  for  an  anid  man. 

wU  man's  deid,  and,  without  remeid, 

I  eanld  grave  he's  gane  : 

wi*  my  Messing !  of  thee  I  hae  nae 


rn  for  an  anld  man. 

ittlc  mair  than  three  quarters  of  a  year, 
•  married  to  a  young  man  then, 
ik  at  the  wine,  and  tippled  at  the  beer, 
wtX  more  gear  than  he  wan. 

fnm  her  brows,  and  howe  grew  her 

■t 

■Id  grew  her  pat  and  her  pan  : 
sIm  sighs,  and  aye  she  says, 
I  kad  my  silly  auld  man  !* 


THE  SAKE  OF  SOMEBODY 


OLD  TC&SKS. 


sr  A*  take  oftomebody, 
Hbt  the  aakt  ofiomebody^ 
wtmU  wake  a  winter  meht,' 
Hbt  tk*  Make  ofeomebodg, 

t  guui  to  seek  a  wife, 
in  gaun  to  buy  a  plaidy ; 
m  twee  stane  o*  woo* ; 

is  thy  d^nghter  ready  ? 
the  Make  ofMomAody,  ^. 


•«  Scottish  Songs,"  1793,  into 
mentioos  that  It  was  oopied  fh>m 
eoncctkm,  whoss  title  he  did  not  re. 
ias  often  been  the  task  of  the  Scottish 
oat  the  evtb  of  lll^Knorted  allisnoes; 
moely  ever  done  so  with  so  mudi  hu- 
dle  same  time,  so  mudi  force  of  moral 
ttte  prsssnt  esse.  No  tune  b  assigned 
RittofiTs  ColleetkNi;  but  the  present 
1  to  sujUfsst  the  fine  sir.  *'  Ssw  ye 
as  bemg  suitable  to  the  peculiar 
than  to  the  spirit  of  the  oompob 


Betty,  Ussy,  say*t  thysad, 

Thongh  thy  dame  be  ill  to  shoo : 
First  we*ll  buckle,  then  we*ll  tell ; 

Let  her  flyte,  and  syne  eoma  to. 
What  signifies  a  mother's  ghtom. 

When  love  and  kiaass  oome  ia  plij? 
Should  we  wither  in  our  bloom. 

And  in  simmer  mak  nae  hay  ? 
For  the  Make  o/Momelfody,  |re. 

Bonny  l«d,  T  carena  by, 

Though  I  try  my  luck  wi'  thoe^' 
Since  ye  are  content  to  tie 

The  half-mark  bridaUband  wi*  mo. 
rU  slip  hame  and  wash  my  feet. 

And  steal  on  linens  fair  and  dean ; 
Syne  at  the  trysting-plaoe  we'll  meo^ 
To  do  but  what  my  dame  has 
For  the  Make  o/Momdtoifyf 

For  tke  eake  ofwmebody, 

I  eokld  wake  a  winter  niekif 

For  tke  Make  ofMomAody, 


SANDY  O'ER  THJE  LEE. 

rwM— '*  Sandy  o^er  the  iee.* 

I  WINN  A  marrv  ooy  man  but  Sandy  ower  iLo 

lee. 
I  winnt  marry  ony  man  but  Sandy  ower  the  lee ; 
I  winna  hie  the  dominie,  fur  gude  he  canna  be; 
But  I  will  hae  my  Sandy  lad,  my  Sandy  ower 
the  lee: 
For  he*M  aye  a^iuingt  kiuinfff  aye  a-Mu 

ing  me  I 
He*M  aye  a-kieeing,  kiMMtny,  oyeMetlmg  me. 

I  winna  hae  the  minister,  for  all  his  godly  looks ; 
Nor  yet  will  I  the  Uwyer  hae^  for  a*  his  wily 

crooki; 
I  winn^  hae  the  ploughman  lad,  nor  yet  will  I 

Hw  miller. 
But  I  wM  hae  my  Sandy  hul,  without  a  pamf 

tiller. 

For  k^M  aye  a^kiMtingf  ^ 

I  winna  hae  the  aoldier  lad,  for  he  gaagt  to  iLo 

wars; 
I  winna  hae  the  sailor  lad,  because  he  smeDs  o* 

tar; 
I  winna  hae  the  ford,  or  laird,  for  a'  their  meiUo 

gear. 
But  I  will  hae  my  Sandy  Ud,  my  Saady  o'er 

the  muir. 

For  he*M  aye  a-kiMMiny,  (^ 


MY  LOVE,  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YBT 
T^iM— "  My  Love  is  but  a  lasris  yet* 


I 


My  love,  Mke*M  hut  a  Uutie  yotg 
My  iore,  tke^M  bmt  a  laeiU  ^ 
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rn  Id  her  stand  ^  ytar  or  twm ; 
8k€*li  no  be  kaifeae  eawty  yd. 
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TllE  BONNIE  LASS  O*  BRANKSOU 


I  KUK  tlie  dcy  I  sought  her,  O  ; 
I  rue  the  day  I  MMight  her,  O ; 
Wha  get!  her,  needna  My  he*t  woo'd, 
But  Im  may  My  he*t  bought  her,  O. 
My  hoe,  ihe*9,  ^ 

Come  draw  a  drap  o*  the  best  o*t  yet ; 
Come  draw  a  drap  o*  the  best  o*t  yet ; 
Gae  seek  fer  pleasure  where  ye  will — 
But  here  I  never  miss*d  it  yet. 
JIfy  Ufoe,  the**,  jrc. 

We're  a'  dry  wT  drinking  o't ; 
We're  a*  dry  wi*  drinking  o*t ; 
The  minister  kiM*d  the  fiddler's  wife, 
And  eouldna  preach  for  thinking  o*t. 
Mg  love,  tke*i,  ^. 


MY  WIFE  HAS  TA'EN  THE  GEE. 
Tnm   **  My  Wffc  bM  U'en  Uie  Oee." 

A  raiKNo  0*  mine  cam  here  yestreen, 

And  he  wad  hae  me  down 
To  drink  a  bottle  o'  ale  wi*  him 

In  the  neist  burrows  town  : 
But  oh,  indeed,  it  was.  Sir, 

Sae  far  the  waur  for  me ; 
For,  lang  or  e*er  that  I  cam  hame, 

My  wife  had  tane  the  gee. 

We  Mt  sae  late,  and  drank  sae  stoat. 

The  truth  I  tell  to  you, 
That,  laog  or  e'er  the  midoicht  cam, 

We  a'  were  roarin*  ibo. 
My  wife  aits  at  the  fireside. 

And  the  tear  blinds  aye  her  ee ; 
The  ne'er  a  bed  wad  she  gang  to, 

But  sit  and  tak'  the  gee. 

In  the  momin*  sune,  when  I  cam  doun. 

The  ne'er  a  word  she  spake ; 
But  mony  a  aad  and  sour  look, 

And  aye  her  head  she'd  shake. 
My  dear,  quoth  I,  what  aileth  thes^ 

To  look  sae  sour  on  me  ? 
1*11  never  do  the  like  again, 

If  yott'U  ne'er  tak' the  gee. 

Wkaa  that  she  heird,  she  ran,  she  flang 

Her  arms  about  my  neck ; 
And  twenty  kisses,  in  a  crack  < 

And,  poor  wee  thing,  she  grat 
If  you'll  ne'er  do  the  like  again, 

But  bide  at  hame  wi'  me, 
ril  by  my  Ufe,  ni  be  the  wife 

That  never  taks  the  gee.* 


2Vi 


-•* 


ALLAV  KAMSAT. 


The  Bonnie 


•  From  Herdli  collectfcw,  1776. 


As  I  came  in  by  Teviot  nde. 

And  by  the  braes  of  Branksone, 
There  first  I  mw  my  bonny  bride. 

Young,  smilini^,  sweet,  and 
Her  skin  was  ufter  than  the  down. 

And  white  as  alabaster ; 
Her  hair,  a  shining,  waving  brown ; 

In  straightness  nane  surpass'd  her. 

Life  glow'd  upon  her  lip  and  cheek. 

Her  clear  een  were  surprising. 
And  beautifully  tum'd  her  neck. 

Her  little  breasts  just  rising : 
Nse  ulken  hose  with  gushats  fine^ 

Or  i>hoon  with  glancing  loocs. 
On  her  hare  leg,  forbade  to  shine 

Weel-ahapen  native  graces. 

Ae  little  coat  and  bodice  white 

Was  sum  o'  a*  her  claithing ; 
E'en  these  o'er  muckk ; — mair  ddyte 

She'd  in^cn  clad  wi*  naething. 
We  lean'd  upon  a  flowery  brae. 

By  which  a  bumie  trotted ; 
On  her  I  glowr'd  my  soul  awav. 

While  on  her  sweets  I  doaled. 

A  thousand  beinties  of  deaert 

Before  had  scarce  alann'd  me, 
Till  this  dear  artleM  struck  my  heart, 

And,  hot  designing,  charm'd  mt. 
Hurried  by  k>ve,  close  to  my  bieaat 

I  cla^p'd  this  fund  €i  bli^ees, 
Wha  smiled,  and  said.  Without  a 

Sir,  hope  for  nocht  but  kisMS. 

I  had  nae  heart  to  do  her  harm. 

And  yet  I  eouldna  want  her ; 
What  she  demanded,  ilka  charm 

O*  hers  pled  I  should  grant  her. 
Since  heaven  had  dealt  tn  me  a  rou^ 

Straight  to  the  kirk  1  led  her ; 
There  plighted  her  my  feith  and  traadb, 

And  a  jroong  lady  made  her.* 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WANTON  WEE  THW6' 

niM>— *•  My  wtfii^a  wnton  wm 

BIr  wife's  a  wanton  wet  thing. 
My  wife's  a  wanton  wee  thing. 


s  This  soQff.  which  apfwanrf   tai  Ike  Tsa-I*? 

Minellany.  11  iS4).  srat  founded  U|ion  a  issi  itrfS 
The  bomnw  lau  was  daughirr  to  a  womsa  vhe  M* 
an  alehouse  at  the  hamlcC  n.  ar  Bianksome  CsA* 
TevkildalflL  A  TtHinc  ollkcr.  of  auow  ri«k,-^»i<*f 
we  believe  was  MaitUnd,~-ha|mmcd  to  be  bt  fstflj 
ed  somewhere  In  the  neighboHilinad,  saw,  ls«Mi*i 
married  her.  So  strange  was  such  an  alllsait  dii^ 
In  those  days,  that  the  old  moiksr,  imisr  wMi^ 


80NGS. 


1ST 


w»thfa«; 
•  htgokW  by  oie. 

ht  loon  ere  ibe  wm  murried, 
ht  loon  ere  ehe  was  married, 
hm  loon  trt  the  was  married  ; 
I  ■fain  ere  she  die ! 

ir  coat,  and  slie  drank  it, 
n  eeat,  and  she  drank  it, 
lenell  in  a  bLmket ; 
aht  guided  by  me. 

M  when  I  forbade  her, 
i«  whoi  I  forbade  her ; 
f  ami  icIawM  her, 
nr  fttde  bairn  was  she  !  * 


IFE*RE  A*  NODDIN. 
-••  Wd  noddin.' 


«*  moddifif  nidf  nidt  woddin^ 
tf  moddin,  mi  our  Aonje  of  Aame. 

vi*  ye^  kiouner?  and  how  do  ye 

KO? 

May  bairas  hie  ye  now  ? — Bairns  I 

f  A*  at  hame  wi*  )roa  ? — Na,  na,  na ; 
JMm*s  been  herdin*  sin*  Jamie  gaed 

•  «*  noddin,  nid,  mid,  noddin  / 
9  ^  noddin,  at  our  kouM  at  home, 

li  r  the  nevk,  and  fends  as  she  may, 
dttt  we*ll  ne'er  be  what  she's  been 
IT  day. 
Af  was  boonae ;  and  tow  !  bnt  she 


I  towth  o*  wooers  anoe,  I'se  warrant, 
t  aad  sma.' 

And  we*n  a*  noddin,  (v. 

tMn,  tiiat  she  winna  nod  too ; 

bt  eomer,  suppin*  a'  the  broo ; 

he  bit  bairniee  wad  e*en  hae  their 

m  the  ladle,  but  deil  a  drap's  there. 
And  w€*rt  a*  noddin,  fe. 


ri,  kiamer,  and  weel  may  ye  thrire ; 
•  French  is  rinoin*  for%  and  we'U 
Mee  belyve. 

I  tfn  bfcar,  and  the  hay's  i' the  staek, 
I  right  wi'  us,  gin  Jamie  were  come 

And  totWe  a  nodMn*,  jpe. 


Iii^l77& 


IfY  NATIVE  CALEDONIA. 

Saik,  sair  was  my  heart,  when  I  parted  frao  my 

Jean, 
And  sair,  sair  I  sigh*d,  while  the  tears  stood  in 

my  een; 
Fur  my  daddie  b  but  poor,  and  my  fortune  is 

but  sma* ; 
Which  gars  me  leare  my  native  CaWtdmiia. 

When  I  think  on  days  now  gane,  and  how  hip- 
py I  hae  been. 

While  wandering  wi'  my  dearie,  wkere  the  prim- 
rose bUws  unseen ; 

I'm  wae  to  leare  my  lassie^  and  my  daddie's  sim- 
ple ha*. 

Or  the  hilb  and  healthfu*  breeie  o'  Caledonia. 

But  whererer  I  wander,  still  happy  be  my  Jean ! 
Nae  care  dinturb  her  bonom,  where  peace  has 

erer  been ! 
Then,  though  ilb  on  ilb  befo'  me,  for  her  I'D 

bear  them  a*. 
Though  aft  I'll  ke4ve  a  sigh  for  Caledonia. 

But  should  riches  e'er  be  mine^  and  my  Jeanit 

still  be  true, 
Then  blaw,  ye  fiYourin'  breeies,  till  my  natire 

land  I  Tiew ; 
Then  I'll  kneel  on  ScotU's  shore,  while  tho 

he%rt.felt  tear  shall  &', 
And  ncrer  leave  my  Jean  and  Caledonia. 


O,  AN  YE  WERE  DEID,  GUIDMAN. 

Tunt~'**  O,  sa  ye  wsr  ddd.  Guldmin.* 

O,  AN  ye  were  deid,  guidmin. 
And  a  green  truff  on  your  heid,  guidmaB» 
That  I  might  ware  my  widowhad 
Upon  a  rautin  Uighlandman. 

There'a  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  guidmaa. 
There's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  guidman ; 
There's  ane  to  you,  and  twa  to  me. 
And  three  to  our  John  Highlandman. 

There's  beef  into  the  pot,  guidman. 
There's  beef  into  the  pot,  guidman ; 
The  banes  for  yoo,  and  the  broe  for  me^ 
And  the  beef  for  our  John  HigUandnun. 

There's  sax  horse  in  the  sta*,  guklmany 
There's  sax  horse  in  the  sto',  guidman; 
There's  ane  to  you,  and  twa  to  ma, 
And  three  to  our  John  Highlandman. 

There's  sax  kye  in  the  byre^  guidman. 
There's  sax  kye  in  the  l^re,  guidman  ; 
There's  nane  o*  them  yours,  but  there'a  tWA  • 
them  mine, 


Seois  Musicsl  Museum,  vol.  IIL  ,.„„,  .^.^ 

hoiraver,  appear  «»|^^  ^leUve  b  our  John  Highlindi 
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OH,  WHAT  A  PARISH ! 

ADAM  CKAWrOftO. 


O,  what  aparithf  what  a  terrible  parith, 
O,  what  a  parish  ie  thai  of  DunheU  f 
They  hae  hangU  the  minister,  drouned  the 
preeemtort 
Dmig  down  the  tie^e,  and  druchen  the 
beat 

TaouoH  the  steqyle  wu  doun,  the  kirk  \ras  still 
•tannin ; 
They  biggit  a  lum  where  the  bell  uwtl  to  hang ; 
A  atell-pat  they  gat,  and  they  brewed  Hieland 
whisky: 
On  Sunday*  they  drank  it,  and  rantit  and  nang! 
Of  what  a  pariehf  ^. 

Oh,  had  you  but  wen  how  gracefu*  it  luikit. 
To  see  the  crammed  pews  sae  socially  join  ! 

Maodonald,  the  piper,  stuck  up  i*  the  poupit. 
He  made  the  pi^ioi  skirl  sweet  music  divine  ! 
Of  what  a  parish,  ^. 

When  the  heart-chcerin  spirit  had  mountit  the 
garret. 
To  a  ball  on  the  green  they  a'  did  adjourn ; 
Iftidiv  wi*  their  ouats  kiltit,  they  skipiNt  and 
liltit  ; 
When  tired,  they  shook  han4s,  and  a  hame 
did  return. 

O,  what  a  parish,  ^c. 

Wad  the  kirks  in  our  Britain  baud  sic  social 
meetings, 
Nat  warning  they'd  need  frae  a  far-tinkling 
bell; 
Pbr  true  hnrt  and  friendship  wad  ca*  them  the- 
gither, 
Far  better  than  roaring  o'  horrors  o*  helL  * 
O,  what  parieh,  ^. 


OLD  KING  COUL. 

Old  Ring  Coul  was  a  jolly  okl  soul, 

And  a  jolly  oM  soul  was  he ; 
And  oU  King  Coul  he  had  a  brown  bowl, 

And  they  brought  him  in  fiddlers  three  ; 
And  ertry  fiddler  was  a  rery  good  fiddler, 

And  a  very  good  fiddler  was  he  i 
FUdb-diddle,  iddU-diddle,  went  the  fiddlera 
threti 
And  there's  do  a  last  in  a*  Seothmd, 

Comparwl  to  cor  sweet  Uarjorio. 

Okl  Kiog  Cool  was  a  jolly  oU  nol. 
And  a  jolly  oU  soul  was  he ; 


•  Ciawferty  thetodltsfofthto 


otbef  cood 


OU  Ring  Oool,  ha  bMl  D  bravD  bwrU 
And  &ef  bmght  him  in  pipcn  dm » 
Ha-diddle,  how^lkldle,  ha^iddle,  bow^-diddkb 

went  the  pipers  three ; 
Fiddle^iddle,  fiddle-dkldk»  went  tlit  iddkn 
tiiree: 
And  there's  no  a  lass  in  a*  the  land, 
Gimpared  to  our  sweet  Maijorie. 

Old  King  Coul  was  a  jolly  old  aooly 

And  a  jolly  old  soul  was  he ; 
Old  King  Oiul,  he  had  a  brown  bowl. 
And  thcry  bruught  him  in  harpers  three : 
Twingle-twaii^le,    cwingle-twangle,   went    the 

harpers ; 
Ha-diddle,  how^iddle,  ha-dkUle,  bow-dkkfleb 

went  the  pipers  ; 
Fidillc-diddle,  fiddle^liddle,  went  the  fiddkis 
throe  : 
And  tliere*s  no  a  Ian  in  a*  tha  land, 
ComiMred  to  our  sweet  Maijoria. 

Old  King  Coul  was  a  jolly  old  aovl, 
And  a  jolly  ohi  soul  was  he ; 
Old  King  (ioul,  he  had  a  brown  bowl» 

And  they  brought  him  in  trumpeten  three: 
Twarra-rang,  twarra-rang,  went  the  trumpet- 

en; 
Twiugle-twangle,   twingle-t wangle,  went  tht 

harpers  ; 
Ha-diddle,  how-diddle^  ha^iddk,  kow-dkUli^ 

went  the  pipers ; 
Fiddle-diddle,  fiddle-diddle,  went  the  fiddkn 
three: 
And  there's  no  a  laM  in  a*  Scotlandt 
Compared  to  Iwect  Blaijorie. 

Old  King  Coul  was  a  jolly  old  aooU 

And  a  jolly  okl  suul  was  he  ; 
Old  King  Coul,  he  had  a  brown  bowl. 
And  they  brought  him  in  itrummcra  time : 
Rub-a-4lub,  rub-a-dub,  went  the  drummers ; 
Twarra-rang,  twarra-  rang,  went  the  trampit- 

e«; 
Twingle*twangle,   twingle-twanglc^    west  tht 

harjiers; 
Ha-diddle.  how-diddW,  ha^iddle,  how-diddkb 

went  the  pipers ; 
Fiddle-diddlc,  fiddle-diddle,  west  the  AddiM 
thn«: 
And  there's  no  a  lass  in  a*  the  lan^ 
Compared  to  sweet  Maijoriib 


POVERTY  PARTS  GUDB  COMPAlflL* 


joamtA  DAitui. 


,•• 


ToiUDl 


Wdiw  whit*  was  oiy  a*«rlay  m 
And  siller  was  eli^ua*  my  — 
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Wham  wj  lunblciM  w«ra  bleatbg  on  meadow 

wad  brae; 
As  I  gaed  to  my  lore  in  new  deeding  lae  gay» 

Kind  was  lihe. 

And  my  friends  were  free ; 

Bat  poverty  psrts  gnde  companie. 

How  swift  psas*d  the  minutes  and  boors  of  de- 
light ! 
The  piper  played  cheeriy,   the  crosie  bum*d 

bright; 
And  link*d  in  my  hand  was  the  maiden  sae  dear> 
As  she  footed  the  floor  in  her  holiday  gear. 
Woe  iM  nu', 
And  can  it  then  be, 
That  poverty  parts  sic  companie ! 

We  met  at  the  fair,  we  met  at  the  kirk, 

We  met  in  the  suntihine,  and  met  in  the  mirk  ; 

And  the  sounds  of  her  voice,  and  the  blinks  of 

htr  een. 
The  cheering  and  life  of  my  bosom  have  been. 

Leaves  frae  the  tree 

At  Martinmas  flee ; 

And  poverty  parts  sweet  companie. 

At  bridal  and  infare  IVe  braced  me  wi*  pride  ; 
The  bnue  I  hae  won,  and  a  kiss  o*  the  bride ; 
And  kmd  was  the  laughter  gay  fellows  among, 
When  I  utter *d  my  banter  and  chorus'd  my  sung. 

Dowie  to  dree 

Are  jesting  and  glee. 

When  poverty  parts  gude  companie. 

Whcrerer  I  gaed  the  biythe  lasses  smiled  sweet, 

And  mithers  and  aonties  were  m&ir  than  dis- 
creet, 

Whik  kebbnck  and   bicker  were  set  on  the 
board; 

Bbt  BOW  they  pass  by  me,  and  never  a  word. 
So  let  it  be. 

For  the  worldly  and  slie 
Wi'  poverty  keep  nae  eompanie. 


WILUE  WAS  A  WANTON  WAG. 


wnxiAM  wAumasRAw  or  walkxvgsbaw. 


WilUe  WM  a  wanton  Wag.' 


Wnux  was  a  wanton  wag. 

The  Uythest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw : 
At  bridab  still  he  bore  the  brag. 

And  carried  aye  the  gree  awa. 
ma  doublet  was  of  Shetland  shag. 

And  wow  hot  Willie  he  was  braw ; 
at  hia  ihouthers  hung  a  tag 

That  pleaaed  iho  lasses  best  of  a'. 


Biwaaa 

Hii  heart 
Aadqrt 
llalin 


without  a  dag ; 
as  frank,  without  a  flaw  ; 

WiUie  said, 
hidden  aa  a  hnr. 


His  boots  they  were  made  of  the  jag. 
When  he  went  to  the  weapon-shaw  ; 

Upon  the  green  nane  durst  him  brag, 
The  fient  a  ane  amang  them  a*. 

And  was  not  Willie  weel  worth  gowd  ? 

He  wan  the  love  o'  grit  and  sma* ; 
For,  after  he  the  bride  bad  kiis'd. 

He  kiss'd  the  lasses  haill-sale  a*. 
Sae  merrily  round  the  ring  they  row*d, 

When  by  the  hand  he  led  them  a* ; 
And  smack  on  fimack  ou  them  bestow*d, 

By  virtue  of  a  standing  law. 

And  was  na  Willie  a  great  lonn. 

As  shyrc  a  lick  as  e'er  was  seen  ? 
When  he  danced  with  the  lasses  round, 

The  bridegroom  spier'd  where  he  had 
Quoth  Willie,  I've  been  at  the  ring ; 

Wi'  )x)hbin*,  faith,  my  shanks  are  sair  ; 
Gae  ca'  the  bride  and  maidens  in. 

For  Willie  he  dow  do  na  mair. 

Then  rest  ye,  Willie,  I'll  gae  out. 

And  for  a  wee  fill  up  the  ring ; 
But  shame  licht  on  his  souple  snout ' 

He  wanted  Willie's  wanton  fling. 
Then  straight  he  to  the  bride  did  iare^ 

Says,  Weel'a  me  on  your  bonny  hed  * 
With  bobbin*  Willie's  shanks  are  sair, 

And  1  am  come  to  fill  his  place. 

Bridegroom,  says  she,  you'll  spoil  the  daaoi^ 

And  at  the  ring  you'll  aye  be  lag, 
Unless  like  Willie  ye  advance  ; 

Oh,  Willie  has  a  wanton  leg  ! 
For  wi't  he  learns  us  a*  to  steer. 

And  foremost  aye  bears  up  the  ring  ; 
We  will  find  nae  sic  dancin*  here. 

If  we  want  Willie's  wanton  *»*■'-  • 


THE  AULD  MAN'S  MEAR'S.  DEAD. 

Tune^"  The  auM  man's  meai'l  dead.* 

The  auld  mau*»  mear'i  dead/ 
The  puir  bod]f*»  mear*»  deadi 
The  auld  num'M  meor'a  dtadp 
A  mile  aho<m  JDundee, 

Thxrk  was  hay  to  ca*,  and  lint  to  lead, 
A  bunder  hotts  o*  muck  to  spread. 
And  peata  and  truffs  and  a*  to  lead 
And  yet  the  jaud  to  dee  ! 

The  auid  man's,  ^ 

She  had  the  fierde  and  the  fleuk. 
The  wheexloch  and  the  wanton  yeuk ; 
On  ilka  knee  she  had  a  breuk— 
What  ail'd  the  beast  to  dee  ? 
The  auld  man*tt  ffc 

•  From  the  Tes-Table  Miscellany,  17*4.  As  It  la 
there  signed  by  the  initials  of  the  author,  thsrs  arises 
a  presumption  that  he  was  alivs.  and  a  ftiend  of  Rank- 
say,  at  the  period  of  the  publication  of  that  wofk. 
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Sh«  VM  Ung-tootb*d  and  blench-lippit^ 
Heam-bougL'd  and  haggit-fittit, 
Lang-neckit,  chaodler-chaftit, 
Aiid  yet  the  jaud  to  dee  !  * 
Tkt  avid  man  «,  ^e. 


ROVS  WIFE  OF  ALDIVALLOCH. 

MM.  oaAMT  or  caaaoN. 

Tumt-^*  The  Rulllan*k  Rant* 

Roy'*  wife  nf  Aldivalloch, 

Jiojf*»  wife  of  AldivaUtKhf 

Wat  ye  how  she  cheated  met 

A$  I  came  o*er  the  hrat»  of  Battoeh  f 

8hv  TOW*d,  vhe  iwore,  nhe  wad  be  mine ; 

Sbe  said  she  lo*ed  me  liMt  of  onie ; 
Bait  ah  !  the  Bckks  faitblem  quean, 

She's  ta*en  the  carle,  and  left  her  Jobnie. 
Rajfe  wifct  8fc 

Oh,  she  was  a  canty  quean, 

And  weel  could  dance  the  Ilielond  wallocb  ! 
How  bapi>y  L  bail  she  been  mine. 

Or  I  been  Roy  of  Aldivalloch  ! 
/2ojf*f  wi/«,  ^. 

Her  hair  sae  fiur,  her  cen  sae  clear, 

Her  wee  bit  mou*  sae  sweet  and  boonie ! 

To  me  she  ever  will  be  dear. 

Though  she's  for  ever  left  her  Johnie. 
JHojf'e  wife,  ^. 


But  gin  sbe  winoa  tak  a 

E*en  let  her  tak  her  will,  jo. 

Pray  thee,  lad,  leave  ailly  thuikiiif  ; 
Cast  thy  cares  df  lore  away  ; 

Let's  our  sorrows  drown  in  driokiaf ; 
'Tis  daffia  laoger  to  delay. 

See  that  shining  glaaa  of  claret, 

How  invitingly  it  looks  ! 
Take  it  e!S,  and  let's  have  inair  o*t ; 

Pox  on  fightings  trade,  and  books ! 
Let's  have  pleasure,  while  we're  able; 

Bring  us  in  the  meikle  bowl ; 
Place't  on  the  middle  of  the  ubie ; 

And  let  wind  and  weather  goiH. 

Call  the  drawer  ;  let  him  fill  it 

Fou  as  ever  it  can  hold  : 
Oh,  tak  tent  ye  dinna  ^ill  it ; 

'Tis  mair  precious  £u-  than  gold. 
By  youVe  drunk  a  doaen  bumpers, 

Bacchus  will  b^in  to  prove, 
Spite  of  Venus  and  her  mumpers^ 

Drinking  better  is  than  love. 


STEER  HER  UP  AND  HAUD  HER 
GAUN. 

yVm    '*  Steer  her  up  and  baud  her  (aun.* 

O  ITXXK  her  up  and  baud  her  gaun ; 
Her  mother's  at  the  mill,  jo : 

•  The  late  Rer.  Mr.  Clunle,  minltter  of  the  |«rish 
of  Borthwick,  near  BdinburRh.  (who  was  so  enthuniat. 
tieslly  AmxI  of  tingiiif  Soottith  konip,  (hut  he  uacd  to 
hang  his  wstch  rmind  the  candle  on  Sundny  evening*, 
and  wait  anxioiislv  till  the  eonjuneticm  (if  the  hand*  at 
If  o*dodi  nermittcd  him  to  brcali  ntit  in  one  of  liis 
fkvourita  oittlet).  was  noted  for  the  admirablr  m-inncr 
in  which  he  nine  *'  Boony  Dundcf,"  "  Walv.  walv, 
up  yon  bank.*  ''^The  Auld  Man's  Mear'«  deail.*'  with 
many  other  (^  Scottish  ditties.  One  day,  hapiirninft 
to  meet  with  some  friends  at  a  tavern  in  Dalkcth,  hv 
was  solicited  to  favour  the  company  with  the  latter 
humorous  ditty  t  which  he  was  acenrdinfily  Binding 
with  hli  usual  cAet  and  brilliancy,  when  the  woman 
«1m>  kept  the  house  thrust  her  head  in  at  the  d<xir,  and 
added,  at  the  eom-lutioo  of  one  of  the  choruses.  "  Od, 
the  auld  rnant  meat's  dead,  surecneui^.  Vour  hone, 
minlstsr,  has  hanged  Itsell  at  my  dour.'*  Such  was 
rsally  the  fkcL  The  minister,  on  going  into  the  house, 
had  tied  his  hone  by  a  rope  to  a  hiiok.  or  ring,  near 
the  door,  and  as  he  was  Induced  to  stay  much  longer 
than  he  Intended,  the  poor  aofanal,  either  through  ea- 
liaustlon,  or  a  sudden  lit  of  disease,  fell  down,  and  was 
itiaaglett.  He  was  so  mudi  moitiflcd  by  this  unhappy 
acMent,  the  eolncldence  of  whidi  with  the  Bubleet  of 
his  sosff  was  not  a  little  striking,  that,  all  his  life  after, 
be  persuaded  to  sing '« The  Anld  Manli 


SYMON  BRODia 

Tune—-  SymuD  Brodia.* 

Symon  BaoDiK  had  a  cow, 

The  cow  was  lost,  and  he  eoald  na  fiad  k«; 
When  he  had  dune  what  man  could  do. 
The  cow  cam  hame,  and  her  tail  bchiad  ka^ 
Htmest  auid  Symon  JBrodie^ 
Stupid  auld  doitit  bodie  f 

Til  awa  to  the  North  awalrtc, 
And  tee  my  atn  Jeor  Symon  Srodie. 


Symon  Brodie  had  a  wife. 

Ami,  wow  !  but  she  was  braw  and 
She  took  the  dikh-clout  aff  the  buik. 

And  preen'd  it  to  her  eockemoaie. 
Honeti  anld  Symon  Srodie,  ^ 


NEU.  COW'S  FAREWELL  TO 
WHISKY. 


•« 


>eM& 


Fsrwell  to  Whisky.* 

You've  surely  heard  o*  fiunona  NeiL 
The  man  that  played  the  fiddle  wecl ; 
I  wat  he  was  a  canty  chid, 

And  dearly  loe'd  the  whisky,  O. 
And,  aye  sin  he  wore  the  tartan 
He  dearly  lo'ed  the  Athole  broae  i 
And  wae  was  he,  jroo  may  sappoae, 

To  play  farewell  to  whidiy,  a 


Alake,  qooth  Neil,  Vm  ftifl  ud 
And  find  my  blvde  grow  aaM 
I  think  'twad  make  bm  hMht 
A  WW  drap  H%Uaiid  wk 
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m  ioelon  thef  ^  &*  igrai, 
rbnky't  do  the  driak  for  me. 
qnodi  Neil,  'twill  spoil  my  glee, 
niottld  they  part  me  and  whiaky,  0« 

;h  I  can  baith  get  vine  and  ale^ 
ad  my  head  and  fingera  hale, 
eootent,  though  legs  should  fiulf 
To  play  farewell  to  whtaky*  O 
aH  I  diink  oo  auld  lang  syne, 
Paradise  our  friends  did  tyne, 
sa  something  ran  in  their  mind, 
like  HighUnd  whiaky,  O. 


,  A  ye  powers  o  music,  eome ; 

By  h<»rt  grows  unco  glum ; 

Idle-etringt  will  no  play  bum, 

fo  aay,  Fareweel  to  whiaky,  O. 

II  take  my  fiddle  in  my  hand, 

crew  the  pegs  op  while  they'll  atandi 

ika  ■  lamentation  grand, 

>i  gnde  auld  Highland  whiaky,  O. 


THE  LAMMIE. 


HKCTOK  MACMIILL. 


,** 


Whar  has  ye  been  tt  day.* 

ft  hae  ye  been  a*  day, 

If y  boy  Tammy  ? 

MB  by  burn  and  flow'ry  brae, 

nr  green  and  mountain  grey, 

mg  o*  this  young  thing, 

mk  eome  frae  her  mammy. 

rbtr  gat  ye  that  young  thing, 
My  hof  Tammy  ? 
Mr  down  in  yonder  howe, 
■g  oo  a  bonnie  knowe, 
Dg  at  wee  lamb  and  ewe, 
For  her  poor  mammy. 

Mid  ye  to  tiie  bonnie  bairn. 
My  boy  Tammy  ? 
ina  bar  een,  aae  krrdy  blue, 
iBplad  cbedc  and  chmy  moa  ;•«• 
iTd  it  afk,  as  ye  may  trow  !— > 
Shi  aaid  she'd  tell  her  mammy. 


I  htr  to  my  beating  heart, 
My  young«  my  amiling  lammie ! 
ft  hmiae,  it  cost  me  dear, 
with  o'  pleaiihen  and  gear ; 
Ml  it  a*,  were't  ten  timea  mair* 
Bill  ye  iHll  leare  your  mammy. 


■ulagaed  affher  bonnie 
[  ■ftUDPa  leare  my  mammy. 
|iiB  me  meat,  ahe's  gien  me 
■MB  my  eomlbrt  a*  my  days 
Acr'a  death  brought  monie 
[  cnBft  laaft  my  mammy. 


Well  tak  her  hame  and  mak  her  ikiii. 
My  ain  kind-hearted  lammie. 

We'll  gie  her  meat,  we'll  gie  her  elaiae^ 

We'll  be  her  comfort  a'  hnr  daya. 

The  wee  thing  gies  her  hand,  and  aa[ 
There !  gang  and  ask  my  mammy. 

Has  she  been  to  the  kirk  wi*  thee. 

My  boy  Tammy  ? 
She  has  been  to  the  kirk  wi*  na^ 
And  the  tear  was  in  her  ee : 
For  O !  she's  but  a  young  thin^ 

Just  come  frae  her  mammy. 


THE  WEE  WIFIKIE. 

Dft.  A.  OKDDia. 

Tttm0^<  The  wse  bit  Wfflkia.* 

Thshx  was  a  wee  bit  wifikie  was  eomin*  fria 

the  fair. 
Had  got  a  wee  bit  drappikie,  that  bred  her 

muckle  eare ; 
It  gaed  about  the  wifie's  heart,  and  she  b^gaa 

to  spew . 
O  !  quo*  the  wifikie,  I  wish  I  binna  fou. 
I  wish  I  binna  fou,  I  wish  I  binna  fou, 
O !  quo*  the  wifikie.  I  wish  I  binna  fou. 

If  Johnnie  find  me  barley-sick,  I*m  sure  he*n 

claw  my  skin ; 
But  I'll  lie  doun  and  tak  a  nap  before  that  I 

gae  in. 
8ittin*  at  the  dyke<4iide,  and  takin*  o*  her  nap, 
By  cam  a  packman  Uuldie,  wi'  a  little  pack* 
Wi'  a  little  pack,  quo  she,  wi'  a  little  pack. 
By  cam  a  packman  laddie,  wi*  a  little  pack. 

He*a  dippit  a'  her  gowden  locks,  sae  bonnie  and 

aae  lang; 
He's  ta*en  her  purse  and  a*  her  placks,  and  foal 

awa  he  ran : 
And  when  the  wifie  wakened,  her  head 

like  a  bee, 
Oh  !  quo'  the  wifikie,  this  is  nae  me. 
This  is  nae  me,  quo*  she.  this  is  nae  me ; 
Somebody  haa  been  fiellin'  me,  and  thia  is 


I  met  wi*  kindly  company,  and  birl'd  my  baw- 
bee! 

And  still,  if  this  be  Besaikie,  three  pbcka  re- 
main wi'  me  t 

And  I  will  look  the  puraie  nenka,  aee  gia  the 
cunyie  be;— > 

There'a  neither  purse  nor  plaek  aboat  mt! 
This  is  nae  me. 
This  ia  nae  me,  Itc 


I  hare  a  little  honsikie,  but  and  a  kindly 
A  dog,  they  ca'  him  Douasikie ;  if  this  be  mt, 
hell  fown  * 
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And  Johnnie  ImTII  eooM  to  the  door,  and  kindlj 

weloomegie, 
And  a*  tlie  baima  on  tha  floor-liead  will  danoe^ 

if  Uui  be  me. 
Will  danee,  if  Uui  be  me^  ke» 

The  nicht  was  late*  and  dang  oat  weet,  ajd, 

oh,  but  it  waa  dark  ; 
The  doggie  heard  a  body's  fit,  and  he  began  to 

bark: 
O,  when  the  heard  the  d<^ie  bark,  and  ken- 

nin'  it  waa  he, 
O,  weel  ken  yc,  Dooasiekie,  quo  ahe,  thia  ii  nae 


BURNS'  WORSa 

FAREWELL  TO  ATR8HIRB 


Thia  ia  nae  me,  See. 

When  Johnnie  heard  hia  Bewe*a  word,  &at  to 

the  door  he  ran  : 
It  that  you,  Bewikie  ? — Wow,  na,  man  ! 
Be  kind  to  the  bairn*  a*,  and  weil  mat  yt  be ; 
And  £irrwecl,  Johnnie,  quo*  ahe,  thia  ii  nae  me. 
Thia  ia  nae  me,  &c 

John  ran  to  the  miniater ;  hw  hair  atood  a*  on 

end; 
I've  gotten  tic  a  fright,  Sir,  I  fear  IH  nerer 

mend ; 
My  wi&*t  come  hame  without  a  head,  crying 

out  most  piteouslie : 
Oh,  fareweel,  Johnnie,  quo*  ahe,  thia  it  nae  me  ! 
This  is  nae  me,  Ice 

The  tale  yon  tell,  the  pinon  aaid,  ia  wooderfnl 

to  me, 
How  that  a  wife  without  a  head  should  speak, 

or  hear,  or  see ! 
But  things  that  happen  hereabout  ao  strangely 

alter'd  be. 
That  I  could  maist  wi'  Bessie  say,  *Tis  neither 

you  nor  the  !  * 
Neither  you  nor  she,  quo*  he,  neither  you 

nor  she; 
Wow,  na,  Johnnie  man,  'tia  neither  yoa  nor 

ahe. 

Now  Johnnie  he  cam  hame  again,  and  wow, 

but  he  waa  fain. 
To  see  his  little  Beasikie  come  to  heraell  again. 
He  got  her  sittin*  on  a  atool,  wi*  Tibbock  on 

her  knee: 
O  eome  awa,  Johnnie,  quo'  she,  eome  awa  to 


GALL. 

ScKNca  of  woe  and  aeenes  of  plaainr^ 
Scenes  that  fiMrmcr  thonghta  renaw. 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  ptcaavc. 
Now  a  sad  and  laat  adien  ! 

Bonny  Doon,  aae  sweet  and  gloamiBa 
Fare  thee  wed  befwe  I  gang  ! 

Bonny  Doon,  whare,  early  roaming 
First  I  weaT*d  the  rustic  wamg  I 

Bowers,  adien,  whare  Love,  dceoyia|^ 
First  inthrall'd  thia  heart  o*  miaa^ 

There  the  aafkeat  sweets  enjoying,— > 
Sweets  that  Mem'ry  ne*er  ahall  tyae  I 

Friends,  ao  near  my  boaopi  erer, 
Ye  hjw  rendered  nioment*a  dear ; 

But,  alas !  when  forc*d  to  sever. 
Then  the  stroke,  O,  how  aertre ! 

Friends !  that  parting  tear  reicrrc  il^ 
Tho*  'tis  doubly  drar  to  me ! 

Could  I  think  I  did  deaerre  it, 
How  much  happier  would  I  be ! 

Scenea  of  woe  and  soenea  of  pletaora, 
Soenea  that  former  thonghta  renew, 

Scenes  of  woe  and  acenea  fk  pleaanrib 
Now  a  sad  and  last  adieu  ! 


For  I*Te  got  a  drap  wi'  Tibbikie,  and  thia  is 
now  me. 
Thb  is  now  me,  quo'  she,  this  is  now  me ; 
I've  got  a  drap  wi'  Tibbikie,  and  this  is  now 


TIBBIE  FOWLER.  • 
7%iM^«  Tibbie  FOwlv." 

Tibbie  Fowls  a  o'  the  Glen, 

There's  ower  mony  wooiiy  at  her  { 
Tibbie  Fowler  o*  the  Glen, 

There*8  ower  mony  wooing  at  bar. 
^yooifC  fd  her,  pm*im*  of  ker, 

Courtim*  her,  and  €ammm  pti  ktrt 
Filthy  tif,  its  far  Ur  pdf 

That  «*  tlu  lads  art  umimg  sd  W. 


Ten  cam  eant,  and  ten  cam  weal ; 
Ten  cam  rowin*  ower  the  water ; 


•  AJaaoMlaaIlask».probaMytothechangeoftiM 
— "  fbr  tha  Bniaswick  dynMty,  In  1714. 


•  Said  to  haro  bom  wriltsa  by  the  Rev.  XH, 
Scmchan.  late  minbtcr  of  C'arnwatli,  alllioiwh  cif> 
Uinly  froiimleri  upon  a  snnf  of  oMsr  standiMr.  the 
nam*  of  which  is  mcnifcinsd  hi  the  Tsn.TaMs  MiSNl* 
Uny.  The  two  flni  verses  of  Uie  soM  nmmmk  ta 
HeTd*t  Coilcctinn,  177«.  ^^  -rr— 

There  h  a  trsdition  at  Leith  that  Tibbie  fvmlm  waa 
a  ival  prr«m,  and  matricd.  vome  tiast  d«rt^  the  » 
vcnirenih  c«ihir>-,  Ui  the  repraaeofiaUTe  of  thsailsiiiu 
e«l  family  of  Lo^an  of  ReOalrtg,  whnsa  towa^iowe, 
dated  1C)6,  Is  ttilt  pnimed  inii  ai  Um  bead  i^  a  sMsC 
in  Leith.  calleil  the  SheniT-biae.  The  marYiMa^na* 
tract  bf twren  Lofsn  and  Isabella  Fowlrr  is  itUI  rataM* 
In  the  powmiinn  nf  a  gmtlemaa  laridant  at  Leilk— ' 
Sit  C^mfbilt$Uldsrj,^UIUk.wstt,  p.  11%, 


Iwra  the  lug  dflu-aide: 
tm-tDd-llurlr  WDola'  at  hii. 
MmV  at  htr,  it. 


padlB  ia  her  higi ; 
Adk  md  Kt  hn  bMttc ! 
dafaooo,  sidiilktMgi; 


tu  w  blirk, 

» aa  Tiniock  tip, 

at  will  bliw  k  mm  till  her. 


ANNIE  LAURIE.  • 

itTCiH  binln  *n  boauw, 
«  Mily  Ei'a  iIh  dew ; 
■t  ud  Annie  I.«uris 
I  «p  the  promiie  true ; 


Mfurfel 


■cUt  like  the  peimck ; 
I  hnatil  like  the  mut 
■paboot  the  middle; 


qr  Bw  iaua  u 


T^^i  ''p™*j™-„??L?'  iri" 


•  (■nnfleM,  upon  AnM. 

<»  Rsbm  Lurlc.  Bm  I 

Mi  n««d  <rift,  wba  ni  ■  drntfilai 
■Kla.    Aa  ffii  hsMrt  wa  cmA  •  h 

■fihintOmpdafi-..- 

f  a«  Jilila«illi  [■iliiii 


Until  hi*  w 


THE  BRJ3K  TOOHO  LAD. 

Thiki  cam  a  yoong  man  to  mj  daddia'a  doar, 
Hf  dadilie'*  door,  ■;  diddia'i  dm  i 
Than  cam  a  jwmc  nan  to  mf  daddia'a  daar, 
tJam  aeakiiiK  mc  to  woo. 

..Iwf  HH  /  M  *f  inu  a  tnw  »«af  laA 
..1  Irut  jfowv  lad,  ■«<  ■  tnna  iiHi^  Wj 

Cm  imKiv  aw  >■  •*«»■ 

1 1  iTBi  baking  when  Iw  e*mt, 

I  look  him  b  and  gied  him  a  aeaM, 

And  leom!  bath*  IM%  f- 

I  art  hia  in  aaide  the  bink  ; 

~  nad  and  alt  to  drink  t 
bijihe  itrm*  wad  lie  blink, 

KkeiMi,|« 

Oia,  get  ]nu  gone,  jaa  eanldrib  WOMT, 
Ya  Mwr-lookina ,  eauldrih  wooer ! 
I  nraightwaf  ■how'd  him  ts  the  door, 
Sajring,  Come  naa  mair  to  wob 

And  worn  I  but  ht  rai,  i* 

Then  li]r  a  deuk-dub  bebn  the  door, 
Bebn  the  dnnr.  hrlun  the  door ; 
Then  lay  a  ilnuk-ilub  hebn  Iha  door. 
And  thirr  frll  hr,  I  trov  ! 

AkiI  mw  /  but  At  mu,  )v. 

Out  earn  the  guidnun,  and  high  he  ■hooted ; 
Oat  cam  the  guidwifa,  and  Ivgb  aha  loBted  ; 
And  a'  the  touB-Habora  were  gathu'd  aboat  it  j 
And  thera  laf  he,  1  trow  ! 

AndtBom/  Milawu,  H- 

Tben  oat  earn  I,  and  aacaT'd  and  Bniledi 
Ye  cam  to  woo,  but  fa'ia  a'  bawled  ; 
Y<-n  b'en  i'  the  dirt,  and  fe'ra  a'  b^lrd ; 
Wall  baa  naa  mair  o'  ]mi  \ 

Aidmml  M  kt  Mi,  |«. 


KIND  ROBIN  LOIES  ME. 

Turn   "  BaMn  Warn** 

RouK  it  aj  onljr  jo, 
For  Robin  b*i  lb*  art  to  lo'e ; 
Sao  to  hiiioil  I  mean  to  bow, 
'     Btcanaa  t  ken  he  lo'ta  mih 
Happf,  happ)'  wi«  tha  ihoww. 
That  led  me  to  hia  birktn  bowv, 
Where  Srat  of  bre  I  bod  the  pa»t« 
And  kenn'd  that  RoUn  b'ad  m& 

Ttttf  apeak  of  napkin*,  qxak  of  rinf^ 
Speak  af  ^na  and  ku' rtri^  t 
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And  BMine  a  thowouid  bonnie  tningf^ 
And  ca'  them  Mgoa  he  lo'es  me. 

Bat  rd  prefer  a  «nack  o*  Rob, 

Seated  on  the  ^elTet  fog. 

To  gifts  as  lang*s  a  plaiden  wtb ; 
Because  I  ken  he  lo*et  me. 

He's  tan  and  sonsie,  frank  and  fntt 
Lo*ed  by  a\  and  dear  to  me ; 
Wi*  him  rd  live,  wi*  him  Vd  dee, 

Because  my  Robin  Io*es  me. 
My  tittie  Mary  said  to  roe, 
Our  courtship  but  a  joke  wad  be, 
And  I  or  laug  be  made  to  see 

That  Robin  didna  lo'e  me. 

But  little  kens  she  what  has  been, 
Bfe  and  my  honest  Rob  between ; 
And  in  his  wooing,  O  sae  keen 

Kind  Robin  is  that  lo*es  me. 
Then  fly,  ye  Uiy  hours,  away, 
And  hasten  on  the  happy  day. 
When,  Join  your  hands.  Men  John  will  say, 

And  mak  him  mine  that  Io*es  me. 

Tin  then,  let  every  chinoe  unite 
To  fix  our  lore  anid  give  delight, 
And  ri!  look  down  on  such  wi*  spite, 
Wha  doubt  that  Robin  b*es  roe. 
O  hey,  Robin !  quo*  she, 
O  h^,  Robin !  quo'  she, 
O  hey,  Robin  !  quo'  she  ; 
Kind  Roinn  lo'ct  me. 


THE  POETS,  WHAT  FOOLS  THEY'RE 
TO  DEAVE  US. 

KOBIKT  OILFILLAN. 

9Vfie-"  Fy,  1st  US  a'  to  thebridaL" 

Thi  poets,  what  foola  they're  to  dcave  ot, 

How  ilka  ane*s  lassie's  sae  fine ; 
The  tane  is  an  angel — and,  sare  as  ! 

The  n«st  ane  you  meet  wi's  divine! 
And  then  there's  a  lang-nebbit  sonnet, 

Be't  Katie,  or  Janet,  or  Jean ; 
And  the  moon,  or  some  fiu-awa  planet's 

Compared  to  the  bUak  o*  her  een. 


The  earth  an'  the  sea  they've 

For  sim'Uei  to  set  off  their  charms ; 
And  no  a  wee  flow'r  hut's  attackit 

By  poeta,  like  bnmbeea,  in  awarma. 
Now,  what  signifleB  a'  thb  elattar. 

By  chiels  that  the  truth  winna  teD  ? 
Wad  it  no  he  aittlin'  the  matter. 

To  lay.  Lass,  ye're  jost  like  yoor  mO  f 

An'  then  there's  nae  end  to  the  evil. 
For  they  are  no  deaf  to  the  dto— 

That  like  me  coy  pair  lodilen  deevfl 
Dav  aewee  iMk  die  gait  ^  an  ki  I 


But  e'en  let  them  be,  wV  iStmir  mmwm*  t 

There's  a  lassie  whaae  name  I  eeoU  ld| 
Her  smile  is  as  sweet  aa  the  memin'— 

But  whisht !  I  am  ravia*  myaell. 

But  he  that  o*  ravin's  eonvickit, 

When  a  bonnie  sweet  laas  be  thinks  tm, 
May  he  ne'er  get  anither  strait  jacket 

Than  that  buckled  to  by  Mess  John ! 
An'  he  wha — though  cautious  an*  caaay«« 

The  charms  o*  the  h\r  never 
Though  wise  aa  King  Solomoo^ 

I  swear  is  the  deftest  of  a'. 


'TWAS  WITHIN   A   MILE   OP  EDOI- 
BURGH  TOWN. 


Within  a  mils  of  EdkriMrgh.* 

'TwAS  within  a  niHe  of  Edinburgh  town. 

In  the  rosy  time  of  the  year ; 
Sweet  flowers  bluom'd,  and  the  grass  wu  devi^ 
And  each  shepherd  woo'd  his  dear. 

Bonny  Jockey,  blythe  and  gay, 

Kiss'd  swei^  Jenny,  makii^  hay. 
The  lassie  blush'd,  and  frowning,  cried,  *'  N% 

no^  it  will  not  do  ; 
I  cannot,  cannot,  wonnot,  wonnot,  mannot  bee 

kletoo." 

Jockey  was  a  wag  tlut  never  would  wed. 
Though  long  he  had  followed  the  lass ; 
Contented  she  esmed  and  eat  her  own  breed, 
And  merrily  tum'd  up  the  grase. 

Bonny  Jockey,  blythe  and  free. 

Won  her  heart  right  merrily : 
Yet  atill  she  blufh'd,  and  firowoing,  cried,  **  N% 

no,  it  will  not  do  ; 
I  cannot,  eannot,  wonnot,  wonnot,  mannot  bs^ 

kletoo." 

But  when  he  vow'd  he  woold  make  her  hii 

bride. 
Though  hie  flocka  and  herds  orcre  not  fev, 
She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  a  kiss  besids^ 
And  vow'd  she'd  for  ever  be  true. 

Bonny  Jockey,  blythe  and  Irtc, 

Won  her  heart  right  merrily  . 
At  church  she  no  more  frownii^,  cried,  **  N^ 

no,  it  win  not  do ; 
I  camiot,  cannot,  wonnot,  wonaot. 

kletoo." 


MY  LUVE'S  IN  GERMANS. 
l^M^-~  My  hmrs  hi 
Mt  hive'k  in 


Send  him  hane,  send  him  baatl 
My  love's  in  QennaiM; 
SaodhiB 


soNoa 
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Fighting  brave  fer  roytltj  ; 
He  majr  ae'cr  ha»  Icuie  nt ; 

Send  him  hane.  tend  him 
He  maj  ne*cr  Us  Jeanie  see ; 

'       hin 


He*s  a*  brave  aa  brave  can  be ; 

Send  him  hame,  send  him  hame ; 
Ov  6es  are  ten  to  three; 

Send  him  hame. 
Qnr  6ea  are  tsn  to  thrre ; 
He  maon  cither  fit'  or  ile^ 
In  the  eanse  of  lojralty ; 

Send  him  hame,  tend  him  hame ; 
In  the  eanse  of  feyalty  ; 

Send  him  hame* 

Yoor  luve  ne*cr  learnt  to  flee, 

Bonnie  damc^  wineorae  dame ; 
Tmir  Inve  ne'er  learnt  to  flee^ 


Yonr  hire  ne'er  learnt  to  fleo^ 
But  he  fen  in  Oerroanie, 
Fighting  brave  for  byaltj, 

Monrnfii*  dame*  moumfu*  dame ; 
Fighting  brave  for  loyalty, 

Moornfu'  dame. 

Hell  ne'er  come  ower  the  lea 

WUlie's  slain.  WiUie's  slain 
He*n  ne'er  come  ower  the  se 

Willie's  gene ! 
He  will  ne'er  come  ower  the  sea, 
To  his  Inve  and  ain  oountrie. 
Thb  warid's  nae  mair  for  me ; 

WUlie's  gane»  Willie's  gane ; 
Thb  warld*s  nie  mair  for  me  : 

WiUie's  gane ! 


TO  THE  KYE  WT  UB, 

0  WA8  na'  she  worthy  o'  kisse% 

Par  mse  than  twa  or  three, 
Asd  worthy  o'  bridal  blisses, 
Wba  gaed  to  the  kye  wi'  me. 
O  gang  to  the  kye  wi*  me,  my  love, 

Gang  to  the  kye  wi*  me, 
Ower  the  bom  and  throogh  the  broom. 
And  ru  be  merry  wi'  thee. 

I  has  a  hoose  a  biggin, 

Aoither  that'a  like  to  h\ 
And  I  knre  a  seomfu'  Ussie, 
Wha  grieves  roe  wars!  of  a'. 

O  gang  to  the  kye  wi'  me,  my  love, 

O  gaiig  to  the  k^  wP  me. 
Tell  thidc  nae  mair  o'  yonr  miUier 
Amang  the  broom  wi^  me. 

X  his  a  home  a  biggia, 

thufaSitofii', 


I  hae  BOO  the  lamie  wi'  baira, 
Which  vexes  me  warst  of  a*. 

0  gang  to  the  kye  wi'  me,  my  tof% 
Gang  to  the  kye  wi'  me^ 

1  hae  an  anld  mither  at  haiiie^ 

WiU  doodle  it  on  hei  knee. 


THE  MILLER  O'  DEE. 
3Sii»-^' The  Miller  of  Dee.* 

THsai  was  a  jolly  miller  once 

Lived  on  the  river  Dee ; 
He  wrought  and  sung  from  mom  till  nlgb^ 

No  lark  more  Uythe  than  he. 
And  this  the  burden  of  his  song 

For  ever  med  to  be ; 
I  care  tqf  nobody,  no,  not  I, 

If  nobody  cares  for  me. 
And  thU,  ^ 


When  spring  began  its  merry 

O)  then  hiM  heart  was  gay  ; 
He  fScared  not  summer's  sultry  hea^ 

Nor  winter's  cold  decay. 
No  foresight  marred  the  miller's  cheer. 

Who  oft  did  sing  and  say. 
Let  others  live  from  year  to  year, 

I'll  live  from  day  to  day. 
No  foretijfht,  ^. 

Then,  like  this  miller,  bold  and  free^ 

Let  us  be  glad  and  sing  ; 
The  days  of  youth  are  made  for  glee^ 

And  hfe  is  on  the  wing. 
The  song  shall  pass  from  me  to  yo«, 

Around  this  jovial  ring. 
Let  heart,  and  hand,  and  voice  agrtt  t 

And  so,  God  save  our  king.* 
7*Ae  »onp,  |re. 


SAW  YE  MY  FATHER? 
TWn*— "  Saw  ys  my  folhsrr 


« 


O  SAW  ye  my  father,  or  saw  ye  my  mother. 
Or  saw  ye  my  true  love  John  ?'* 
"  I  saw  not  your  fiither,  I  saw  not  your  mother, 
But  I  saw  yonr  true  knre  John." 

"  It's  now  ten  at  night,  and  tbe  stare  gie  aaa 

Hght, 
And  the  bella  they  ring  ding  doog ; 
He's  met  with  some  delay,  that  causeth  him  to 
stoy; 
But  he  will  be  here  ere  long." 


The  snrly  auld  carle  did  naethiag  b«t 
And  Jonnie'a  feoe  it  grew  red ; 


•  From  an  oM  MS.  eopv.    Tbe  soMsesaa 
besa  flnt  printed  in  HsiK  OoDestlo^lTTI. 


tohwp* 
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Yet,  thongh  Im  oAen  aghad,  Im  ne'er  a  word 
replied. 
Till  til  were  aeleep  in  bed. 

Up  Johnie  roee,  end  to  the  door  he  goes, 

And  geotljr  tirled  at  the  pin. 
The  bene,  taking  tent,  unto  the  door  ahe  went, 

And  the  opened  and  let  him  in. 

**  And  are  ye  come  at  last,  and  do  I  hold  je  fast  ? 

And  is  my  Johnie  true  ?" 
**  I  have  nae  time  to  tell,  bat  sae  lang*s  1  like 
mytelU 

Sae  lang  sail  I  love  you. 


tt 


**  Flee  up,  floe  up,  my  bonnie  grey  cock, 

And  craw  whan  it  is  day  : 
Your  neck  shall  be  like  the  bonnie  beaten  gowd. 

And  your  wings  of  the  silver  grey.** 

The  cock  proved  £iuse,  and  untrue  he  was  ; 

For  he  crew  an  hour  ower  sune. 
The  lassie  thought  it  day,  when  she  sent  her 
bve  away, 

^nd  it  was  but  a  Uink  o*  the  mune. 


TAM  O*  THE  BALLOCH. 


H.  AINSLir. 

Tune^"^*  The  CampbeUs  are  oomlng. 

Im  the  Nick  o*  the  Balloch  lived  Mnirland  Tarn, 
Wcel  stentit  wi*  brochan  and  braxie-ham ; 
A  breist  like  a  buird,  and  a  back  like  a  door. 
And  a  wapping  wame  that  hung  down  afore. 

But  what's  come  ower  ye,  Aluirland  Tam  ? 
For  your  ]eg*8  now  grown  like  a  wheeUbarrow 

tram; 
Your  ee  it*s  fimn  in — your  nose  it's  fiiun  out. 
And  the  skin  o*  your  cheek's  like  a  dirty  clout. 

0  anee,  like  a  yaud,  ye  spankit  the  bent, 
Wi'  a  frcket  sae  fou,  and  a  stocking  sae  stent, 
The  strength  o*  a  stot — the  wecht  o*  a  oow  ; 
Now,  Tammy,  my  man,  ye're  grown  like  a  grew. 

1  mind  sin*  the  blink  o'  a  canty  quean 

Could  watered  your  mou  and  licbtit  your  ten  ; 
Now  je  look  like  a  yowe,  when  ye  should  be  a 


O  what  can  be  wrang  wi*  ye^  Bfuirkml  Tam  ? 

'Has  some  dowg  o'  the  virth  set  your  gear  abreed  ? 
Hae  they  broken  yonr  heart  or  brtiken  your  head  ? 
Hae  they  raekit  wi'  mngs  or  kittled  wi'  %tetl  ? 
Or,  Tammy,  my  man,  hae  ye  seen  the  deil  ? 

Wha  inee  was  your  match  ata  stoup  and  a  tale  ? 
Vi'  aToicelika  a  laa,  and  adrooth  likaa  whale? 


Now  ye  peep  like  n  povt ;  yt 

gaunt; 
Oli,  Tammy,  my  man*  an  yt 


Mill 


Come,  lowse  yoor  heart,  ye  man  o*  tbe  mair; 
We  tell  our  distreis  ere  we  look  for  a  cue : 
There's  laws  for  a  wrang,  and  aa's  for  a  sair; 
Sae,  Tammy,  my  man,  what  wad  ye  has  miirF 

Oh !  neebour,  it  neither  was  thresher  nor  fUd, 
That  deepened  my  ee,  and  Uehtcncd  my  bsrf; 
But  the  word  that  msJues  me  aa 


Ift..Tam  0*  the  Balloch's  a  married  nan  ! 


HAUD  AWA  FRAE  BfE  DONAUX 

Haud  awa,  Inde  awa! 

Hand  awa  free  me,  Donald : 
Tve  seen  the  man  I  well  could  lore, 
But  that  was  never  thee,  Dooald. 
Wi*  plumed  bonnet  waiving  proud. 

And  claymore  by  thy  knee,  DonaM, 

And  Lord  o*  Aloray's  mountains  high, 

Thoa'rt  no  a  match  for  me,  DooaU. 


Hand  awa,  bide  awa, 

Haud  awa  free  me,  Donald, 
What  sairs  your  mountains  and  yonr 
I  canna  swim  nor  flee  DoofJd : 
But  if  ye'U  come  when  yon  fiur  sun 
Is  sunk  beneath  the  sea,  Donald, 
m  quit  my  kin,  and  kilt  my  eots, 
And  take  the  hills  wi*  thee^  Donald. 

One  of  the  old  verses  nms  thna  :— 


Haud  awa,  bide  awa, 
Haud  awa  frae  me^ 

Keep  awa  your  cauld  hand 
Frae  my  warm  knee  Dn 


ra,  iMwv  awa, 

awa  frae  me^  DooaU^ 
iv'a  your  cauld  hand 
my  warm  knee  Donnld. 


AULD  ROB  MORRI& 
Auld  Rob  Mania.* 


KOTHU. 

AuLD  Rob  Morris,  that  woos  in  yoo  gkn, 
He's  the  king  o*  guid  fidlowa,  and  wale  o'  tfM 

men; 
He  haa  fourscore  o'  black  sheep,  ud  foancM 

too; 
Auld  Rob  Morria  ia  tha  man  je  main  b*^ 

DAooHnn, 
Hand  yoor  tongue,  mothtr,  and  let  thil  sbie; 
For  his  eihl  and  my  cild  can  never  ^pne : 
They'll  never  agree,  and  that  will  be  se»i 
For  he  is  foanMi%  aad  Fki  b«t 
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>  doehter,  and  lajr  bjr  your  pride, 
hi  bridegroom,  and  yeV  be  the  bride  ; 
I  hf  yaar  eidei  and  ktM  you  too ; 
Mmrm  ii  the  man  ye  maun  lo'e. 

BAUOHTIIU 

llorria,  I  ken  him  fu*  wtel« 
twhi  ont  like  noy  peat-creel ; 
^aB*d,  in-kneed,  and  riogle-eyed  too ; 
ki  the  man  1*11  ne'er  lo'e. 


MOTHS  a. 
lid  Rob  Morris  be  an  elderly  man, 
U  bam  will  buy  you  a  new  pan  ; 
Iter*  ye  thoakl  na  be  ta  ill  to  shoe, 
tob  Blorris  is  the  man  ye  maun  Io*e. 

nAUCHTsa. 
tob  Morris  I  never  will  hae, 
I  io  stiff,  and  his  beard  is  grown  grey ; 
ar  die  than  live  wi*  him  a  year  ; 
'  Rob  Morris  I  never  will  hear. 


THE  MALT-MAN. 

man  comes  on  Munday, 
■  wonder  sair, 
w,  eome  gi'e  me  my  siUety 
ye  sail  ne'er  get  mair. 
into  the  pantry, 
r  him  some  good  cock-brooy 
bira  npon  a  gantree, 
er-wiTcs  should  do. 


come  for  siller, 
with  wands  o'er  soon, 
them  a*  down  to  the  cellar* 
J  them  as  1  have  done. 
Ii,  when  cuniie  is  scanty, 
p  them  frae  making  din ; 
I  learu'd  frae  an  auld  aunty, 
Just  of  a*  my  kin. 

nan  is  right  cunning, 
B  be  as  slee, 
y  erack  of  his  winning, 
t  dears  scares  with  me  : 
rhm  he  likes,  l*m  ready ; 
lahame  I  be^ 
lit  on  onr  kind  lady, 
a  bin  for  me. 


JO  WIFE  BEYONT  THE  HRE. 

t  a  wife  won'd  in  a  glen, 
ktd  dochters  nine  or  ten, 
A  the  boose  baith  but  and  ben, 
iMr  mam  a 


Th9  amid  wifi  beyoiU  ih«Jlr$t 
Tk9  auld  wife  anieU  thtjht, 
T%e  mdd  in/e  060011  theftn, 
ShM  died  for  lack  of9mieMnf.^ 

Her  mill  into  some  hole  had  hwn, 
Whatrecks,  quoth  she,  let  it  be  gawn. 
For  I  maun  hae  a  young  goodman 

Shall  furnish  me  with  snishing. 
The  auld  wife^  ^ 

Her  eldest  doehter  said  right  binU, 
Py,  mother,  mind  that  now  ye'rt  aaU* 
And  if  ye  with  a  younker  wald. 

He'll  watte  away  your  snishing. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

The  youngest  doehter  ga'e  a  ahoat^ 
O  mother  dear !  your  teeth's  a*  out. 
Besides  ha'f  blind,  you  have  the  gool^ 

Your  mill  can  had  nae  sniahiag. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

Ye  lied,  ye  limmera,  cries  told  maa^ 
For  I  hae  iKiith  a  tooth  and  stump, 
And  will  nae  langer  live  in  dump^ 

By  wanting  of  my  snishing. 
The  aultl  wifej  jpe> 

Thole  ye,  says  Peg,  that  pawky  ihrti 
Mother,  if  ye  can  crack  a  nut. 
Then  we  will  a*  consent  to  it, 

That  you  shall  have  a  snishing. 
The  auld  wife,  ^. 

The  auld  ane  did  agree  to  that, 
And  they  a  pistol-bullet  gat ; 
She  powerfiiMy  began  to  cradc. 

To  win  herwU  a  snishing. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

Braw  sport  it  was  to  see  her  chow*t^ 
And  'twren  her  gums  sae  squecK  and  low't* 
While  frae  her  javrs  the  slaver  Bow'd, 

And  sy  she  curs'd  poor  stumpy. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

At  last  she  ga'e  a  desperate  squecs. 
Which  brak  the  lang  tooth  by  the  neci. 
And  syne  poor  stumpy  was  at  ease. 

But  she  tint  hopes  of  snishing. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

She  of  the  tavk  began  to  tire^ 
And  frae  lier  iluchters  did  retire. 
Syne  lean'd  her  down  ayont  the  ftra^ 

And  died  for  Isck  of  snishing. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

Ye  auld  wives,  notice  well  thb  tmthf 
AsBoon  as  }'e*re  past  mark  of  month. 


•  Salahing,  in  its  literal  meaahy.  Is  snnff 
tobseco;  but,  tn  this  song.  It  ' 

tsntnent,  a  hmband,  lorvi, 
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Ne'er  do  what*e  only  it  §at  ytmlhf 
And  Ictre  aff  thoogfati  of  tniehiag : 

JSIu,  Uktthiiwijk  htymU  tkMjht, 
Yt'r  baimt  agauui  fcm  wiU  comtpirt  / 
Nor  win  jrt  get,  umUm  jf  kirt. 


BESSY  BELL  AND  MARY  GRAY. 

O  Bsser  Bell  uid  Ifeiy  Oraj, 

They  are  twa  boony  lairie*, 
Tbey  bigg*d  a  bow'r  oa  yon  bam-bne. 

And  theek*d  it  o'er  wi'  raahee. 
Fair  Bemy  Bell  1  loo'd  yestreen. 

And  tboQght  I  ne'er  could  alter ; 
But  Mary  Gray's  twa  pawky  cen, 

Tbey  gar  my  fimcy  fiilter. 

Now  Bessy's  hair's  like  a  lint  tap ; 

She  soules  like  a  May  morning, 
When  Phfsbus  sUrts  frae  Thetis'  lap, 

The  hills  with  rays  adorning : 
White  is  her  neck,  saft  is  her  hand, 

Her  waist  and  feet's  fu*  genty ; 
With  ilka  grace  she  can  command ; 

Her  lips,  O  wow !  they're  dainty. 

And  Mary's  locks  are  like  a  craw. 

Her  cen  like  diamonds  glances ; 
She*s  ay  sae  dean,  redd  np,  and  braw. 

She  kills  whene'er  she  dances : 
BIjrthe  as  a  kid,  with  wit  at  will. 

She  blooming,  tight,  and  tall  is ; 
And  guides  her  airs  sae  graoefu*  ftilL 

O  Jove,  she's  like  thy  Pallas. 

Dear  Bessy  Bell  aod  Mary  Gray, 

Ye  unco  sair  oppress  us ; 
Our  fiuicies  jce  between  yon  twa, 

Ye  are  sic  bonny  Ussies : 
Wae's  me !  fat  baith  I  canna  get, 

To  ane  by  law  we're  stented  ; 
Then  I'll  draw  cuts,  and  take  my  &le. 

And  be  with  ane  contented. 


BONNY  BARBARA  ALLAN. 

It  was  in  and  about  the  Martinmas  time^ 
When  the  green  leaves  were  a-falling. 

That  Sir  John  Granne  in  the  west  country 
Fell  in  hnre  with  Barbara  Allan. 

He  sent  his  man  down  through  the  town. 
To  the  place  where  she  waa  dwelling, 

O  haste,  and  come  to  my  master  dew. 
Gin  ye  be  Barbara  Allan. 

O  ImoIt»  booty  rose  the  np. 

To  ttie  plici  wbon  ho  was  If^ 


And  when  ahc,  drew  dM  ovtOB  ftf^ 
Yonng  Ban,  I  dunk  ytm^n  ^Tf 

O  its  I'm  rick,  and  very  very  rick^ 
And  'tis  a'  for  Bu-bim  Allan. 

O  the  better  for  me  ye's  never  be, 

Tho'  your  heart's  blood  were  a-ipiniig. 


O  dinna  ye  mind,  yoni^  man,  said  she^ 
When  he  was  in  the  tavern  o-drinkiig. 

That  ye  made  the  healths  gae  ronnd  and 
And  slighted  B^rbare  Allan  ? 

He  tnm'd  his  face  unto  the  wall, 
And  death  was  with  him  dealing ; 

Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  all. 
And  be  kind  to  Barbara  Allan. 

And  slowly,  sbwly  raise  she  np, 
And  slowly,  slowly  left  him ; 

And  sighing,  said,  she  coa'd  doC  alay. 
Since  death  of  lifo  had  reft  him. 

Slie  had  not  gane  a  mile  but  twa. 
When  she  heard  the  dead-bell  ringings 

And  every  jow  that  the  dead-bdl  gied. 
It  cry'd,  Wo  to  Barbara  Allan. 

O  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 

O  make  it  salt  and  narrow. 
Since  my  love  dy'd  for  me  to-d^, 

ril  die  for  him  to-morrow. 


ETTRICK  BANKS. 


Ow  Ettrick  banks,  in  a  sanuner's 

At  gluwming  when  the  sheep  draft 
I  met  my  lamie  braw  and  tiffht, 

Came  wading,  barefoot,  a  her  laao : 
My  heart  grew  light,  I  ran,  I  iang 

My  arms  about  her  lily  neck. 
And  kiss'd  and  cUpp'd  her  there  fo«  Iang; 

My  word*  they  were  na  mony,  feck. 

I  said,  my  lassie,  will  ye  go 

To  the  highland  hius,  the  Earn  to  Iwi 
rd  baith  gi'e  thee  a  cow  and  ew. 

When  ye  come  to  the  brigg  of  Earn. 
At  Leith,  auM  meal  comes  in,  ne'er  fes^ 

And  herrings  at  the  Broomy  Law ; 
Chear  up  your  heart,  my  boony  laa^ 

There's  gear  to  win 


All  day  when  we  have  wnwght 

When  winter,  frosM,  and  snaw  b«gi% 
Soon  aa  the  aun  gaaa  wmc  the  lQck» 

At  night  when  yon  ait  down  to  api^ 
I'll  screw  my  pipes  and  play  a  ■P'WI  * 

And  thus  the  weary  night  wul  «b4 
Till  the  tender  kid  and  lamb-liaM 

Onr  pleaaut  rammer  baek 


80NG& 


l» 


ih§  Iran  nt  in  iStmrhhom, 
HS^enloVOkafidd, 
fhmwBaag  ih»  broom, 
fOB  to  my  wmmor-chieUU 
It  a*  tiieir  Moniiu'  din* 
In  dK  kindljr  hearto  their  iport, 
i  aad  kiMy  And  dance  and  ting, 
dM  kngett  dajr  lecm  short. 


'  happT,  he  eried,  my  momenti  race 
Chloes  bright  eharme  inlflaah'd 


BIRKS  OF  INVERMAY.* 

DATID  MALLKT. 

■e— ^*  The  Birks  of  Invemuy.** 

If  Bom,  the  breathing  tpring, 
WmAi*  birds  to  sing ; 
they  warble  from  the  sprayy 
iIm  sniversal  lay. 
UDdtt  timely  wise, 
improve  the  hour  that  flies ; 
r^ptoree  waste  the  day* 
bvks  of  Invermav. 

It  winter  of  the  jrear, 
h*9  winter,  will  appear ; 
K^ng  bloom  will  fade^ 
I  strip  the  Terdant  shade, 
f  pleMure  then  is  o'er, 
'4  songsters  are  no  more ; 
ttty  drop,  and  we  decay, 
nks  of  InTermay ! 


Howha] 

Ere  ChWs  bright  charms  irsi  flaih'd  in  my 

riew ! 
Those  eyes  then  wi*  pleasure  the  dcwa  otdd 

sorrey; 
Nor  smiled  the  fiur  morning  mair  cheeifnl  thm 
I  they. 

Now  scenes  of  distress  please  only  my  sight  t 
Vm  tortured  in  plessure,  and  laoguish  in  li|^t» 

Through  chaises  in  rain  relief  I  pursue, 
All,  all  but  conspire  my  griefii  to  renew ; 
From  sunshine  to  lephyrs  and  shades  we  repair^^ 
To  sunshine  we  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air ; 
But  love's  ardent  fire  bums  always  tibe  saaey 
No  winter  can  cool  it,  no  summer  '"^■-t. 

But  see  the  pale  moon,  all  clouded,  retires ; 
The  breeaes  grow  cool,  not  Strephon's  desires  i 
I  fly  frt>m  the  dangers  of  tempest  and  wind* 
Yet  nourish  the  madness  that  preys  on  my  inind. 
Ah,  wretch !  how  can  life  be  worthy  thy  care? 
To  lengthen  its  moments^  but  lengthms  deqwir.  * 


BRAES  O*  BALLENDEAN. 

on.  BLACKLOCK. 

The  Brscs  o^  BaDcndcsn.* 


I  green  shade,  a  lovely  young  swain 
ndined,  to  discover  his  pain ; 
so  sweetly,  he  warbled  his  woe, 

to  breathe,  and  the  fountain  to 


Is  wt'  compassion  could  hear  him 


lam  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  strain. 


ly  isa 


wsteicd  by  the 


iman  woody  elen, 

'wMch  there  Joim  the  rivsr  Earn.  'It  is 
lies  above  ihe  bridire  at  Earn,  and  nearly 
nth.  The  test  at  Mr-  Bebdies,  the  pnv 
is  Boctleal  refion,  and  who  takes  ftom  it 
I  dcsifnation,  ktands  at  the  bottom  of  the 
Mcsof  the  little  vale  are oompletetv  wood- 
tthbiiehci:  and  it  k«  altogettier,  in  point 
veliwMs,  a  tcene  worthy  of  the  Mttentkm 
my  mine.    Thecoiute  of  the  May  is  to 

rneka.  that  it  cannot  be  teen,  but  It  can 
Itl  In  ft!  pnign-M  by  another  aense.  The 
sd  which  it  niakci  in  rushing  through  one 
■t  of  Us  narrow,  rugged,  and  tortuous 
loesBsioncd  Die  descripUve  appellation  of 
fciMf  to  be  attached  to  that  quarter  of 
nvrmay  may  be  at  once  and  oonectlyd^ 
t  Mrert  powdble  little  miniature  specunca 


THE  BRUME  O*  THE  COWDEN- 
KNOWES. 


r« 


,*« 


The  Brume  &  the  Cowdenknowss." 


How  blyth,  ilk  morn,  was!  to 

My  swain  come  ower  the  hill ! 
He  skipt  the  bum  and  flew  to  mt : 
I  met  him  with  good  wilL 

OA,  the  bmmet  the  ftonnte,  henude 

The  brume  o*  the  Omdtnknawm  I 
I  wish  I  were  with  my  dlsar  ewedm^ 
With  hie  pipe  and  my  jfomst. 

1  wanted  neither  yowe  nor  lamb^ 

While  his  flock  near  me  lay ; 
He  gather'd  in  my  sheep  at  night, 

ksA  cheer'd  me  a*  the  day. 

Ohf  the  bmme,  ^t. 


siyesiiJ  in  the  4th  volume  of  the  Ten* 


He  tuned  his  pipe,  and  play'd 

The  birds  sat  listening  bye ; 
E'en  the  dull  cattle  stood  and  gaied, 

Charm *d  with  the  melodye. 

Oht  the  6r«(jne,  ^ 

While  thus  we  spent  our  time,  by  tuma, 
Betwixt  our  flocks  and  play, 

I  envied  not  the  fairest  dame, 
Though  e'er  so  rich  or  gay. 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^«. 


»  The  celebrated  Tenducd  used  to  sing  this  song, 
with  great  riftct,  hi  SL  Ci^lia's  Halt,  at  Edhiburgh, 
about  fifty  >  ears  aga  Mr.  Tytler,who  wssagrsal  nu 
tron  of  that  obsolete  place  of  amusement,  mys,  In  nis 
DlssetUtxM)  on  Scottish  Musle,  *'  Who  eould  hear 
with  insensibility,  or  without  being  moved  hi  lbehigh« 
est  degree,  1  eiiducri  sing,  *  I'll  never  lesvs  thss,*  or, 
*  The  Braes  cf  Balleodean.'  The  air  was  eompused  by 
Oswald. 
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Hard  &te,  that  I  should  banitVd  be, 
Gang  heavily,  and  mourn. 

Because  I  loved  the  kindest  swain 
That  ever  yet  was  born. 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^ 

He  did  oblige  me  every  hour  ; 

Could  I  but  faithful  be  ? 
He  atawe  my  heart ;  could  I  refuse 

Whate*er  he  ask*(l  of  me  ? 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^. 

My  doggie,  and  my  little  kit 
That  held  my  wee  soup  whey. 

My  plaid  ie,  brooch,  and  crookit  stick, 
May  now  lie  useless  by. 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^. 

Adieu,  ye  Cowdenknowes,  adieu  ! 
Fareweel,  a*  pleasures  there  ! 

Ye  gods,  restore  me  to  my  swain- 
Is  a*  I  crave  or  care. 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^.* 


THE  CARLE  HE  CAM  OWER  THE 
CRAFT. 

Tun^-^'  The  Carle  he  cam  ower  the  Craft** 

The  carle  he  cam  ower  the  craft, 

Wi'  his  beard  new-shaven  ; 
He  looked  at  me  as  hc*d  been  daft, — 

The  carle  trowed  thit  T  wad  hae  him. 
Hont  awa  !   I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na,  forsooth,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 
For  a'  his  beard  new-shaven, 

Ne*er  a  bit  o*  me  will  hae  him. 

A  aiiler  brooch  be  gae  me  nebt. 

To  fasten  on  my  curchie  nookit ; 
I  wore  't  a  wee  upon  my  breist. 

But  soon,  alake  !   the  tongue  o*t  crookit ; 
And  sae  may  his ;  I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na,  forsooth,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 
Twioe-a-bairn*s  a  lassie's  jest ; 

Sae  ony  fool  for  me  may  hae  him. 

The  carle  has  nae  fault  but  ane ; 

For  he  has  land  and  dollars  plenty  ; 
But,  wae*s  me  for  him,  skin  and  bane 

Is  no  for  a  plump  lata  of  twenty. 
Hout  awa,  I  winna  hae  him  I 

Na,  forsooth,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 
What  signifies  his  dirty  riggs. 

And  cash,  without  a  man  wi*  them  ? 


As  thfS  reader  may  be  supposed  anxkxu  to  knov 

athina  of  the  place  whidi  hst  thusbaenihe  sultfecl 

of  so  asua  poetry,  theeditor  thinks  it  proper  to  Infbrm 
hhn.  that,  *'  the  Cowdenknowes,**  or,  as  sometimes 
■psiled  in  old  writings,  the  Coldinaknowes,  are  two 
little  hills  on  the  east  side  of  the  vale  of  Uuderdale, 
Berwickshire.  They  lie  immediately  to  the  south  or 
tlM  viUi^  of  EarbtoQ,  cel«(»rated  as  the  re^idcnoe  of 
the  tvlieai  known  SoQtUih  post,  Thomas  the  Rhymer.  I 


But  should  my  cankert  daddie  gv 

Me  Uk  him  *gainat  my  ini 
I  warn  the  fiimbler  to  beware 

That  antlers  dinna  claim  their 
Hout  awa !  I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na,  forsooth,  I  winna  hae  him ! 
rm  flee'd  to  crack  the  haly  band, 

Sne  bwty  aays,  I  shon'd  na  hae  hia. 


THE  WEE  THINa 

MACXIIL. 

Tune^"  Bonnie  Dundesi* 

Saw  ye  my  wee  thing  ?  aaw  jre  my  am  tkisf ? 

Saw  ye  my  true  love  down  on  yon  ka? 
Croes*d  khe  the  meadow  jeatreen  at  the  fUisn* 

Sought  she  the  bumie  whar  flow*rs  the  biv- 
tree? 

Her  hair  it  is  lint-white  ;  her  akin  it  is  wS^ 
white; 

Dark  is  the  blue  o*  her  aafi-rolling  ee  ; 
Red  red  her  ripe  lips,  and  sweeter  than  rosn : 

Whar  could  my  wee  thing  wander  frae  me  ?— 


I  saw  nae  your  wee  thing,  I  aaw 
thing. 

Nor  saw  I  your  true  love  down  on  yon  ki ; 
But  I  met  my  bonnie  thing  late  in  the  glesai^ 
Down  by  the  bumie  whar  flow'rs  the  kfv* 
tree. 

Her  hair  it  was  lint-white ;  her  skin  it  v* ' 
milk-white ; 

Dark  was  the  blue  o*  her  aaft-tolling  as ; 
Red  were  her  ripe  lips,  and  sweeter  tlmn  rsMi; 

Sweet  were  the  kisaea  that  aha  gae  to  aw  !— 


It  was  na  my  wee  thing,  it  waa  na  aiy  «■ 
thing. 

It  was  na  my  true  love  ye  met  by  the  tut : 
Proud  is  her  leal  heart !  and  modeether  attNf ' 

She  never  kied  onie  till  aaee  ah«  load  w. 

Her  name  it  ia  Mary  ;  ahe*s  frae  Castle- Csnr; 
,  Aft  has  she  sat,  when  a  bairn,  on  mj  kast: 
Pair  aa  your  fiice  ia,  war*t  fifty  times  fairer, 
Young  bragger,  she  ne*er  vrouU  gie  kisvi  t» 
thee!-. 

It  was,  then,  your  Mary;  aba*a  liras  C^ 
Cary; 
It  was,  then,  your  tma  lovt  I  wC  by  * 
tree: 
Prond  aa  her  heart  ia,  and  modaei  ksr  wt0^ 
Sweet  were  the  kiaaai  that  ahe  gat  ta  ■»" 

Sair  gkMMn'd  hia  dark  hww    bloadtsJ  kii 
WiU  fliib'/tirto  km  kfe  twii^m^' 


SONO& 


au 


t  Ihif  sKMiiiiig.  your  bouU  and 

«raing 

kaw  tnitor!  ior  \uwi\y  \t  lie. — 

Vag !  cried  the  youth,  Kiniling  : 
M  bonnet;  the  liiit-wbite  lodu 

id  £i*iiig,  her  white  boiom  thaw- 

ue  kived  maid  wl*  the  dark-roll- 


bing !  is  it  mine  ain  thing  ! 

e  love  here  that  I  are  ! — 

e  ■»;  your  heart's  constant  to 

winder,  dear  bddie,  frae  thee  ! 


WHITE  COCKADE, 
h-^  TlM  White  CoduMto.* 


in  Aberdeen, 
id  that  e*er  was  «ren  ; 
akci  our  hearts  fu'  sad — 
fidd  wi*  his  white  cockade. 
miing  rm/img  biade/ 
iaft  and  a  bonny  lad  ! 
t  mayt  my  heart  i$  glad 
'mi  wi*  his  white  cockade, 

the  philabq^, 
|h,  and  garter*d  leg  ! 
ing  that  glads  my  ee, 
idiade  aboMi  the  brce. 
«*«  m  ranting,  $*c. 

kf  ni  sell  my  reel, 
me,  and  spinning  wheel, 
a  tartan  plaid, 
ind  A  white  oockade. 
U^B  a  ranting,  jre. 

dy  and  my  tow, 
BMfe  and  hawket  cow, 
nl  Buchan  lad 
lid  wi*  his  white  cockade. 
t^§  a  ranting,  ^ 


THE  wmow. 

AMJLAHI  AAMSAT. 

a  bake,  and  the  widow  can  brew, 
1  shape,  and  the  widow  can  sew, 
w  things  the  widow  can  do ; 
It  the  widow,  my  laddie. 
MtMk  her,  bsith  early  and  late : 
ft  cUp  her  ye  maunna  lie  blate : 
mi  Jo  bf  ttrr ;  fur  that's  the  best 


WMi0V»B7 


The  widow  she'a  youthful,  ami  never  a»  hair 
Ihe  waur  of  the  u'cjring,  and  has  a  good  akiir 
Of  every  thi'-.g  lovely  ;  khe*s  witty  and  fiur^ 

And  has  a  rich  jointure,  my  laddie 
What  could  ve  wi»h  better,  your  pleMOre  to 

crown. 
Than  a  widow,  the  bonniest  toast  in  Uie  towB» 
With,  Naething  but — draw  in  your  stool  and  sit 
down. 

And  s|>urt  with  the  widow,  my  laddia. 

Then  till  her,  and  kill  her  with  coortesie  daad. 
Though  stark  love  and  kindness  be  all  yon  can 

plead ; 
Be  heartsome  and  airy,  and  hope  to  succeed 

With  the  boonie  gny  wiilow,  my  laddie. 
Strike  iron  while  *tis  het,  if  ye'd  havo  it  to 

wa!d; 
For  fortune  ay  favours  the  active  and  bankiy 
But  ruins  the  wooer  that's  thowlcss  and  canld^ 

Unfit  for  the  widow,  my  laddiab 


THE  YELLOW.HAIR'O  LADOOL 

OLD  vintxt. 
Tmn4   **  The  yelloii4uaiM  LaiAa.** 

The  yeIlow.hair*d  laddie  sat  down  on  yon  braa^ 
Cried,  Milk  the  yowes,  lassie,  let  nane  o*  them 

g«?; 

And  aye  as  »he  roilkit,  slie  merrily  sang^ 
The  yeUow-hair*d  laddie  shall  be  my  gudesnan. 
Awl  aye  a§  the  miikit,  the  merrily  aang^ 
The  yelhw-^air*d  laddie  thaii  he  my  ^ndb- 
nkuft. 

The  weather  is  cauld,  and  my  cleadin  u  thin* 
The  yowes  are  new  dipt,  and  they  winna  bncht 

in; 
They  winna  bucht  in,  although  I  should  dee : 
Oh,  yellow-hainrd  laddie,  be  kind  unto  me. 
And  aye  at  the  mUUt,  |pe. 

The  gudewife  cries  butt  the  house,  Jennie^  come 

ben  ; 
The  cheese  is  to  mak,  and  the  butter's  to  kirn. 
Though  butter,  and  cheese,  and  a'  shonU  gang 

sour, 
I'll  crack  and  1*11  kiia  wi*  my  kive  ae  half  hour. 
It't  ae  long  half  hour,  and  we*lt  e*en  wuJk  ii 

three. 
For  the  ytUoW'hair*d  laddie  my  gmdmoM 
thaUbe,* 


•  From  the  Tea-TaUe  MliesUany,  ITH. 
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Bl'RNS'  WORKS. 


1HB  TOUNO  LAIRD  AND  EDINBURGH 

KATIE. 

RAMSAT. 


Tkrtan  SerMD.* 

Now  wat  ye  wha  I  met  jmtreen, 

Coming  down  the  street,  my  joe  ? 
My  miftreee,  in  her  tartan  icreen, 

Fu'  bonnie,  braw,  and  sweet,  my  joe  ! 
My  dear,  quoth  I,  thanks  to  the  nicht 

That  never  wiss*d  a  lorer  ill, 
Sin*  ye*re  out  o*  yonr  mither's  aicht, 

Let*8  tak*  a  walk  up  to  the  JiiU.* 

OK,  Katie,  wilt  thou  gang  wi*  me, 

And  leave  the  dinaome  toun  a  while  ? 
The  blossom's  sprouting  frae  the  tree, 

And  a*  creation's  gaun  to  smile. 
The  mavis,  oichtiogaJe,  and  lark. 

The  bleating  lambs  and  whistling  hynd* 
In  ilka  dale,  green  shaw,  and  park. 

Will  nourish  health,  and  glad  yoor  mind. 

Sune  as  the  clear  gudeman  o*  day 

Does  bead  his  momin'  draught  o*  dew, 
We*ll  gae  to  some  burn-side  and  play, 

And  gather  flouirs  to  busk  your  brow. 
We* II  poll  the  daisies  on  the  green. 

The  lucken-gowans  frae  the  bog ; 
Between  hands,  now  and  then,  we'll  lean 

And  sport  upon  the  velvet  fog. 

There  *s,  up  into  a  pleasant  glen, 

A  wee  piece  frae  my  father's  tower, 
A  canny,  saft,  and  flowery  den. 

Which  circling  birks  have  form'd  a  bower. 
Whene'er  the  sun  grows  high  and  warm, 

We*ll  to  the  caller  shade  remove ; 
There  will  I  lock  thee  in  my  arm, 

And  love  ■»!  kiss,  and  kiss  and  love. 


MY  MOTHER'S  AYE  GLOWRIN*  OWER 

ME; 

IN  AMSWKE  TO  THI  TOUIfO  LAIU>  AKD 
XDIKBUEOU  KATr. 

AAMSAT. 

JMS^-**  My  Mothei^ ajre gfovrin*  owar  me.** 

Mr  mother's  aye  glowrin*  ower  me, 
Though  she  did  the  same  before  me ; 


I  nuuM  get  lesvv 
To  look  at  my  liwe. 
Or  else  she'd  be  like  to 


Right  lain  wad  I  tak*  yoor  offer. 
Sweet  Sir — but  I'll  tyne  my  toclm ; 
Then,  Sandy,  ye'll  fret. 
And  vryte  your  puir  Kate, 
Whene'er  ye  keek  in  your  toiim  coffer. 

For  though  my  father  h.n  plrnty 
Of  silver,  and  plenishing  diiri*\, 
Yet  he's  unco  sweir 
To  twine  wi'  hi»  gear  ; 
And  sae  we  had  need  ta  be  tentv. 

■ 

Tutor  my  parents  wi'  caotioo, 

Be  wylie  in  ilk<t  motion  ; 
Brag  weel  o*  yovr  land. 
And,  there's  my  leal  hand. 

Win  them,  1*U  be  at  yov 


WANDERING  WILUE. 

OLD  VXESU. 


Hxax  awa,  there  awa,  waadcriDg  Wdfit' 
Here  awa,  there  awa,  hawi  awa  haoM ! 

Lang  have  I  sought  thee^  dear  have  I  ktt^ 
thee; 
Now  I  have  gotten  my  Willit  agaiik 

Through  the  laag  m«ir  I  have  MWvtJ  ay 
Willie ; 
Through  the  laag  muir  I  hart  fclgwl  kss 
hame. 
Whatever  betide  m,  nought  shall  divide  »; 
Love  now  rewards  all  my  sorrow  aad  fUM, 


Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa,  Willie ! 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa,  Uaaw ! 
Come,  love,  believe  mc,  nothing  can  grirvt  aa 

Ilka  thing  plcnaea.  when  WiUie's  at  hsM.* 


CAM*  YE  O'ER  FRAE  FRANCE. 

Cam*  ye  o'er  frae  Franet,  cnme  ye  dcaa  ^ 

Lunnon, 
Saw  ye  Geordie  Whelpa  and  his  bonny 
War'  ye  at  the  place  oa'4  tha  kittle- 
Saw  ye  Geordie's  graoc»  lidfaa*  on  a 


*  It  in  quite  as  remsrkabic  si  it  i*  troo,  that  tii<- 
■ode  of  rourtahip  smonf  propio  uf  tlir  midillo  raiik<i 
io  Edioborgh  has  nnderf^one  a  complrto  chun;;<> 
hi  the  eoune  of  no  more  than  the  Unt  thirty  yoar*. 
It  used  to  becostomary  for  lovrrs  to  walk  tofethrr 
for  hours,  both  during  tha  day  and  tlia  eroniiif,  in 
the  Meadows,  or  the  Kint's  Park,  or  the  firlJi  now 
occupied  by  the  New  Town ;  practices  now  ouly 
known  to  artisans  an*!  servinf -firla. 

The  song  appaaiod  in  the  Tea-Table  IlisceUany, 


I  (rcon1i<*  hc*9  a  man,  thnra  *k  Ihtk  doohi  o\ 
lie's  done  a'  be  can,  wka  eaa  do  withooi  >> ' 
DoHii  ther«  eam'  a  bladi>,  HaUa'  Kke  a  kirde. 
He  wad  driva  a  trade  at  tke  looa  o*  Georrbf* 


•  From  Herd*8  Colleetien,  ITTt. 
t  This  plaMj  allndaa   la  Coant 
and  the  Qeesa. 
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jh$d,HfMjmmw9iiHkri 

Oia  we  get  a  wab,  it  mik's  littlt  diftr ; 
e  kae  tint  «mr  plaU,  boonet,  belt  ind  rarordiek 
!*•  and  Builliot  braid,  bat  w«  bae  a  Oeotdie. 

Hej  far  Sandv  Don,  bajr  far  eocfcoloruin. 
Hey  far  Bobbin'  Jobn  and  bk  Higblaod  qim- 

rum; 
Man/  a  vword  and  lanee  ewinge  at  Highland 

bardie, 
How  tbe/ll  tkip  and  dance  o'er  the  bam  o* 


THE  HIGHLAND  LADDIE. 

A  MOTHS  a  SXT. 

Tax  kwlaad  bide  think  tkey  are  fine ; 
Bat  O  they're  vain  and  idly  gaudy ! 

How  much  unlike  that  gracefu*  mien, 
And  nunly  look*  of  my  highland  laddie  ? 
O  my  hammjff  bimmy  kigkland  laddie, 
Mtf  kamdwome,  dkarmiug  Kiffhland  laddie ; 
May  Ueaven  aiUl  guard,  aacf  love  moard 
Our  lawdamd  Uue  and  her  kigklmmd  Utddie, 

U I  wn«  free  at  will  to  chuae 

To  bo  the  wealtbicat  UwUnd  lady, 

Td  take  yoang  Donald  orithoat  trrwi. 
With  bonnet  blue,  and  belted  plaidy. 
O  my  hommy,  |pc. 


TW  hraowrt  beaa  in  borrowa-town, 
la  a*  bia  aira,  with  art  made  ready, 

Cbaipai'd  to  him,  he*a  but  a  down ; 
Hc'o  iner  far  in*a  tartan  plaidy. 
O  my  hommy,  |[«. 


Ctm  bcii^  UU  with  him  111  ran. 
And  lenTc  asy  kwlaad  kin  and  dady ; 

Fine  wialer*a  eaold,  aad  aommer'a  ann, 
Ho*n  ocreen  me  with  hia  highland  plaidy. 

A  naiiited  room,  and  «Iken  bed, 
May  pleaao  a  laorlaad  laird  and  lady  ; 

Bat  I  can  kka,  aad  be  M  gbd. 
Behind  a  buah  in*a  highUad  pbidy. 
O  my  bmmy,  ^ 


inr  eompliments  between  oa  paaa, 
I  ea*  ham  my  dear  highland  laddie^ 

Aad  ho  ca'a  me  hia  lawland  laaa. 
Syne  roora  me  in  beneath  hb  pbidy. 
O  my  hmmy,  fv. 

Wio  greater  joy  FU  e*er  pretend. 

Than  Alt  hia  kwt  prove  trot  and  alendyi 
Like  mine  to  him,  whrnh  ne'er  diaU  end, 

Whik  heaven  pneervoe  my  bighkad  kddk. 
Omt/lmmyt  %•* 


JENNT  NBTTLS& 


Saw  ye  Jenny  Nettlee, 

Jenny  Nettlee,  Jenny  Nettlei^ 
Saw  ye  Jenny  Nettlee 

Giming  firae  the  market  ? 
Bag  and  baggage  on  her  bad^ 

Her  fee  and  bountith  in  her  lap ; 
Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back. 

And  a  babie  in  her  ozter  ? 

I  met  ayont  the  kaimy, 

Jenny  Nettlea,  Jenny  Nettlee, 
Singing  till  her  baimy, 

Robin  Ranle*s  baatud ; 
To  flee  the  dool  upo*  the  atool. 

And  ilka  ane  that  moeka  her. 
She  round  about  aeeka  Rolnn  onl^ 

To  atap  it  in  hia  oxter 

Fy,  fy  !  Rubin  Rattle, 

Rubin  Rattle,  Robin  Rattk; 
Py,  fy  !  Robin  Rattle, 

U«e  Jenny  Nettka  kindlv : 
Seore  out  the  blame,  and  wan  the 

And  without  mair  debate  o*t, 
Tak  heme  yoar  wean,  make  Jenny  faia 

The  led  and  leeeome  gate  o*t. 


O  MERRY  MAY  THE  MAID  BB. 


aia  iOHK  CI.IRK  or  riMmrccxcs. 


••McnymaylliellaUl 


O,  MiRRY  may  the  maid  be 

That  marriea  the  miller ! 
Fur,  foul  day  or  fair  day« 

He'a  aye  bringing  till  her. 
H*as  aye  a  penny  in  hia  poachf 

Fur  dinner  or  for  aupper ; 
Wi*  beef,  and  peaae,  and  mdtiag 

An*  lumps  o*  yellow  butter. 


Behind  the  door  etude  bage  o*  await 

And  in  the  ark  k  plenty, 
And  good  hard  cakee  hk  midwr  hakm 

And  mony  a  eweeter  dainty. 
A  good  fat  eow,  a  elecky  oow. 

Are  atanding  in  the  byre ; 
Whikt  winking  paaa,  wi*  aiedy  am^ 

b  pkying  round  the  fire. 


GkM)d  eigne  are  thcae,  my 

And  bide  me  take  the  miller ; 
A  miller*e  wifa*e  a  merry  wifa. 

And  he*a  aye  bringing  till  her. 
For  meal  or  meat  ahe*U  never  waal^ 

Till  wood  and  water*a  acanty ; 
Aa  lang'a  there'a  cocks  and  doekia* 

She  11  a|a  bae  ^ggs  in  ploilr. 


IM 


BURNS'  WO^S. 


THE  TAILOB. 


Tai  Tailoff  fiJl  thro'  the  hed  thiaUei  an'  a\ 
The  Tailor  fell  thro*  the  hed  thimbles  aa*  a', 
The  blanket!  were  thin  and  the  ■heets  they  were 


The  Tailor  fell  thro*  the  hed  thimbles  aa*  a*. 


The  laine  was  sleepy  and  thought  on  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  wsk  caulil  and  the  lassie  lay  stiU  ; 
The  ninth  part  o*  manlKMd  may  sure  hae  its 

wiU; 
She  kent  weul  the  Tailor  could  do  her  nae  ill. 

The  TaDor  grew  droosy,  and  thought  in  a 

dream. 
How  he  caulked  out  the  claith»  and  then  ielled 

in  the  seam ; 
A  while  ayont  midnight,  before  the  cocks  craw, 
The  TaUur  Ml  thru'  the  bed  thimbles  an'  a*. 

The  day  it  has  come,  and  the  nicht  it  has  gane, 
Said   the  lionnie  young  lassie  when  sighing 


Grim  VengcaMt  ka^  h«  ta'ca  a  aaf^ 

But  we  may  aee  him  waakaa  : 
Gode  help  the  day,  whea  royal  hadi 
Are  boated  like  a  aiankia ! 

Awa^  Wkigt!  mmm^  |t 


The  deil  he  heard  the  stoar  o* 
And  ramping  came  amang  us ; 

But  lie  pitied  us,  sae  cursed  wi*  Whyi    i 
He  turo'd  and  wsdna  wrang  aa. 
Awe,  Whig*  I 


Since  men  are  but  scant,  it  wad  gee  me  nae 

aaio. 
To  see  the  bit  Tailor  come  skippin  again. 


AWA,  WHIGS,  AWA! 

aAcoBrri  aoKO. 

Tmu    *•  Awa,  Wbl^  awar 

Ooa  thistles  6ouruh*d  fresh  and  fair» 

And  bonny  bloom*d  our  roses, 
But  Whigs  came,  like  a  fruet  in  June, 
And  witherM  a*  our  posies. 
Awa^  Whigt,  awa  I 

Awa,  WhigSf  awa  t 
Ve're  btU  a  pack  o'  traitor  looms  ; 
¥•11  fuf'er  do  pood  at  a'. 

Oar  sad  decay  ia  church  aad  stata 

Surpasses  my  dekcriviag ; 
The  Whip  eaaie  o'er  us  for  a  curas^ 

And  are  have  done  wi*  thriving. 

Awa,  Wkigt  /  awa,  |pc« 


A  fereiga  Whiggkh  loon  bought  aeadi, 

la  Seottiah  yird  to  eorer ; 
But  we*U  pa*  a'  hia  dibbled  leeks, 

Aad  pack  him  to  Hanover. 

Awop  Wkigt!  awa,  %t* 

Our  ancient  crowa'a  fii*a  i'  the  dnat, 
Deil  blind  them  wi'  the  atoor  o*t ! 

And  write  their  name*  ia  hia  bla^  beak* 
Wha  ga'e  the  Whigs  the  power  o't  1 
Ama.  Wkig9t  mn^  |«. 


Sae  grim  he  sat  amang  the  reek, 

Thraiig  bundling  brimatone  matches ; 
And  croonM,  *mang  the  beuk-taking  YHa^it, 
Scrap*  of  auld  Calvin's  catches. 
Awa,  Whifft,  awa  I 

Awa,  JrhipB,  aita  f 
Ve*//  rim  aw  oaf  o'  vaa  afrnmht^ 
And  ne'er  do  good  at  a*. 


LOCH.NA.GABS. 


BTBOa. 


AwAT  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardeaa  of 
In  yon  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove  ; 
Restore  me  the  rocks  where  fitt 


posea. 
If  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  aad  hwc. 
Yet,  Caledonia,  desr  are  thy  moantaios. 
Round  their  white  summits  tho*  eleaieati  wv, 
Tho'  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  aoiooch  lovtaf 

fbuntaioa, 
I  sigh  for  the  valley  ef  dark  Loeh-aa-garr. 

Shades  of  the  deail !  have  I  heard  your  votes 
Rise  on  the  night-rolKng  breath  ef  the  gak^ 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  f^QMceib 
And  rides  on  the  wind,  o'er  hie  ova  HigUaal 

dale. 
Round  Loch-oa-garr,  whik  the  ttorwKf  Bust  g»> 

there. 
Winter  presides  ia  hie  eoM  icy  car ; 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  flbraM  ef  bw  fathff% 
They  dwell  'mid  the  tcmpeali  af  iark  Lseh- 

aa-garr. 


THE  MERRY  MEN,  a 


Whim  I  was  red,  and  ripe^  aad 
Ripe  and  crouse,  ripe  and 

My  fiuher  built  a  wee  housa^  a  wm 
To  baud  me  free  the  aea,  O. 

There  caaie  a  lad  and  gae  a  ifcoa^ 
Gae  a  about,  gae  a  kBout» 


18ft 


TW  w»*t  M  io,  and  I  ftO  iMl^ 
AflUBg  tbemerrj  iiMn»  0> 

I  dmm  ne  tweet  thingi  in  my  datpy 

In  my  ikep,  in  my  ileepy 
]fy  Bunny  m\-s  I  winot  keep^ 

AmaDf  Me  mooy  mm,  O. 
Wboi  plnms  are  ripe»  they  ehoold  be  poo'd, 

SkoaU  be  poo'd,  ehoold  be  poo*d. 
When  maide  are  ripe^  they  ehoold  be  woo'd 

At  eeven  y«ui  ind  ten,  O. 


My  lore^  I  cried  it,  at  the  port. 

At  the  port,  at  the  port, 
The  eqitun  bade  a  goinea  Ibr't, 

The  oolood  be  bade  ten,  O. 
Hie  chaplain  he  bade  ailler  fiir'ty 

8'dlcr  lbr*t,  wUer  ibr*^ 
Bot  the  eergeant  bade  me  naethiny  fbr't, 

Yet  he  cam  fiutheat  be%  O. 


KENMURE*8  ON  AND  AWA,  WILLIE. 

I^n»  >*  Kcnmanni  on  and  awa.* 

0,  KxiiMORE*B  on  and  aora,  Willie, 

O,  Kcnmure't  on  and  aora ; 
And  Kenmare*!  lord's  the  braveet  lord 

That  ever  Galloway  aaw. 

Soeem  to  Kenmnre*e  band,  Willie, 

8oeeeH  to  Kenmnre*a  band  I 
Tlwre'a  no  a  heart  that  kan  a  Whig, 

That  ridei  by  Kenmnre'e  hand. 

Hcrt*a  Kcnmore**  health  in  wine,  Willie, 
Here*e  Kenmnre'e  health  in  wioe ! 

Thne  ne'er  was  a  ooorard  o*  Kenmure's  blude, 
Nor  jet  o'  Gordon's  lioew 

0,  Kenmoro'e  lade  are  men,  Willie^ 

O^  Kenmore*e  lade  are  men ! 
Their  hearti  and  ewords  are  metal  trie ; 

And  that  their  iaee  dull  ken. 


Thcy*D  livo  or  dia  wi' fiune,  WUlia, 
lliey'Il  liva  or  die  ori'  Cime  { 

Bot  anne  wi*  eoond  and  victoift 
Hay  Kenmore'a  lord  come  home ! 

Here'e  Am  that's  br  awa,  WOlie, 
Here's  Urn  that's  hr  awa ; 

And  hoo'e  the  flower  that  I  lo'e  beal» 
The  roee  that'e  like  the  enaw. 


POLWART  ON  THE  GREEN. 

At  Fohrart  on  the  green, 
If  yooll  meal  me  the  mom, 

When  laesee  do  eonvcne 
To  danea  aboot  the  thony 


A  kindly  weleome  yao  ehall 
Fkoe  her  wha  Ukee  to  view 

A  lover  and  a  lad  complels^ 
The  lad  and  lover  yon. 


Let  dorty  dames  say  Na, 

As  lang  as  e'er  they  please^ 
Seem  caulder  than  the  sna', 

While  inwardly  they  Ueeae ; 
But  I  will  fraoklv  shaw  my  mind^ 

And  yield  my  heart  to  thee  ; 
Be  ever  to  the  captive  kind, 

That  lai^  na  to  be  free. 

At  Polwart  on  the  green, 

Amang  the  oew-niaom  hay, 
With  sangs  and  dancing  keen 

We'll  pass  the  heartM>me  day. 
At  night,  if  beds  be  o'er  thrai^ 

And  thou  be  twin'd  of  thine, 
Thou  shalt  be  weleome,  my  dear  la^ 

To  take  a  part  of  mine. 


HAME  NEVER  CAME  HE. 

Saddled,  and  bridled,  and  booted  rode  he^ 
A  plume  in  lus  helmet,  a  sword  at  his  knee  ; 
But  toom  cam'  the  saddle,  all  bluidy  to  see^ 
And  hame  cam*  the  steed,  but  hame  never  earn* 
he. 

Down  cam*  his  gray  £ither,  eabbin*  sae  aair, 
Down  cam'  his  auld  mither,  tearing  her  hair, 
Down  cam*  hb  sweet  orifr  wi*  bonnia  baSna 

three, 
Ane  at  her  boeom,  and  tore  at  her  knee. 

There  stood  the  fleet  steed  all  foamio*  and  hol^ 
There  shriek'd  his  sweet  wrh,  and  aank  on  Uie 

spot, 
There  stood  his  gray  £ither,  oreeping  sae  free^ 
So  hame  cam*  his  steed,  hot  hame  never  earn* 

he. 


THE  BOB  OF  DUMBLANE. 

La  sail,  lend  me  your  braw  hemp  heckle^ 

And  ru  lend  you  my  thripling  kame; 
For  fiunness,  deary,  1*11  gar  ye  kcekle^ 

If  ye*ll  go  dinoe  the  Bob  of  Dumhbae. 
Haste  ye,  gang  to  the  ground  of  your  tronkioB, 

Busk  jre  braw,  and  dinna  think  shame ; 
Consider  in  time,  if  leading  of  monkias 

Be  better  than  dancing  the  Bob  of  Domblana. 

Be  frank,  my  lassie,  lent  I  grow  flckle^ 
And  tske  my  orord  and  ofler  again. 

Syne  ye  may  chance  to  repent  it  mickle. 
Ye  dkl  na  accept  tha  Bob  of  Damblanap 
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The  dinner,  the  piper,  awl  priett  ftball  be  rwdy. 

And  I'm  grovnt  dnwy  with  lying  my  lane  ; 
Away  then,  leave  beith  minny  and  dady. 

And  try  with  me  the  Bob  of  Dttmbhuw. 


LOCHABER  NO  MORE. 
f%M— **  Loduber  no  mote.* 

Farswell  to  Loehaber,  and  fiuvwell  m}i  Jean, 
Where  heartsome  with  thee  Fve  mony  day  been ; 
For  Lochaber  no  more,  Lochaber  no  more, 
We*ll  may  be  return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 
Theie  tears  that  I  abed,  they  are  a*  for  my  dear, 
And  no  for  the  dangcra  attradiog  on  weir, 
Tho  bore  on  rough  aeas  to  a  for  bloody  ihore) 
May  be  to 'return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 

Tho*  hurrieanet  rite,  and  rite  er'ry  wind. 
They'll  ne*er  make  a  tempest  like  that  in  my 

mind. 
Tho*  loudeat  of  thunder  on  kwdrr  warea  roar, 
That*t  naethiog  like  leaving  my  lore  on  the  shore. 
To  leave  thee  behind  me  my  heart  is  sair  painM, 
By  ease  that's  ingloriotts,  ni>  fome  can  be  gaio'd. 
And  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave. 
And  I  most  deserve  it  before  I  can  craves 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  maun  plead  my  excuse. 
Since  honour  commands  me,  how  can  I  refuse  ? 
Without  it  I  ne*er  can  have  merit  for  thee. 
And  without  thy  fovour  Td  better  not  be. 
I  gae  then,  my  lass,  to  win  honour  and  fome^ 
And  if  I  riiould  ludc  to  come  gloriously  hame, 
rU  bring  a  heart  to  thee  with  love  running  o'er. 
And  then  I'll  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no  man. 


JOCKY  SAID  TO  JEANY. 

JocxT  said  to  Jeauy,  Jeany,  wilt  thou  do't  ? 
Ne'er  a  fit,  quo'  Jeanv,  for  my  tocher -good, 
For  my  tocher-good,  I  winna  marry  thee. 
E'ena  ye  like,  quo*  Jockey,  ye  may  let  it  be. 


I  hae  gowd  and  gear,  I  hae  land  enough, 
I  hae  seven  good  ewsen  ganging  in  a  pWugh, 
Ganging  in  a  pleugh,  and  linking  o'er  the  lee, 
And  gin  ye  winna  tak  me,  I  eon  let  ye  be. 

I  hae  a  good  ha*  houses  a  bam  and  a  byre^ 
A  stack  afore  the  dodr,  1*11  make  a  rantin  An, 
1*11  make  a  rantia  fire,  and  merry  «hall  we  be  t 
And  gin  ye  winna  tak  me,  I  can  let  ye  be. 

Jeany  aaid  to  Jocky,  Gm  ye  winna  leD, 
Ye  shall  be  the  lad,  rn  be  the  hsa  myaeU. 
Ye're  a  boony  hd,  aad  I'm  a  lassie  fitee^ 
Ye'rt  weleooier  to  tak  ne  than  to  let  me  be. 


THE  LOWLANDS  OF  HOLLAND 

AKOTmE  TBftSlOir. 

The  lure  duit  I  hae  cheeeB 

rU  therewith  be  content ; 
The  saut  sea  will  be  finoaen 

Before  that  I  repeat ; 
Repent  it  will  I  never 

Until  the  day  I  die. 
Though  the  Lowlands  of  HoOftad 

Hae  twined  my  love  and  bh. 

My  luve  lies  in  the  aant  sea, 

And  I  am  on  the  side ; 
Enough  to  break  a  yoang  diiag*8  heat 

Wha  lately  was  a  bride— 
Wha  lately  was  a  happy  bride. 

And  pleasure  in  her  ee ; 
But  the  Lowlands  of  HoUaad 

Hae  twined  my  love  and  bh. 


Oh  !  Hollaed  is  a  barren  places 

In  it  there  grows  nae  grain. 
Nor  ony  habitation 

Wherein  for  to  remain  ; 
But  the  sugar  canes  are  ^caty. 

And  the  wine  draps  fne  the 
But  the  Lowlands  of  HoUand 

Hae  twined  my  love  and  me. 

My  love  he  built  a  bonaie  ahip^ 

And  sent  her  to  the  sea, 
Wi*  seven  score  guid  maiinen 

To  bear  her  oompanie. 
Three  score  to  the  bottom  gacd. 

And  three  score  died  at  sea ; 
And  the  Lowlands  of  HoUand 

Hae  twined  my  love  and  bh. 


JENNY  DANG  THE  WSAYEi 

JcKNY  kp,  and  Jenny  iaag, 

Jenny  dang  the  weaver ; 
The  piper  played  aa  Jenny 

An*  aye  she  daag  the 


As  I  cam  in  by  Fisbetrow, 

MusselbuiYh  waa  a 
I  threw  aff  the  muieel-pock. 
And  courtit  wi*  my 


Had  Jenny*8  aproa  biddaa  dofva 
The  kirk  wad  ne*er  hm  kaa'd  k; 

But  now  the  word  *s  gaae  thro'  ll« 
The  devil  canna  m»d  it. 


Jenny  lap,  aad  Jcaay  flaa^ 
Jenny  daag  the  weaver ; 

The  piper  played  aa  Jeaay 
And  aye  she  daag  the  wia^ 
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AS  I  WENT  OUT  AE  MAT  MORNING. 

Am  I  went  out  ae  Majt  morning, 
Ac  Majr  morning  it  happened  to  be^ 

0  there  1  uw  a  Tery  bonnie  Um 
Cume  linkin*  o*er  the  lea  to  roe. 

And  O  she  was  a  weel-£iud  Ian, 

Sweet  aa  the  flower  aae  newly  apmng ; 

1  Raid,  fair  maid,  an*  ye  fiincy  me, 

When  ahe  laughing  laid,  I  am  too  young. 

To  be  your  bride  I  am  too  young, 

And  far  our  proud  to  be  your  looa ; 
This  IB  th«  merry  month  of  Blay, 

But  rU  be  aulder.  Sir,  in  June. 
The  hawthoma  flourished  frcth  and  £ur, 

And  o'er  our  heads  the  small  Inrds  sing. 
And  never  a  word  the  laaaie  said, 

But,  gentle  Sir,  I  am  too  young. 


THE  WEE,  WEE  GERMAN  LAIRDIE. 

Wha  the  deil  hae  we  gotten  for  a  king, 
But  a  wee,  wee  Get  man  lairdie  ? 

And,  when  we  gaed  to  bring  him. 
He  waa  delving  in  his  yardie : 

Sheuchii^  kaiU  and  kying  leeka. 

But  tlie  hose,  and  but  the  breeks ; 

And  up  his  b^gar  duds  he  clrek^— 
This  wee^  wee  German  lairdie. 

And  he's  dapt  down  in  our  gudeman*B  chair, 

The  wee,  wee  German  lairdie ; 
And  he's  brought  fbuth  o*  foreign  trash, 

And  dibbled  them  in  his  yardie. 
He*s  ptt*d  the  rose  o*  English  loons, 
And  bnAen  the  harp  o*  Irish  clowns ; 
Bat  onr  thistife  tapa  will  jag  his  thumbs 

This  we^  wee  German  lairdie. 

Come  ap  amang  our  Highland  hills, 

Thou  wee^  wee  German  lairdie, 
And  see  the  Stuart*s  lang-kail  thrive 

We  dibbled  in  our  yardie : 
And  if  a  stock  ye  dare  to  pu*. 
Or  hand  ike  yoking  o'  a  plough, 
Well  break  your  sceptre  o*er  your  mou*. 

Thou  wee  bil  Ocrman  lairdie. 

Our  hilb  are  ateep,  our  glen  are  dcep^ 

Nae  fitting  for  a  yardie ; 
Aad  our  Norland  thistles  winna  pu*. 

Thou  wee  bit  German  lairdie : 
And  we've  the  trenching  blades  o'  weir, 
Wid  prune  yo  o*  your  German 


We'll  pass  ye  'neath  the  daymore's  shear. 
Thou  fecklen  German  lairdie  ! 

Auld  Scotldod,  thou'rt  ower  cauld  a  holt 

For  nursin*  sioean  vermin  ; 
But  the  very  dougs  o*  England'*  court 

They  Inrk  and  howl  in  German. 
Then  keep  thy  dibble  in  thy  ain  hand, 

Thy  spade  but  and  thy  yardie ; 
For  wha  the  deil  hae  we  gotten  for  a  kin^ 

But  a  wee,  wee  German  laiidie  ? 


THE  FORAY, 
tia  wALTsa  acorr. 

The  bst  of  our  steers  on  the  board  has  baea 

spread. 
And  the  last  flask  of  wine  in  our  goblets  is  red  i 
Up,  up,  my  brave  kinsmen  I     belt  swords  aad 

begone; 
There  are  dangers  to  dare,  aad  there's  spoil  to 

won ! 

The  eyes  that  so  lately  mixed  glances  with  oun^ 
For  a  space  must  be  dim,  aa  &tj  gaie  from  tht 

tpwers. 
And  strive  to  distiaguish,  through  tempest  aad 

gloom. 
The  praace  of  the  steeds  and  the  top  of  the 

pluoie. 

The  rain  is  descending,  the  wind  risea  loud. 
The  moon  her  red  beacon  has  veiled  with  ■ 

cloud— 
'Tu  the  better,  my  mates,  fiv  the  warder's  dull 

eye 
Shall  in  confidence  ilainber,  aor  dream  we  are 

nigh. 

Our  steeds  are  impatient— I  hear  my  blytht 

gT«y; 
There  is  life  in  hie  hool^daag  aad  hope  ia  hia 

aeigh ; 
Like  the  flaah  of  a  melMr,  the  glance  of  hia 

mane 
Shall  marshal  your  march  diroi^h  the  dark- 

nesa  and  rain. 

The  draw-bridge  has  dropped,  and  the  buglt 

has  blown ; 
One  pledge  is  to  quaff  yet— then  monat  and 

begone: 
To  their  honour  and  peace  that  ahall  rest  with 

the  slain ! 
To  their  health  and  their  |^  that  see  Tcviol 

again! 
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ADIEU !  A  HEART.WARMFOND  ADIEU! 


**  The  Pcaooek." 


Adiku  !  a  licart-warm  fond  adieo ! 

Dear  brotheni  of  the  myatio  tie  ! 
Ye  f«\'our*d,  ye  enlightenM  few, 

G>mpanioDii  of  my  aorial  joy ! 
Tliough  I  to  foreign  land*  muat  hie, 

Punuing  Fortune'a  aliddry  ba*, 
With  melting  heart,  and  brimful  tif, 

V\\  mind  you  itill,  though  for 


Oft  liave  I  met  your  social  band. 

And  wpent  the  clieerfiil  festive  night ; 
Oa,  hunour'd  vrith  tu|ireme  eommand, 

Presi<led  o*er  the  Minn  of  light ; 
And  by  that  hieroglyphic  bright, 

Which  none  but  crafumen  ever  aaw  1 
Strong  memory  on  my  heart  shall  write 

Those  happy  scenes  when  far  awa ! 

May  freedom,  harmony,  and  lovei 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  dcMgn, 
Beneath  the  Omniscient  Eye  above, 

The  glorious  architect  divine ! 
That  you  may  keep  th*  unerring  Mae, 

Still  rising  by  Uie  plummet's  law, 
Till  order  bright  completely  shine — 

Shall  be  my  prayer  when  for  awa. 

And  you,  ferewell !  who«e  merits  claim. 

Justly,  that  highest  badge  to  wear ! 
Heaven  blesa  jrour  honoured,  noble  name, 

To  maaonry  and  Scotia  dear ! 
A  last  request  peimit  me  here. 

When  yearly  ye  aasemUe  a'. 
One  round,  I  aaJc  it  with  a  tear, 

To  him,  the  bard,  that's  for  awa.* 


AB  FOND  KISS. 


As  toad  kisa,  aad  then  W8 

At  fiuvwdl,  alaa,  for  ever  I 

Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  1*11  pledge  thee, 

War  in  aigha  and  groana  1*11  wage  thc«. 


•  Written  as  a  sort  of  fkrewel!  to  the  Maaonfe  eom- 
I  of  hks  youth«  whan  the  poet  wis  on  the  point 


Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grievea 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him  ? 
Me,  nae  cheerfu'  twinkle  lights  me ; 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 

ni  ne'er  blame  thy  partial  fancy, 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nanqr ; 
But  to  aee  her,  waa  to  love  her ; 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  kindly. 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  blindly ; 
Never  met— «r  never  parted. 
We  had  ne*er  been  broken-hearted. 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  first  and  faireal ! 
Fare  thee  well,  thou  best  and  dearcat ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure. 
Peace,  enjoyment,  love,  and  pleasure ! 
Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  aever ; 
Ae  farewell,  alas,  for  ever ! 
Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  1*11  pledge  tha% 
War  in  sighs  and  groana  1*11  wage  thca. 


Ttoi 


AFTON  WATER. 

"  The  YcnowJiaii«d  Laddlai* 


Flow  gently,  sweet  Afkon,  among  thy  gffaa 

braen. 
Flow  gently.  Til  sing  thee  a  aong  in  thy  praiac; 
My  Mary*s  asleep  by  thy  murmuring 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afkon,  disturb  not  bar  di 


'  hks  vouth,  whan  the  poet  wis 
Soocland  foi  JaaMka,  178& 


Thou  stock-dove,  whoae  ecbo  rcaeunda  throngk 
the  glen, 

Ye  wild-whistling  blackbirda,  in  yon  fkiwcry 
den. 

Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thj  arreaming  for- 
bear, 

I  charge  you,  disturb  not  my  alumbering  foir. 


How  tofty,  sweet  AfUm,  thy  nrighbooring  bilK 
Far  mark*d  with  Uic  cuuraea  olf  dcnr-wiading 

rilb; 
There  daily  I  wander,  aa  mom  riaea  high. 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

HiiW  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleya  briow. 
Where  wild  in  the  woudlanda  the  primroses  blow; 
There  oft,  aa  mild  evening  creep*  o*er  the  lea. 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shiulca  my  Mary  and  ma 
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Thy  cryttti  itrfltiii,  Aftoo,  now  lovdj  it  glidct* 
And  winds  by  the  oot  where  my  Mary  reudet ! 
How  winton  thy  waten  her  mowy  net  laTe» 
As,  gath'ring  tweet  flow'reta,  the  •tenit  thy 
dear  waTe! 

Flow  gcndy,  tweet  Afton,  among  thy  green 

braet; 
Flow  gently,  tweet  riTrrt  die  theme  of  my  laya ; 
My  Bfary*t  asleep  by  thy  mvmnring  itream ; 
Flow  gently,  tweet  Aftoo,  dittorb  not  her  dream. 


AGAIN  REJOICINO  NATURE  SEES. 


,*• 


Johnnkr>  Orey  Drteki.' 


AoAiir  rgoicing  nature 

Her  robe  asttime  its  Temal  hoea ; 
Her  leafy  lockt  ware  in  the  breeK, 

All  freshly  tteep'd  in  morning  dews. 

In  rain  to  me  the  cowtlipe  blaw  ; 

In  vain  to  me  the  Ti*lets  sprii^ ; 
In  Tain  to  me,  in  glen  or  shaw, 

The  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  ung. 

The  merry  plooghboy  cheers  his  team  ; 

Wi*  joy  the  tentie  sesdman  stauks ; 
But  life  to  me*s  a  weary  dream, 

A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauks. 

The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims ; 

Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry  ; 
The  sutdy  swan  majestic  swims ; 

And  every  thing  is  blest  but  L 

The  shepherd  steeks  hi^  fiulding  slaps, 
And  o'er  the  moorland  whbUes  shrill ; 

Wi*  wild,  unequal,  wandering  atep, 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  the  Isrk,  'tween  light  and  dark» 
Kithe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 

And  mounti  and  nings  on  fluttering  wings, 
A  woe-worn  ghaist,   I  hamewaid  glide. 

Come,  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl. 
And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree ; 

Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  cheerleM  soul, 
When  nature  all  is  sad  like  me ! 


A  HIGHLAND  LAD  MY  LOVE  WAS 
BORN. 


niB  **  AAUCI.!  CABLIXB'S     SOITO  IM  TRB 


*'  JOLLT  BXGOABS.' 


•> 


O  an  ye  war  dead,  gukhnanl* 

A  HioHLAWD  lad  my  love  was  bom. 
The  Lcwland  kwt  Im  held  inteoms 


But  he  still  was  fiuthful  to  his  Cisn, 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman ! 

Sing  Asy,  Mjf  braw  John  ERghhstdmoM  f 

Sing  ho,  mg  brow  Jokn  Higktandman  / 

Then*9  not  ^  lad  in  a  tk*  kmd. 

Was  match  far  mg  braw  Jokn  BighUmdmmmt 

With  his  philabeg  and  tartan  plaid. 
And  gnde  claymore  down  by  hit  aide^ 
The  kdiea*  hearta  he  did  trepu. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandmaa. 
Sing  Asy,  |pe. 

We  ranged  a  nnom  Tweed  to  Sp^r, 
And  lived  like  lorda  and  ladies  g^ ; 
For  a  Lawland  fiioe  he  feared  noneb 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman, 
Stng  heg,  jfc 


They  banished  him  bejrond  the 
But,  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran. 
Embracing  my  biaw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  heg,  ffc 

But,  och !  they  catched  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dui^eon  fest ; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one^ 
They've  hanged  my  braw  John  Highland] 
Sing  heg,  ^ 

And  now,  a  widow,  I  must  monm 
Departed  joys  that  ne*er  return. 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  heg,  jfe* 


AMANO  THE  TREES  WHERE  HUM. 
MING  BEES. 

Tume—"  The  King  of  Fnmee,  he  rade  a  Rassb* 

Aha  NO  the  trees  where  humming  bees 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hingii^,  O ; 
Auld  Caledon  drew  out  her  drone. 

And  to  her  pipe  was  singing,  O ; 
*Twss  Pibroch,  sang,  strathspey,  or  reeli^ 

She  diri'd  them  aif,  fit'  clearly,  O  ; 
When  there  cam  a  yell  o*  foreign  sqneeh. 

That  dang  her  tapulteerie. 


Their  capon  crawa  and  queer  ha  ha'a. 

They  made  our  lugs  grow  cerie^  O ; 
The  hungry  bike  did  scrape  and  piln 

'Tin  we  were  wae  and  weary,  O^ 
But  a  royal  ghaist  wha  anoe  waa  eM*4 

A  priaoner  anghteen  year  awa. 
He  flr*d  a  fiddler  in  the  North 

That  dang  them  tapaahearii^  Ol 
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A  MAN'S  A  MAN  FOR  A'  THAT. 
•«  For  a*  that,  and  aT  thaC 


la  tlwre,  for  booeat  poverty* 

That  banga  his  head,  and  a*  that  r 
The  toward-aUve,  we  paja  him  by ; 

We  daur  be  puir  for  a'  that. 
For  a*  that,  and  a*  that, 

Our  toUa  obeeiire»  and  a*  that. 
The  rank  b  but  the  fiibea-atanip— 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  though  on  bamelf  fiure  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin-grej,  and  a*  that  ? 
Qie  fook  their  ailka,  and  knavei  their  wine ; 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that ; 
for  a'  that,  and  a*  that. 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a'  that, 
The  honest  man,  though  e*er  sse  puir, 

b  king  0*  men  for  a'  that. 

Te  see  yon  birkie,  ca'd  a  k>rd,, 

Wha  struts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that ; 
Thouffh  hundreds  worship  at  hb  word, 

He  s  but  a  cuif  for  a*  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a*  that, 

Hb  ribbon,  star,  and  a'  that. 
The  man  of  independent  mind. 

He  looks  and  Uugha  at  a'  that. 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a*  that ;  ^ 
But  an  honeat  man's  aboon  hb  mieht, 

Gude  &ith,  he  maunna  fit'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a*  that. 

Their  dignities,  and  a*  that. 
The  pith  o'  sense,  the  pride  o'  worth. 

Are  higher  ranks  for  a*  that. 

Then  let  us  pray,  that  come  it  may. 

As  come  it  will,  for  a'  that. 
That  sense  and  worth,  o*er  a'  the  earth. 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a*  that. 
For  a*  that,  and  a'  that, 

It's  comin*  yet  for  a*  that. 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o*er, 

Shan  brothers  be  for  a*  that 


ANNA. 
>"  p**>^«  of  Banna** 


YBSTRnir  I  had  a  pbl  o'  wine, 

A  place  where  body  saw  na ; 
Yestreen  lay  on  thb  breast  o'  mil 

The  raren  kieka  of  Anna. 
The  hungry  Jew  in  wiklcmeM, 

Rqoidng  ower  hb  manna, 
Waa  naething  to  my  hiaBy  bibs. 

Upon  the  lips  of  Anna. 


Gb  me  within  my  etraimng  gr«f 

The  melting  form  ef  Anmu 
There  1*11  despbe  imperial  cbanMp 

An  empress  or  snltana. 
While  dying  raptures,  in  her  arwi« 

I  give  and  Uke  with  Anna. 

Awa,  thou  flannting  god  of  day  ! 

Awa,  thou  pale  Diana ! 
Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twuiUiag  ny. 

When  Vm  to  meet  my  Anna. 
Come,  in  thy  raven  plumage,  night, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  withdraw*  a' , 
And  bring  au  angel  pen  to  write 

My  transports  with  my  Anna.* 


ANNIE. 
9Vfif>"  Allsn  Water.* 

I  WALKKB  out  with  the  Museum  in  my  hand, 
and  turning  up  Allan  Water,  the  wonb  appesrcl 
to  me  rather  unworthy  of  so  fine  an  air,  so  I  sit 
and  raved  under  the  shade  of  an  old  thorn  till  I 
wrote  one  to  suit  the  measure. 

Bt  Allan  stream  I  chanced  to  rove. 

While  Phoebus  sank  beyond  Benledi, 
The  winds  were  whiwp'ring  through  the  grov^ 

The  yellow  corn  ira»  waving  rady  : 
I  listen  d  to  a  lover's  ^ani;. 

And  thought  ou  \  oiithful  pleasures  many ; 
And  aye  the  wild-wiiod  echoes  rang— 

O,  dearly  do  I  k>ve  thee,  Annb ! 

O,  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower  ; 

Nae  nightly  bogle  msk  it  eerie ; 
Nor  ever  sorrow  stain  the  hour. 

The  place  and  time  I  meet  my  dearie ! 
Her  head  upon  my  throbbing  breast. 

She,  sinking,  said,  Tm  thine  for  ever ! 
While  many  a  kin  the  seal  imprcas'd. 

The  sacied  vow,  we  ne'er  should 


The  haunt  o'  Spring's  the  primrose  btie ; 

The  Simmer  jo)s  the  flocks  to  folfow ; 
How  cheerb^  through  her  short'ning  day. 

Is  Autumn  in  her  weeds  oT  yellow ! 
But  can  they  melt  the  gkiwing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  snul  in  cpccchless  pleasure. 
Or  through  each  nerve  the  rapture  dart. 

Like  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  tressare  ? 


•  Thitsong.  like  *'  HiahlsBrf  Mary, 
proof  of  tbe  imwer  whim  poecry 
and  subliming  oMccts.  Highland  Mary 
maldof  Coil»Hcldi  Anns  u  «ld  to  have 
thine  meaner.    The  poet  sues  was  In  a  fine 
roilSe  when  he  sskl.  *•  I  dOnk  dds  b  the  hast 
c  I 


Yt  moaareha  tak  the  cMt  and 
?tm  hdiB  to  Suvamh  I 
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A  RED  HED  ROSE. 


Low  down  in  the  Dnimt.* 


O,  MT  luTe*ii  like  a  red  red  rwe^ 
That**  oewlj  ipniiif  in  June ; 

0»  my  low**  like  the  melodie. 
That*!  mreedy  pby*d  in  tone. 

Aa  fiur  ait  thou,  my  bonnae  lati^ 

Sae  deep  in  love  am  I ; 
And  I  will  kive  thee  etill,  my  deir, 

Till  a'  the  m»s  gang  dry. 

Tin  a*  the  teas  gang  dry,  my  dear. 
And  the  rocka  melt  wi*  the  lun ; 

I  win  lure  thee  still,  my  dear* 
White  the  aands  o*  life  shall  ran. 

And  fare  thee  wcel»  my  only  luve. 
And  fare  thee  wed  a  while ! 

And  I  will  come  agiin,  my  luve. 
Though  it  were  ten  thouund  mile. 


A  ROSE-BUD  BY  BIY  EARLY  WALK. 

This  song  I  composed  on  Mi»  Jenny  Cruik- 
shank,  only  cLild  to  my  worthy  friend  Mr. 
Williem  Cruikshank  of  the  High-Sihoul,  Eilin. 
bai^h.  The  air  is  by  DaviU  SilUr,  quondam 
merchant,  now  schoolmaster,  in  Irvine :  the 
Davie  to  whmu  I  addretti  my  poetical  epistle. 

A  mmm-uon  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  com-inckMed  bawk, 
Sm  gendy  beat  its  thorny  stalk, 
AU  oo  a  dewy  moraii^. 

Ere  twM«  the  shades  o*  dawn  are  fled, 
b  a*  its  crimson  glory  spread. 
And  droo|nng  rich  the  dewy  head, 
It  soenia  the  eariy  aorniag. 

Within  the  bub,  her  eoifert  imt 
A  tittle  linnet  fondly  preat. 
The  dew  aat  chilly  oa  her  brsast 
Sae  early  in  the  morning. 

8be  soon  shall  ae«  her  tender  brood, 
Tiw  ivide,  the  pleiaare  o*  the  wood, 
Amaog  the  fnth  graen  learea  bedewed. 
Awake  the  early  monaiag. 

8i  dioa,  dear  birdy  yoang  Jeaoy  fiur, 
Oa  trembling  string  or  mal  air, 
8baD  sweetly  pay  ^  tender  care 
That  tenia  thy  early  morning. 

tt  dioo,  aweet  rosebud,  yoang  and  gay, 
9kth  beaateooa  blm  upon  the  day, 
hai  Uesa  the  parent'a  erening  ray 
That  wtlefaad  t^  early  moniag . 


A  SOUTHLAND  JENNY. 

This  is  a  popular  Ajrrshire  song,  though  the 
notes  were  never  taken  down  before.— It,  m 
well  as  many  of  the  ballad  tunes  in  this  oollee- 
tion,  was  written  from  Mrs.  Burns*s  voice. 

A  SouTHLAWD  Jenny  that  was  right  bonny. 
Had  for  a  suitor  a  Norland  Johnnie^ 
Rut  he  was  sicken  a  bashfu*  wooer. 
That  he  could  scarcely  speak  unto  her. 

Rut  blinks  o*  her  beauty,  and  hopes  o*  her  siller. 
Furred  him  at  last  to  tell  his  mind  till  her ; 
My  dear,  quo*  he,  weMl  nac  langer  tarry. 
Gin  ye  can  lo*e  me,  let*so*er  the  moor  and  marry 

Gome  awa  then,  my  Norland  laddie, 
Tho*  we  gang  neat,  some  are  mair  gaudy  ; 
Allwit  I  hae  neither  land  nor  money. 
Come,  and  I'll  ware  my  betuty  on  thee. 

Ye  lasses  o*  tlie  South,  ye*re  a*  for  dressin ; 
Lames  o*  the  North,  mind  milkin  and  threshin  ; 
My  minnie  wad  be  angry,  and  sae  wad  my 

daddie, 
ShouM  1  marry  ane  as  dink  as  a  lady. 


the  momin, 
the  homa  a 


I  maun  hae  a  wife  that  will  rise  i 
Cniddle  a*  the  milk,   and  keep 

scauldin  ; 
Tulaie  wi*  her  neebors,  and  learn  at  my  minnie^ 
A  Norland  Jocky  maun  hae  a  Norland  Jenny. 

My  father's  only  dochtcr,  wi*  £uma  and  eiUer 

ready. 
Wad  be  ill  bestowed  upon  sic  a  clownish  body ; 
A'  that  1  said  was  to  try  what  was  in  thee, 
Oae  hame,  ye  Norland  Jockie,  and  court  ywr 

Norland  Jenny  ! 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

Should  auM  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  mind  ? 
Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
And  auld  lang  syne ! 

For  amid  hang  tpue,  my  Jo, 

Far  auld  tan^  •yn*^ 
We*U  tak  a  cup  o*  kinduesi  ytf, 
For  auld  long  tynt ! 

And  sorely  ye*l]  be  your  pint  atoip ! 

And  surely  I'll  be  mine  I 
And  we'll  tak  a  cup  o*  kindnea  yaC» 

For  auld  bng  syne. 
For  auld,  ^. 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  briMi 
And  pou*t  the  gowans  fine ; 

But  we've  wander'd  mooy  a  weary  fcol 
Sin  auld  Ung  syne. 
For  afild^^ 
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W«  twa  hae  pdiirt  i*  the  barm 

Fne  morning  no  *till  dine ; 
But  MM  between  us  brakl  hae  roar'd, 

Sin  tuld  bng  iiyne. 
For  amU,  jfc. 

And  there's  a  han*,  my  trusty  fiere, 

And  giee  a  ban*  o*  thine ! 
And  we'll  tak  a  right  gnde  wiUy-waught 

For  auld  lang  syne ! 
For  auld,  ^. 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 
Thkbb*s  tuld  Rob  Blrtrriib  that  wins  in  ycm 

He*s  the  king  o*  gude  feHows,  and  wale  of  auld 

men  ; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  cofiers ;  he  has  ousen  and 

kine. 
And  ae  bonnie  lanie*  his  darling  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  in  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May  ; 
She's  sweet  as  the  evening  among  the  new  hay  ; 
As  blythe,  and  as  artless,  as  the  Iamb  on  the 

lea; 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to  my  ee. 

Bat  oh !  she's  an  heiresa :  auld  Robin's  a  laird, 
And  my  dsddie  has  nought  but  a  cothouse  and 

yard. 
A  wooer  like  me  mauna  hope  to  come  speed. 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  my 

dead. 

The  day  comes  to  roe,  but  delight  brinp  me 

nane ; 
The  night  comes  to  roe,  but  my  mt  it  is  gane ; 
I  wander  my  lane  like  a  night>troubled  ghaist. 
And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my 

breut! 

Oh  hid  she  but  been  of  a  k>wer  degree, 

I  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  upon 

me; 
O  how  pa<it  desenring  Iiod  then  been  my  bless, 
As  DOW  my  distraction,  no  words  can  ezprc«a. 


BESSY  AND  HER  SPINNING  WHEEL. 
-•«  The  bottom  of  the  Punch  Bowl.* 


O  LBRiK  me  on  my  qiinning-whecl ! 
O  leeie  me  on  my  rock  and  reel ! 
Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  mi'  bien. 
And  haps  me  feil  *  and  warm  at  e'en ! 
I'll  set  me  doun,  and  sing,  and  spin, 
While  laigh  descends  the  simm? r  vin ; 

•  G9?ienmewlthastnffHXM»)l'  I9<wi 


Blest  wi'  eootant,  and  milk,  aad 
O  leeie  me  on  my  apinningwwhnl  I 

On  ilka  hand  the  bnmiei  troC» 
And  meet  bekiw  my  theekit  cot ; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  wUli 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  uwti^ 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest* 
Axtd  little  fishes*  caller  rest ; 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  bid. 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  qiianing-' 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail, 
And  echo  cons  the  doolfu*  talt ; 
The  lintwhitcs  in  the  haael  bne^ 
Ddightcd,  riral  ither*s  lays  t 
The  craik  amang  the  clover  hay. 
The  paitrick  whirring  ower  the  lea* 
The  swallow  jinkin*  round  my  shid ; 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinning-wbceL 

Wi*  sma'  to  sdl,  and  less  to  buy, 
Aboon  distress,  bdow  envy, 
O  wha  wad  leave  this  humble  state, 
For  a*  the  pride  of  a*  the  great  ? 
Amid  their  flaring  idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joye. 
Can  they  the  peace  anil  pleasure  fed 
Of  Bessy  at  her  spinning-whed  ? 


BEWARE  O'  BONNIE  ANN. 

I  coMrosED  thia  song  out  of  coaplimcal  I 
Miss  Ann  Mastcrton,  the  daughter  of  my  frisai 
Allan  Masterton,  the  author  of  the  air  of  SUmIIU 
aiUan*»  Lament,  and  two  or  three  otben  is  thie 
work. 


Yx  gallants  bright  I  rad  ya  rights 

Bewaie  o*  bminie  Ann  ; 
Her  comely  face  sae  fn'  o*  graee^ 

Your  lieart  she  will  trepan. 
Her  ern  sae  bright,  like  stars  by 

Her  »kin  is  like  the  swan  ; 
Sae  jimply  lac'd  her  geoty 

That  sweetly  ye  might 


Youth,  grace,  and  love,  attendaat 

Awl  pleasure  leads  the  vaa  : 
In  a'  their  charms,  and  cooqiMriig 

1  ney  wait  on  bonBie  Aoau 
The  captive  bands  may  chais  tht 

But  love  enslavea  the  maa  % 
Ye  gallants  braw,  I  red  you  •'» 

Aware  o'  boBDie  Aaa. 
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>  THE  HOUR,  TUB  BOAT 
ARRIVE. 

ftaf-^«  Onn  OaoU." 

lioar,  the  boat  arrive ; 

tf  tbou  darling  of  my  heart  \ 

I  thee,  can  I  turvive  ? 

M  wOrd,  and  ve  mtut  part. 

■t  thin  surging  aweH, 

It  nle  will  often  hail  : 

I  took  my  last  fiirewell, 

•t  markM  her  vanithM  saiU'* 

litary  shore, 

iag  tea-fowl  roand  me  cry, 
iDiag,  dashing  roar, 
urd  turn  my  wistful  eye  : 
Indian  grove,  I*U  say, 
r  my  Nancy's  path  may  be ! 
;h.  thy  sweets  she  loves  to  stray. 
m,  does  she  mnse  on  me  ? 


OND  THEE,  DEARIE. 

rkable  of  this  air,  that  it  is  the  con- 
oantry  where  the  greatest  part  of 
I  mnsic,  (so  far  as  from  the  title, 
rt  can  localise  it),  has  been  com- 
D  Craigie-burn,  near  Moffjt,  until 
be  West  Highlands,  we  have  scarce- 
ir  of  any  antiquity, 
ns  composed  on  a  paniou  which 
im»  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  had 
irima',  afterwards  a  Mrs.  Whelp- 
vang  lady  was  born  at  Craigie- 
-The  chorus  is  part  of  an  old  fool- 


ntt  heyond  thee^  dearie, 
he  lying  beyond  thee, 
mmdly,  wtel  may  he  sleep, 
i  in  the  bed  beyond  thee. 


UOIE-BURN  WOOD. 

tha  evening  on  Craigie-burn  wood, 
Ij  awakens  the  morrow  ; 
of  the  spring  in  the  Craigie-burn 

M  to  nothing  but  sorrow. 
fomd  lAee,  ^c. 

idiog  leaves  and  flowers^ 
■rikt  birds  singing ; 
tfaey  hae  nane  for  me, 
nqr  heart  is  wringing. 
foid  tkte,  ^ 

■Mon  oa  telly 
rfov  anger; 


But  secret  love  will  break  my 
U I  conceal  it  langer. 

Beyond,  thee,  ^ 


I  see  thee  gracefu*,  straight  and  taB« 
I  see  thee  sweet  and  bonnie, 

But  oh,  what  will  my  torment!  ba^ 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnie ! 
Beyond  thee,  ^. 

To  tee  thee  in  anither*s  armi. 
In  love  to  lie  and  languish, 

*Twad  be  my  dead,  that  wiU  be  Ma% 

My  heart  wad  burst  wi*  •"gnieh> 

Beyond  thee,  ^ 

But  Jeanie,  say  thon  wilt  be  miot, 
Say,  thou  lo'es  nane  before  mt ; 

And  a'  my  days  o'  life  to  come^ 
ril  gratefully  adore  thee. 
Beyond  thee,  ^. 


BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  YON  HILI. 
Tune—**  Ligftmn  eosh.** 

Blttiie  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill. 

As  the  lambs  before  me ; 
Careless  ilka  thought  and  free. 

As  the  breese  flew  o*er  me  t 
Now  nae  langer  sport  and  play, 

Mirth  or  vang  can  please  me : 
Lesley  is  sae  fair  and  coy. 

Care  and  anguish  seiie  me. 


Heavy,  heavy  is  the  task. 

Hopeless  love  declaring : 
Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  but  glo* 

Sighing,  dumb,  despairing! 
If  »he  winna  eaw  the  thraws, 

In  my  bottom  swelling  ; 
Underneath  the  grasa-green  sod, 

Soon  maun  be  my  dwelling. 


BLYTHE  WAS  SHE. 

Blythe,  hfythe  and  merry  wu  tkt^ 
Biythe  wat  the  but  and  ben  ; 

Blythe  by  the  bankt  of  Em, 
And  blythe  in  Gleniurit  yktu 

Br  Oughtertyre  grows  the  aik. 

On  Yarrow  banks,  the  birken  thaw  | 

But  Phemie  was  a  bonnnier  laaa 
Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  wir. 
Blythe,  ^. 


Her  looks 
Htr  amile 


like  •  flow*r  m  Mafy 
Uk»  a  nmaier  mom  ; 
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She  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Era, 
Ab  l^fht's  a  bird  upon  a  tborn. 
Blythe,  ^. 


Her  bonny  &ee  it  wis  m  modk 

Ab  ony  lamb  upon  a  lee ; 
The  evening  tun  was  ne*er  sae  nrset 

Ab  was  the  blink  o*  Phemie'a  e'e. 
Blyth€,  ^ 

The  Highland  hill's  Fve  wander*d  wide, 
And  o*er  the  Lowlands  I  hae  been ; 

But  Phemie  was  the  blythe«t  lass 
That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 
Blytke,  ^. 
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BONNIE  WEE  THING. 


.** 


Bonnie  Wee  Thing.' 


BovKU  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 

1  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom, 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tine. 

Wistfully  I  look  and  languish 
In  that  boonie  face  o'  thine ; 

And  my  heart  it  stoonds  wi*  anguish, 
Lcat  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  beauty, 

In  ac  constellation  shine ; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  dutv, 

Goddess  o*  this  soul  o  mine  ! 

Dowiie  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wcrt  thou  mine, 

I  Wid  wear  thee  in  my  boeom. 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tinep 


BONNIE  LESLEY. 


*TheColUfli^ 


O,  SAW  ye  bonnie  Lesley, 

As  she  gaed  o*er  the  Border  ? 
She*s  gane,  like  Alezaader, 

To  spread  her  oonooerta  farth«. 
To  see  her  is  to  love  Iter, 

And  love  but  her  for  ever ; 
For  nature  made  her  what  ahe  u, 

And  never  made  anither  * 

Thou  art  a  queen,  ^r  Lesley, 

Thy  subjects  we  before  thee  t 
Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley ; 

The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 
The  Deil  he  couldni  scaith  thee. 

Or  aught  that  wad  belang  thee ; 
He*d  look  into  thy  boonie  fiiee, 

And  say,  I  canna  wrang  thee  f 

The  Powers  aboon  will  tent  thee, 

Misfortune  nhanna  steer  thee  ; 
Thou*rt  like  themselves  tae  lovely. 

That  ill  thevMl  ne*er  let  near ' 
Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie ! 
That  we  may  brag  we  hae  a  lass 

There's  nane  again  sae  boonie.* 


BONNTE  JEAN. 


rte«e-»"  Doonie 


BONNIE  BELL. 

Tux  smiling  Spring  comes  in  rejoicing. 

And  surly  Winter  grimly  flies ; 
Now  crystal  clear  are  the  uUing  waters. 

And  bonnie  blue  are  the  sunny  skies ; 
Fresh  o'er  the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  mor- 
ning. 

The  ev*ning  giUs  the  ocean's  swell ; 
All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  retnraing. 

And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonnie  BcU. 

The  fbw'ry  Spring  leads  sunny  Summer, 

And  yelkiw  Autumn  premes  near. 
Then  in  his  tura  romes  gloomy  Winter, 

'Till  smiling  Spring  again  appear. 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing, 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  tell, 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchanging 

I  adort  my  boonie  BdL 


Thkex  was  a  laaa,  and  she  was  fiur, 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen ; 

When  a*  the  fairest  maids  were  met. 
The  faireat  maid  was  bonnie  Jean. 

And  aye  she  wrought  her  mammie's  wuli 
And  aye  she  sang  sae  merrilie ; 

The  blythest  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne*er  a  lighter  heart  than  she. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  tender  joys 
That  blesA  the  little  lintwhite*s  ocst; 

And  frost  will  blight  the  Curest  flowcn. 
And  love  will  break  the  eoondut  iMt 

Young  Robie  was  the  biawtt  lad. 

The  flower  and  pride  of  a*  the  ^  { 
And  he  had  owten,  sheep,  and  kyc. 

And  wanton  naigica  nine  or  ten. 


He  gaed  wi*  Jeaaie  to  the  trystcw 
He  danced  wi*  Jeanle  on  the  dowa ; 

And  lang  ere  witless  Jeanie  wist. 
Her  heart  was  tint,  her  peace  wm 


•  Written  in  honour  n<  Misi  Ijedi-y 
ihire,  (now  Mn.  CummtoM  of  Lngie), 
way  to  Eaglaod,  through  OoarfMsb 


tal»t«f'{ 


80N08. 


IM 


o*  fhettretm 


dirdlt  at  dewy  e'eo^ 
iof,  pore,  ww  tender  love> 
tlw  breest  o*  bonnie  Jean. 

■he  worke  ber  mamniie**  work, 
•  abe  mgbs  wi'  grief  and  pain ; 
a  what  ber  ail  migbt  be, 
it  wad  make  ber  wcel  again. 


*a  beart  loop  ligbtp 
faia  jojr  Uink  in  her  ee, 
Indd  a  tale  o*  love, 
iag^  on  tbeliljr  lea? 

raa  aioking  in  the  wett, 
di  aang  tweet  in  ilka  grore ; 
to  ben  be  fondly  preat, 
diyer'd  thoa  hia  tale  of  love : 

hiTt  I  lo'e  tbee  dear ; 
Ami  think  to  fancy  me  ? 
iim  leave  thy  mammie't  cot, 
ra  to  tent  Uie  fiutna  wi'  me  ? 

or  byre  tiioo  ihalt  na  drodge, 
bii^  dae  to  trooble  thee ; 
■Bang  the  heatber-brilt, 
It  tha  waring  oon  wi*  me. 

1  could  artleas  Jeanie  do  ? 
I  aae  will  to  tay  him  na : 
Ab  bloshM  a  aweet  oonaent, 
t  vaa  aye  between  them  twa. 


lET  TU'ri'lK  TATTTIE. 

■it  the  tradition  oniveraally  over 
•ad  particolarly  aboot  Stirling,  in 
•vliood  oi  the  tcene,  that  this  air 
i  Bmoe't  march  at  the  Battle  of  Ban. 


BRUC£*S  ADDRESS 
noon  iKroBx  thb  battlx  of 

BAXMOCKBUEN. 

Hey  tattle  talttla.** 

wi>  WalUce  bled  I 
baa  aften  led  I 


•  kM  wi' 
Mraee 


■  yoor  gory  bed. 


day,  and  oow*a  the  boor : 
Bt  of  battle  kmr : 
A  proud  Edward*e  power- 
Bid  alaverie! 

MB  traitor  knave? 
lBeoward*agravo? 
■•  Bi  be  a  alave  ? 
tnBDd  ileal 


Wba,  for  Scot1and*a  king  and  Uw, 
Freedom's  aword  will  atrongly  draw. 
Freeman  atand,  or  freeman  &*, 
Let  him  follow  me ! 

By  opprearion's  woei  and  paina, 
By  your  ions  in  servile  chaina, 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veina. 
But  they  shall  be  free. 

Lay  the  prood  oaorpera  knr, 
Tyrants  frD  in  every  foe, 
Liberty's  in  every  blow, 
Let  us  do,  or  die ! 


CA'  THE  Y0WE8  TO  THE  KNOWEa 

Ca*  the  ytfwea  to  the  knowea, 
Ca*  them  where  the  heather  grow% 
Ca'  them  where  the  buroie  rowa^ 
My  bonnie  deariep 

Hark,  the  mavis'  evening  sang, 
Sounding  Cluden'a  woods  Bmang ; 
Then  a-faulding  let  oa  gang, 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

We'll  gang  doon  by  Qoden  aide, 
Thnra^  the  haaela  apreading  wide 
O'er  the  waves  that  aweetly  glides 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

Yonder  Cluden's  ^ilent  towera, 
Where,  at  moonshine  midnight  boora, 
O'er  the  dewy  budding  flowera 

The  fairiea  daoee  aae  ebeeriab 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  abalt  tboa  fear ; 
Thoo'rt  to  love  and  heaven  sae  deary 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thea  near, 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

Fair  and  lovely  aa  tboa  art, 
Thou  bast  stoun  my  very  beart ; 
I  can  die — but  canna  part, 
My  bonnie  dearie. 


CANST  THOU  LEAVE  ME  THUS,  BT? 

KATY? 

Tmm-*'  Royli  wiUB." 

Caw  BT  thoa  leave  me  tboa,  my  Katy  ? 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thua,  my  Katy  f 
Well  thou  knowest  my  aching  heart, 
And  eanat  thou  leave  me  thoa  for  pity? 

la  this  thy  plighted  fond  regard, 

Thoa  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy  ? 
la  thia  thy  fiiithful  swain's  reward— 

▲b  aching,  broken  boBrti  my  KBtf*? 
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Farewell !  tnd  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Raty ! 

Thon  inay*st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear~- 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy. 


REPLY  TO  THE  ABOVE. 

BT  A  TOUNG  SWOLISH  OSNTLSWOMAV.  POD  WD 
AMONGST  BUftM8*S  MAXOSCkinS  ATTEtL  HIS 
DSCZASS. 

Stay,  my  Willie — yet  believe  me, 
Stay,  my  Willie — ^yet  believe  me; 
*Tweel,'  thou  know*st  na  every  pang 
Wad  wring  my  bosom  ahouldst  thou  leave  me. 

Tell  me  that  thou  yet  art  true. 

And  a*  my  wrongs  shall  be  forgivMi ; 

And  when  this  heart  proves  fiUse  to  thee^ 
Yon  son  shall  cease  its  course  in  heaven. 

But  to  think  I  was  betray'd. 

That  £ilsehood  e'er  our  loves  should  sunder ! 
To  take  the  floweret  to  my  breast. 

And  find  the  guilefii*  serpent  under ! 

CouM  I  hope  thou*dst  ne*er  deceive  me, 
Celestial  pleasures,  jnight  I  choose  *em, 

rd  slight,  nor  seek  in  other  spheres 
That  heaven  I*d  find  within  thy  bosom. 


CALEDONIA. 

Thei»  groves  O  sweet  myrtles  let  foreign  land* 
reckon. 
Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  per- 
fume ; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o*  green  brecknn, 
With  the  bum  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow 
broom. 

Far  deirer  to  me  yon  humble  broom  bowers. 
Where  the  blue  bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly 
unneen ; 

For  there,  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild  flowers, 
A  listening  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Though  rich   is  the  breeze,  in  tlieir  gay  sunny 
vallics. 
And  cauid  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave  ; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands,   tliat  >kirt  the 
proud  palace. 
What  are  they  ? — the  haunt  o*  the  tyrant  and 
slave! 

Th«   sUve's   spicy  foresto  and  gold-bubbling 
fountains, 
The  brave  Uledonian  views  wi*  disdain ; 


He  winders  an  free  as  the  wind  on  his 
Save  love's  wiUii^  fetten — the 
Jean.* 


chains  efUi 


CHLOE. 


ALTUSD  P&OM  AV  OLD  SXOUSH  SOKa 

It  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  flowers  were  fresh  and  g^, 
One  morning  by  the  break  of  day. 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe ; 

From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose^ 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose, 
And  o'er  the  flowery  mead  she  goes, 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 
Lovely  teas  she  by  tkt  dawnj 

Youthful  Chloe,  charming  C3Um, 
Tripping  o*er  the  pearly  lawn. 
The  youthful,  charwung  CAube. 

The  feather *d  people  you  might  see 
Perch'd  all  around  on  every  tree. 


•Burnt  wrote  thlisoBc  In  eomplbnent  to  Mis.  Bm« 
during  thfir  hoiteymonn.  The  air.  with  nun?  «»hm 
of  equal  beauty,  was  the  comiiositioii  «»f  •  Mfr.  "iu- 
shall,  who,  in  Burnt**  time,  was  butler  to  the  Ditif 
of  Gordon. 

This  beautiful  aon^— beautiful  tor  both  its  aiMUrr 
and  lU  patriotic  tentimcnt— M«ms  to  liave  h«-»  eon- 
posed  by  Bum*  during  the  period  when  he  w«  eow. 
Ing  the  lady  who  afterwards  became  hit  wifr.    Tbt 

Sre<«nt  eeneration  is  much  interested  in  ihit  l»:r  wJ 
wervodly;  a<t,  in  addition  to  her  ptvtkal  hjt.n. 
which  it  an  extremelv  interesting  one,  stie  i«  a  f«T«» 
a^e  of  the  grvatcst  (irivate  worth,  and  In  et««  rrtfKvt 
deser>ing  to  be  esteemed  as  th«  wi«lo«  of  N.^«!s»ii 
best  aod  njost  endeared  bard.  The  folkiwii^  a  wun* 
will  iieihaps  be  held  as  tcstifving.  in  no  ii)r(««*Jrra>ic 
degree,  to  a  au.ility  which  che  may  nut  hiihcrt.>  ha« 
been  supplied  to  posw«»— her  wit. 

It  isgdu-rally  known,  that  Mrs.  Bums  ha*,eir  »:<» 
her  huftUind'B  dearh,  o^xmpicd  exact  I  v  the  nmr  hi  u< 
ill  Dumfries,  which  she  inhabiU^  before  thai  r^n'. 
and  that  it  is  customary  for  stranger*,  who  hapiraf 

Kn»  through  or  visit  the  town,  to  pay  their  rt»;«t»'** 
er,  with  or  without  letters  of  introduction,  rrtr-*' 
as  they  do  to  the  churchyard,  the  bridge,  the  hart«*'. 
or  any  other  public  ottjeet  of  curiosity  about  t.V  i  li  ^ 
A  gay  young  Kngli»h  gentleman  on*  day  \isiud  k!:^ 
Burns,  and  after  he  had  seen  all  that  she  hail  t«>  >K>« 
—the  hcilroom  in  »  hieh  the  tioet  diM.  Iknorwinal  i>«- 
tralt  by  Naivm^th.  his  family-biMe.  «ithtteMfMsa»i 
birth-dAys of  himself,  his  wile,  ami  cblMMa,  wr«M  oa 
a  blank-leaf  by  his  own  hanidU  aai  aoMtocktf  ka^ 
trifles  v(  the  same  nature— he  ptaasedbd  tolMMBliM 
the  would  have  the  kindness  to  wssSM^Ifc  mUkmn* 
relic  of  the  piiet,  which  he  migmeuryaway  wWiM*. 
at  a  wonder,  to  Uiow  in  hit  own  CMMn.  *•  Iirini 
Sir,"  taid  Mn.  Bums,  '*  I  haveftvMMMvwaaariv 
lies  of  Mr.  Bums,  that,  to  tell  >e  the  trutk,  I  lM«r  sot 
one  left-—"  Oh.  ytni  mutt  surriy  have  mncthiiv.' 
•aid  the  pcrs«r\  ering  Saxon ;  ••  any  thjiur  »tll  d.v-iBi 

little  icT»p  of  his  ' • ' —    '•^     -^ 

pleate.     All  I  want 

thinrf,  you  know,  .....  „„  .^  .  .„,^.  ^^^^  ,„... 
alteriation  t(x»k  place,  the  Udy  rvaaeftiMthstrfieks' 
no  rchc  to  give,  and  he  as  repeatedly  m»e«ii«  hurt- 
quest.  At  length,  fairly  tired  out  with  the  maa'i  m 
portiuiities,  Mrs.  Bums  said  to  htm.  with  ■  f«'k< 
••  'Deed,  Sir.  unless  ye  tak  mp$eU,  then,  I  diaa»i« 
how  you  are  to  get  what  you  want  t  fbr,  rvalif,  f**» 
only  r«Hc  o*  him  Chat  I  ken  oT.*  the  peuttuncrsKset 
vitbdrew  bis  le^usit. 


ring  Saxon ;  ••  any  thjiy  »tll  dtv-^BT 
lis  liMndwntlng-.4he  kMt  thing  )« 
snt  iiiust  m  rrtk  «>/  the  pmt  i  sbJ  mi 
r,  will  do  fbr  a  relic.*    S.Mme  fun'*' 


SONGS. 


191 


mdodj 
3  the  duEmiiig  Cbloe ; 

inf  gay  the  eutern  skiet, 
M  mn  began  to  rise, 
by  the  ndiant  ejrea 
liblf  charming  Chloe. 
Lmitfy  wa$  the,  jpe. 


CHLORI& 

'  My  Lodffiac  it  oo  th«  Cbid  Oiound." 

1^  Bark  how  green  the  grovee, 
■row  banka  how  £iir ; 
filca  awaka  the  flowers, 
n  thy  flaxen  hair. 

A  Aam  the  pabux  giy, 
r  fbe  eottage  tings ; 
lilfi  as  tweet,  1  ween, 
hmb  aa  to  kings. 

lb  aweep  the  skilfu*  string 
r  laehtit  ha* ; 
nd  stops  his  simple  reed, 
ia  the  birken  shaw. 

W  rsvel  mav  survey 
wc  dance  wi'  scorn  ; 
■r  hearts  as  light  as  aan, 
the  milk-white  thorn  ? 

ird*  in  the  flow*ry  glen, 
hvd'b  phrane  will  woo ; 
tf  tdls  a  fiiirer  tale, 
■•heart  as  true? 

-wood  Bowers  Tve  pu*d,  to  deck 
itfcis  breast  of  thine ; 
ir^  gems  may  witness  love, 
M  k>ve  like  mine. 


CLARINDA. 


hlnm 

Kbbt 


of  my  soul, 
time  is  mn ! 

h  the  dreary  pole^ 
bttiC  ton. 


hlk^ttft  of  frosea  night 
ir  ByWander  hie ; 
f  due,  his  life  and  light, 
of  all  his  joy. 

ibvt  by  thete  precious  dropa, 
ihy  lovely  eyes ! 

6 shall  gnide  my  steps, 
ht  beams  arise. 

ke  widov  altuded  to  In  the  Lite 


She,  the  £iir  tun  oi  all  her  lex, 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day : 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 


CONTENTIT  WT  LITTLE. 

T^fM— *'  Lumps  &  PuddiiL* 

ConTBNTiT  wi*  little,  and  eantie  wi*  mair, 
Whene'er  I  forgather  wi*  sorrow  and  eare^ 
I  gie  them  a  skelp,  as  they're  creepin*  alang, 
Wi'  a  oogoe  o*  gnde  swata  and  an  auU  Scottish 
aang. 

I  whiles  claw  the  elbow  o'  troublesome  thocht ; 
But  man  is  a  sodger,  and  life  is  a  faucht : 
My  mirth  and  gude  humour  are  coin  in  my  pouch. 
And  my  fireniom's  mylairdship  nae  monarch 
daur  touch. 

A  towmond  o'  trouble,  should  that  be  my  fii , 
A  nicht  o*  gude  fellowship  sowthers  it  a' : 
When  at  the  blythe  end  o  our  journey  at  hut, 
Wha  the  deil  ever  thinks  o*  the  road  hehaapaat? 

Blind  chance,  let  her  anapper  and  stoite  on  her 

way; 
Be't  to  me,  be*t  firae  me,  e'en  let  the  jaud  gae ; 
Come  ease  or  come  travail,  come  pleasure  or  pain, 
My  want  word  is— Welcome,  and  welcome,  a- 

gain! 


COME,  LET  ME  TAKE  THEE  TO  MT 
BREAST. 

ilMftf-'*  Cauld  Kail  in  Abeniesn.* 

Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breas^ 

And  pledge  we  ne*er  shall  sunder ; 
And  I  shall  vpurn,  as  vilest  dust. 

The  warld*s  wealth  and  grandeur : 
Aud  do  I  hear  my  Jvanie  own, 

Tliat  equal  transports  move  her  ? 
I  a»k  for  dearest  life  alone 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi*  a*  thy  charms 

I  cla><p  my  countless  treasure  ; 
ril  seek  nae  mair  o*  heaven  to  sharsi 

Than  sic  a  moment*s  pleasure : 
And,  by  thy  een  sae  bonnie  blue^ 

I  swear  Tm  thine  for  ever ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow, 

And  break  it  shall  I  never. 
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COUNTRY  LASSIE. 


Im  nmmer  wlm  the  bay  wm  nuwa. 

And  corn  wav*d  greeo  in  ilk«  field. 
While  cUver  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea, 

And  roset  bltw  in  ilka  bield  ; 
Blythe  Benie  in  the  milking  thiel, 

Sayt,  I'll  be  wed  come  o*t  what  wiU ; 
Out  apake  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild, 

O*  gude  advisement  comes  nae  ilL 

Its  ye  hae  wooers  mony  a  ane, 

And,  lassie,  ye*re  but  young,  ye  ken ; 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale, 

A  ronthie  butt,  a  routhie  ben  : 
There's  Johnie  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

Fu'  is  his  barn,  fit*  is  his  byre ; 
Tak  this  frse  me,  my  boonie  hen. 

It's  plenty  beets  the  ]uver*s  fire. 

For  Johnie  o*  the  Buskie^len, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo*es  sae  weel  his  crape  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  Iutc  to  spare  for  me  : 
But  blythe's  the  blink  o*  Robie*s  e'e, 

And  weel  I  wat  ha  lo'es  me  dear : 
Ae  blink  o*  him  I  wad  na  gie 

For  Buskie-^n  and  a*  his  gear. 

O  thoughtlcM  lasue,  life's  a  laught. 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair ; 
But  aye  fu'  han*t  is  fechtin*  best, 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care  : 
But  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare. 

And  wilfu*  folk  maun  hae  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yill. 

O  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o*  land, 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  kye ; 
But  the  tender  heirt  o'  leesome  luve. 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy  : 
We  may  be  poor,  Rubie  and  I, 

Light  is  the  burden  luve  lays  on  ; 
Content  and  love  brings  peace  and  joy. 

What  mair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne  ? 


equal  to  their  wit  and  hmmour,  tiny 
merit  a  place  in  any  ooDectioib— The  fitil 
i». 

Being  pursued  by  a  dragoon. 
Within  my  bed  he  was  laid  down  ; 
And  well  I  wat  he  was  worth  his  room, 
For  he  was  my  daintie  Darie. 


DAINTIE  DAVIE. 

This  song,  tradition  says,  and  the  composi- 
tion itself  confirms  it,  was  composed  on  the  Uev. 
David  Williamson's  getting  the  daughter  of 
Lady  Cherrytrecs  with  child,  while  a  party  of 
dragoons  were  searching  her  houw  to  apprehend 
him  for  being  an  adherent  to  the  sulemu  league 
and  covenant.— The  pious  woman  h.id  put  a 
lady's  night-cap  cm  him,  and  hud  laid  him  a-bed 
with  her  own  daughter,  and  pasned  him  to  the 
soldiery  as  a  lady,  her  daughter's  Unl-fellow. 
^A  mutilated  stania  or  two  are  to  be  fuund  in 
Herd'k  cfJItctioHf  but  the  original  song  coim'stH 
of  five  or  six  stansa*,  and  were  tlieir  ddicueg 


DAINTY  DAVIE. 
Ddnty  Davia." 


Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi*  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay  green  birken  bowers 
And  now  rome  in  my  happy  hours, 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 

Jlfee^  me  on  Me  warhtck  kmotre. 

Dainty  Davie,  daimtg  Damt  i 
There  til  upend  the  dag  wP  fM, 
JUy  aia  dear  daintjf  Davitm 

The  cr)sta1  waters  rouml  ns  £i'« 
The  merry  birds  are  levers  a*. 
The  scented  breeses  mund  us  blnr^ 
A-wandering  u-i'  my  Davia. 
Meet  me  un,  ^. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  han^ 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare. 
Then  through  the  dews  I  wiU  repair, 
To  meet  my  faithfii*  Davie. 
Meet  me  on,  jpe. 


When  day,  expiring  in  the 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Nature's  rest, 
rU  flee  to  his  arms  I  lo'e  best. 
And  that's  my  dainty  Djvie. 
Meet  me  on,  ^ 


DELUDED  SWAIN,  THE  PLEASUU 


The  CoUin^  Boonk 

Drludbd  swain,  the  pleasure 
The  fickle  fair  can  give  tbea 

I«  but  a  fairy  treasuie — 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  daocivt  thaa. 

The  billows  on  the  ocean. 
The  breries  idly  roaming. 

The  clouds*  uncertain  motion, 
They  aro  but  types  of  wooiai. 


O  !  art  thou  not  ashamed 
To  dost  upon  a  feature  ? 

If  man  thou  wouUlst  be  na 
Despise  the  silly  crtatuiik 


Go,  find  an  honest  fellow ; 

Good  riaivt  set  before  thct : 
Hold  on  till  thtm  art  melh»w; 

Awl  then  to  bed  in  f  Uiry. 


SONGR 


DOES  HAUGHTY  GAUL. 
7Vii#— *•  Push  about  the  Jorum.** 

Docs  kanfihty  Gaul  iavwion  threat  ? 

Then  let  the  Ioods  beware,  Sir, 
lliere*8  woodea  walh  upon  our  teas, 

And  ydonteen  on  shore,  Sir. 
The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon,* 

And  Criffsl  dnk  in  Solway,f 
Ere  we  permit  a  foreign  fue 

On  British  ground  to  rally  ! 
FaU  de  raU,  ^. 

O  let  us  not  Kke  marling  tykes, 

In  wrangling  be  divided  ; 
'Till  slap  come  in  an  unco  loon 

And  wT  a  mng  decide  it. 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  tme, 

Amang  ourseU  united  ; 
For  never  hut  by  British  hands 

Mann  British  wrangs  be  righted. 
FaU  de  rail,  ^e. 

The  kettle  o*  the  kirk  and  state, 

Perhaps  a  clout  may  fail  in*t ; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in*t. 
Onr  fathers*  bluid  tlie  kettle  bought, 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it ; 
By  heaven  the  sacrilegious  dug 

Shall  fuel  be  to  t»oil  it. 

Fall  de  rail,  ^c 

The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrant  own. 

And  the  wretch  his  true-born  brother. 
Who  would  set  the  wujb  aboon  the  throne. 

May  they  be  damned  together ! 
Who  will  not  sing  "  God  save  the  king,*^ 

Shall  hang  as  high*s  the  steeple ; 
But,  while  we  sing  **  God  save  the  king/ 

We'll  ne'er  fur^^ct  the  people. 
FaU  de  raU,  ^ 


DOWN  THE  BURN  DAVIE. 

▼XftSK  AODKO  BT  BURKS  TO  THE  OLD  SONG. 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  way, 

And  through  the  fluwery  dale, 
nb  cheek  to  hers  he  af^  did  lay. 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale. 
^ith — Mary  when  shall  we  return, 

Such  pleasure  to  renew  ? 
<)uoth  Mary,  love,  I  like  the  bum. 

And  aye  will  follow  you. 


A  MA  hill  at  the  source  of  Qie  Nlth. 
f  AwsU  known  mcimtain  at  ti>s  mouth  of  the 
<i«ir. 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 


Da.  Blacklock  informed  me  that  ha 
often  heard  the  tradition  that  this  air  ww 
posed  by  a  carman  in  GUagow. 

DuKCAN  Gbat  cam  here  to  woo. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*t. 
On  blythe  yule  night  when  we  were  fbu. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*t. 
Maggie  cooet  her  head  fu*  high, 
Look'd  asklent  and  unco  skeigh ; 
Oart  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh  ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o'L 

Duncan  fleech'd  and  Duncan  pray'd : 

Ha,  ha,  ^e. 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  Craig,  * 

Htt,  hot  ^c 
Duncan  sigh'd  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  hii  e*en  baith  bleert  and  blin, 
Spak  o*  lowpin  o*er  a  linn ; 

Ha,  ha,  |re. 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tida. 

Ha,  ha,  ^. 
SIighte<l  luve  is  sair  to  bide, 

Ha,  ha,  ^c. 
Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quo*  he. 
For  a  haughty  hizzie  die ; 
She  may  gae  to — France  for  me ! 

Ha,  ha,  ^c. 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell, 

Ha,  ha,  §*c. 
Meg  grew  sick — as  he  grew  heal. 

Ha,  ha,  |fc. 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings. 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings ; 
And  O.  her  een,  they  spak  sic  thiogt ! 

Ha,  ha,  ^. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o*  grace, 

Ha,  ha,  ^. 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case. 

Ha,  hot  ^. 
Duncan  could  na  be  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  smoor*d  his  wrath ; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith, . 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*t. 
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EVAN  BANKS. 

Slow  spreads  the  gloom  my  sonl  desiret, 
The  sun  from  India's  shore  retires  ; 
To  Evan  banks,  with  temp'rate  ray,  , 
Home  of  my  youth,  it  leads  the  day. 
Oh  !  banks  to  me  for  ever  dear  ! 
Oh !  stream  whose  murmurs  still  I  hear  ! 
All,  all  my  hopes  of  bliss  reside, 
j  Where  Evan  mingles  with  the  Clyde. 

1         •  A  veU-known  rodi  in  the  PrUh  of  QTde. 


soo 
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And  the,  in  timple  beiatf  dmc. 
Whoie  image  liyea  within  mj  brent ; 
Who  trembling  heard  my  piercii^  iighf 
And  long  pnrauM  me  with  her  e]re  i 
Doei  ahe,  with  heart  unchang'd  aa  miney 
>ft  in  the  vocal  bovera  reeline  ? 
Or  where  yon  grot  o'erhang*  the  tide* 
Mnae  while  the  Eran  aeeka  the  Clyde. 

Ye  lofty  banki  that  Evan  bonnd  ! 
Ye  laviah  woods  that  wave  aroaod» 
And  o'er  the  Rtream  your  thadowa  throw, 
Which  aweetly  winds  ao  fiur  bdow  ; 
What  aecret  charm  to  mem*ry  brings. 
All  that  on  Evan's  border  apringa  ? 
Sweet  banks !  ye  bloom  by  Mary*s  aide  : 
Bleat  stream,  ahe  views  thee  haate  to  Gyde. 

Can  all  the  wealth  of  India's  coast 

Atone  for  years  in  absence  lost  ? 

Return,  ve  momenta  of  delight, 

With  richer  treasures  bless  my  sight ! 

Swift  from  this  desert  let  me  part, 

And  fly  to  meet  a  kindred  heart ! 

Nor  more  may  aught  my  steps  divide 

Prom  that  dear  atream  which  flows  to  Clyde. 


FAIR  ELIZA. 


A  GAELIC  Aia. 


Tuav  again,  thon  fair  Eliia, 

Ae  kind  blink  before  we  part, 
Rew  on  thy  denpairiog  lover ! 

Canst  thou  break  hix  foithfu'  heart ! 
Turn  again,  thou  fiiir  Elite ; 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies. 
Fur  pity  hide  the  cruel  sentence 

Under  friendship's  kind  disguise  I 

Thee,  dear  maid,  hae  I  oflended  ? 

The  offimce  is  Iwing  thee ; 
Canst  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wha  for  thine  wad  gladly  die ! 
While  the  life  beats  in  my  bosom, 

Thon  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe : 
Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 

Ae  Bweet  amile  on  me  bestow. 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom, 

In  the  pride  o'  sinny  noon  ; 
Not  the  little  sporting  lairy, 

All  beneath  the  aiminer  moon ; 
Not  the  poet  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightena  on  his  ce, 
Kena  the  pkasure,  feeb  the  rapture 

That  thy  praenoe  gica  to 


FAIREST  MAID  ON  DEVON  BANKIi 


>**  RoUilemmchle.* 


Fairest  maid  tm  Dtwni  bunk»^ 
Crygtal  Dtvon^  leiiuUmg  I}e0OU, 

Wiii  thou  lay  that  frown  asidtt 
And  imile  ai  thim  vert  womi  to  dok 

Full  well  thou  knowest  1  love  thee  dear, 
Couldst  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear ! 
O  did  not  love  exclaim,  **  Forbear  i 
Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  so." 
Fairest  maid,  ifc. 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  the  lair, 
Thoae  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  share ; 
And  by  that  bcauteoua  aelf  I  swear. 
No  love  but  thine  my  heart  ahall  koov. 
Fairut  maid,  4^* 


FATE  GAVE  THE  WORa 
-'*  PlnbfBlonlU 


Fate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped* 

And  pierced  my  darling'a  heart  t 
And  with  him  all  the  jo)-s  are  fled 

Life  can  to  me  impart. 
My  cruel  hands  the  upling  dropsy 

In  dust  dt«honour*d  Uid  : 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopca, 

BIy  age'a  future  shade. 

Tlie  mother  linnet  in  the  brake 

Bewails  hrr  ravished  >'oung  ; 
So  I  for  my  hmt  darling's  sake, 

Lament  the  livcnlay  long. 
Death,  oft  Tve  fear'd  thy  (atal  blow. 

Now  fond  1  lure  my  breast, 
O  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

With  him  1  lore  at  reat  \ 


FOR  THE  SAKE  OP  SOMEBODY 

Mr  heart  is  sair,  I  ilare  nae  trll. 
My  heart  is  sair  for  somelnidy  ; 
1  could  woke  a  winter  night 
For  the  sake  of  sonwboily. 
Oh-hon  !  for  somdKMly  ! 
Oh-hey  !  fur  somebody  ! 


•  These  Tcrse*,  aaU  the  letter  emkislag 
written  In  s  character  that  marks  ihs  very  fb>M»iMi 
of  their  author.  Mr.  Sy  me  Uiif  opinion  ihM  he  sunk 
not  hsve  b  en  in  any  Oanitvr  of  a  Lul  at  PunrfHa 
where  certainly  he  hait  many  firm  friend*,  nor  i 
sny  nccciAity  <»!  impliirlnii  skI  fKim  Rilinburgh. 
about  thifl  time  hi«  mind  tM4n  to  be  at  times  « 
tied,  and  the  hiNnirf  of  a  jairpevpetuatlv  hauntal 
unociiuUoii.    He  died  on  xhm  fist  of  Iha  i 
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I  nnge  Um  world  aronnd, 
•  take  of  tomebody. 

vtn  that  tmile  on  yirtuous  knr«^ 
irtctly  maile  on  aooMbody  ! 
ika  danger  keq)  him  free, 
t  aend  me  lafe  my  aomebody. 

Oh-hon  !  for  aomebody ! 

Ob-hey !  for  aomebody ! 
do— what  wad  I  not, 
■  aake  of  aomebody ! 


FORLORN,  MY  LOVE. 

Tmn«-^**  Let  me  in  this  ae  night* 

tax,  my  lore,  no  comfort  near, 
r  from  thee  I  wander  here ; 
\r  from  thee,  the  £ite  aevere 
rhich  I  moat  repine,  love. 

O  wert  thou  love,  but  near  me, 

But  near,  near,  near  me  ; 

How  kindly  thou  wouUst  cheer  me. 
And  mingle  ttghe  with  miney  love. 

1  me  aenwb  a  wintry  aky, 
•laaCa  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy ; 
lelter,  ahade,  nor  home  have  I, 
I  in  theae  arma  of  thine,  love. 
O  wert,  ^c* 

ilter*d  fnendiihip*8  cruel  part, 
■oa  fortune*!  ruthleaa  dart^ 
»  not  break  thy  faithful  heart, 

aay  that  fate  ii  mine,  love. 

O  wert,  ^. 

eary  tho*  the  momenta  fleet, 
M  think  we  yet  ahall  meet ! 
bIt  ray  of  aoUce  aweet 

thy  Chloria  thine,  love. 

0  wert,  ^, 


FROM  T/IEE,  ELIZA. 

Tm^^*  Oildcrojr.* 

M  Uiee,  Eliaa,  I  muat  go, 
nd  from  my  native  afaore  ; 
crnd  &tea  between  oa  throw 
boondlen  ocean*a  roar : 
boandlen  ooeana,  roaring  wida 
ihrcen  my  love  and  me, 
r  Btver,  never  can  divide 
f  heart  and  aonl  from  thee. 

wen,  fiurewell,  Eliaa  dear, 
M  inaid  that  I  adore ! 
(Aug  voice  ia  in  mine  ear, 
t  pvt  to  meet  no  more. 

PS 


But  the  laat  throb  that  leavea  my  heart. 
While  death  atanda  victor  by. 

That  throb,  Eliaa,  ia  thy  part. 
And  thine  that  lateat  aigh.  * 


GALA  WATER. 


Oala  Water. 


THEaa'a  braw,  braw  lada  on  Yarrow 

That  wander  through  the  bluming  heather ; 

But  Yarrow  braea,  nor  Ettrick  ahawa^ 
Can  match  the  Uda  o*  Oala  Water. 

But  there  ia  ane,  a  aecret  ane, 
Abune  them  a*  I  loe  him  better ; 

And  ril  be  hia,  and  he*U  be  mine, 
The  bonnie  Ud  o'  Gala  Water. 

Although  hia  daddie  waa  nae  laird, 
And  though  I  hae  na  mickle  tocher  | 

Yet  rich  in  kindeat,  trueat  love, 
We'U  tent  our  flocka  on  Gala  Water. 

It  ne'er  waa  wealth,  it  ne'er  wu  wealth. 
That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleanirt ; 

The  binda  and  bliaa  o*  mutual  love, 
O  that*8  the  chieleat  warki*a  treaaora ! 


GLOOMY  DECE&IBER. 

Aw  ex  mair  I  hul  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  wi*  aorrow  and  care ; 
Sad  waa  the  parting  thou  makea  me  remember. 

Parting  wi*  Nanc)',  Oh  !  ne*er  to  meet  mair. 
Fond  lovera  parting  it  tweet  painful  pleaaure, 

Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  toft  parting  hour ; 
But  the  dire  feeling,  O  fareufell  for  ever, 

la  anguiah  unmingrd  and  agony  pure. 

Wild  aa  the  winter  now  tearing  the  foreat, 

'Till  the  laat  leaf  o'  the  aummer  ia  flown, 
Such  ia  the  tempett  haa  ahaken  my  boaom. 

Since  my  laat  hope  and  laat  comfort  ia  gooe , 
Still  aa  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 

Still  ahall  I  hail  thee  wi'  aorrow  and  care  ; 
For  aad  waa  the  parting  thou  makea  me  re- 
member. 

Parting  wi'  Nancy,  Oh,  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


•  Mbi  Itflller  of  Mauchllne,  (probably  tbe 
lady  whom  the  poet  hat  eelabratea  in  hia  oatiJogue  of 
the  beautiet  of  that  village- 

'•  Milt  Miller  It  flneT ) 

afterwardt  Mn.  Templetoo,  wat  the  heroine  of  tUi 

beautiftii  tong. 
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GREEN  GROW  THE  RASHES: 

▲  rftAOMBNT. 

Green  grow  the  nuhei,  O  ! 

Green  grow  the  raehei,  O  / 
The  iweeiegi  houra  that  e*er  1  tpend, 

Are  epent  among  the  hetes,  O! 

THSftB*8  nought  but  care  on  erery  ban*, 
In  every  hour  that  panea,  O ; 

What  nignifica  the  life  o*  man, 
An*  'twere  na  for  the'laaaea,  O. 
Green  groWf  ^pe* 

The  warly  race  may  richea  chaae. 
An*  richea  atill  may  fly  them,  O ; 

#.b'  though  at  loft  they  catch  them  laat, 
Their  hcarta  can  ne*er  enjoy  theno,  O. 
Green  grow,  ^ 

But  gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  een. 
My  arms  about  my  dearie,  O ; 

An*  warly  carea,  an*  warly  men. 
May  a  gae  tapaalteerie,  O. 

Green  grow,  ^. 

For  you  lo  douae,  ye  aneer  at  thia, 
Ye*rt  nought  but  eenaeleat  ateea,  O  ; 

The  wisest  man  the  warld  e*er  law, 
He  dearly  knred  the  laaea,  O. 
Green  grow,  ^, 

Auld  nature  tweura,  the  lovely  dean 
Her  noblest  work  she  claases,  O ; 

Her  *prentice  ban*  abe  tried  on  man. 
And  then  she  made  the  laiaea,  O. 
Green  grew,  ^^e* 


GUDEWIFE,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN. 
2^MM— •«  OndMrlh,  eount  Hit  Lawtai.* 

Gamx  m  the  day,  and  mirk*a  the  night ; 
But  we'll  ne*er  atray  f««  hut  o*  light ; 
For  ale  and  brandy*s  atars  and  roooo, 
And  blude-red  wine'a  the  riaii^  ana. 

Then,  gmdewife,  emtni  the  fam'ti, 

The  lawin,  the  lawin, 

2*hen,  gudewlfi,  eottni  the  lawfa, 

And  bring  a  coggie  aiatr. 


There's  wealth  and  eaae  for  gentlemen, 
And  Heniple  folk  maun  fecht  and  fen ; 
But  here  we*r«  a*  in  ae  aecord. 
Fur  ilka  man  tbat*a  drunk's  a  lord. 
7*Arii,  gudewife,  ^. 

Afy  rfif*f;ie  in  a  h.ily  pool, 

That  heals  the  woumda  o'  care  and  dool ; 


And  pleasure  ia  a  wanton  trout— ^ 
An*  ye  drink  but  deep,  ye*ll  find  him  eat 

Then,  gudewife,  eonnl  the  iawim. 

The  lawin,  the  lawin. 

Then,  gudewtfe,  eonnt  the  /«M% 

And  bring'i  a  coggie  wtair. 


HANDSOME  NELL. 


'**  I  am  a  man  uauuurtad 


O,  owes  I  k>v*d  a  bonnie  laai^ 
Ay,  and  I  love  her  still, 

And  whilst  that  virtue  wanna  mj 
I*U  love  my  handsome  Nidi. 
Tai  hi  de  ral,  (ft. 

Aa  Ixmnie  lasses  I  hae  seen, 
And  mony  full  as  braw. 

But  for  a  modest  gracefii'  mien 
The  like  I  never  aaw. 

Tal  lalderaiptt, 

A  bonnie  laas,  I  will  confeai^ 

Is  pWaaant  to  the  ee, 
But  without  some  better  qnalitM 

She'a  no  a  lass  for  me. 

Tal  laideral,^ 

But  Nelly's  looks  are  blithe  and 

And  what  is  best  of  a* 
Her  reputation  was  complete. 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

Tal  Ud  de  ral,  ^. 


She  dreasea  aye  sae  dean  and  neat^ 

Both  decent  and  genteel ; 
And  then  there's  something  in  bar  gnil 

Gara  ony  dre«s  lotik  weel. 

Tal  id  de  ral,  ^. 

A  gaudy  drena  and  gentle  air 
May  slightly  touch  the  heart. 

But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 
That  polishes  the  dart. 

Tal  lal  de  ral,  %€. 


*Tis  this  in  Nelly  pl< 

*Tia  this  enchants  my  aoiil ; 
For  absolutely  in  my  breast 

She  reigna  without  controL 
Tal  lal  dM  ral,  ^ 

It  must  he  confessed  that  thete  lioca  giiti 
indication  of  the  future  geniua  of  Biraa;  W 
he  himnelf  leems  to  have  been  fond  of  thai 
probably  from  tlic  raooUectiona  thoy  uiitri 
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HAD  I  A  CAV£L 

Had  I  a  catre  on  tome  wild  distant  thon^ 
Whtre  the  winds  howl  to  the  waves*  dashing  roar, 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 
There  seek  my  lost  repose, 
Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close, 
Ne*cr  to  wake  more. 

Fabett  of  womankind,  canst  thou  declare 
AU  thy  Ibnd  plighted  vows — fleeting  as  air  ! 

To  thy  new  lover  hie, 

Langh  o*er  thy  perjury. 

Then  in  thy  Imsoro  try 
What  peace  is  there. 

Gmipare  this  with  the  old  crambo-dink,— to 
the  same  air — 

Tou*a  welcome  to  Paxton,  young  Robin  Adair, 
Tour  welcome,  but  asking,  sweet  Robin  Adair. 

How  does  Johnnie  Mackeral  do  ? 

Aye,  and  Luke  Gardener  too  ? 

Come  bve  me  and  never  rue,' 
Robin  Adair. 


HIGHLAND  HARRY. 

Mt  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay ; 

Fu*  statelv  strode  he  on  the  plain  ; 
But  now  he  s  banish'd  hr  away, 
ru  never  see  him  back  again. 
Okf  for  kim  back  again  t 

Ok,  fir  him  back  again  t 
I  wad  gie  a*  Knockkaspie'i  land 
Far  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

When  a*  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 

I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen  ; 
I  sit  me  down,  and  greet  my  fiU, 

And  aye  I  wish  him  back  again. 

Okf  for  kim  back  again  /  ^ 

Oh,  were  some  villains  hangit  hie, 

And  ilka  body  had  their  ain. 
Then  I  micht  see  the  jovfii*  sicht, 

Mf  HighUnd  Harry  back  again. 

Ok,  for  kim  back  again  !  ^. 

8ad  was  the  day,  and  tad  the  hour, 

He  left  me  in  hit  native  plun. 
And  nish*d  his  much-wrong'd  prince  to  join  ; 

But,  oh  !  hell  ne*er  eome  back  again  1 
OA,  for  kim  back  again  /  ^. 

Strong  was  my  Harry's  arm  in  war, 
Unmatch*d  in  a*  Culloden's  plain ; 

Bat  vengeance  marks  him  for  her  ain    ■ 
ru  never  tee  him  back  again.* 

OK  for  kim  back  again  I  ^ 

•  The  ant  three  vencs  of  thb  song,  e&oepthif  the 
skonis,  are  Irf  Buhml  The  air  to  whTeh  it  b  sung,  ia 
dM  iiighlsmlci^  Farewell  to  Ireland,  eritii  some  aSsr* 
sung  slowlj. 


HIGHLAND  MARY. 


Katharine  Ogie." 

Ys  banka,  and  braet,  and  streams  around 

The  Caatle  o'  Montgomery  !* 
Green  be  your  wooda,  and  fair  your  flow'n^ 

Your  waters  never  drumlie  ! 
There  simmer  first  unfauld  her  robee. 

And  there  they  langest  tarry ! 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel 

O*  my  tweet  Highland  Blary. 

How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay  green  birk  i 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom  ! 
As,  underneath  their  fragrant  shades 

I  claHp'd  her  to  my  bMom  ! 
The  golden  hours,  on  angel  wings. 

Flew  o*er  me  and  my  dearie  ; 
For  dear  to  me,  as  light  and  life. 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi*  monie  a  vow  and  lock'd  embraca, 

Oar  parting  was  fu'  tender ; 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  ourselves  asunder  : 
But,  oh  !  &11  death's  untimely  frost, 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early  ! 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the  el^. 

That  wrapa  my  Highland  Mary  1 

0  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips, 

1  aft  hae  kiss'd  sae  fondly  ! 
And  closed  for  aye  the  sparkling  glance^ 

That  dwelt  on  me  aae  kindly ; 
And  mould'ring  now  in  ulent  dust. 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly  ! 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core. 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


HER  FLOWING  LOCKS : 

A  raAOMSNT. 

Han  flowing  k)cks,  the  raven's  wing, 
Adown  her  neck  and  bosom  hing ; 

How  sweet  unto  that  breast  to  cling. 
And  round  that  neck  entwine  her  1 

Her  Kpe  are  rotes  wat  wi*  dew, 
O,  what  a  feast,  her  bonnie  mou ! 

Her  cheeks  a  mair  celestial  hue, 
A  crimson  still  diviner. 


•  CoikAeld  House,  near  Mauchllnet  hut poetfeally 
titled  as  above,  on  aooount  of  the  name  of  the  pro* 
prieCor. 
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HERE'S,  A  BOTTLE  AND  AN  HONEST 

FRIEND. 

Hki,i*s,  a  bottle  and  an  hooett  friend ! 

What  wad  ye  wish  for  mair,  man  f 
Wha  kens,  before  his  life  may  end. 

What  his  share  may  be  of  care,  man. 
Then  catch  the  moments  as  they  fly, 

And  use  them  as  ye  ought,  man :— « 
Believe  me,  happiness  is  shy. 

And  comes  not  ay  when  sought,  man. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM 
THAT'S  AWA. 

rATKIOnC — UNriKISHSD. 

Hias*s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa ; 

And  wha  winoa  wish  gude  luck  to  our  cause, 

May  never  gude  luck  be  their  fa' ! 

It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise, 

It's  glide  to  be  honest  and  true, 

It's  gude  to  support  Caledonia's  cause, 

And  bide  by  the  buff  and  the  blue. 

Hero*s  a  health  to  them  that's  aws, 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa ; 

Here's  a  health  to  Charlie,  the  chief  o'  the  clan, 

Altho'  that  his  band  be  sma*. 

May  liberty  meet  wi'  success  ! 

May  prudence  protect  her  frae  evil ! 

May  tyrants  and  tyranny  tine  in  the  mist. 

And  wander  their  way  to  the  devil  I 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  swa. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 

Here's  a  health  to  Tammie,  the  Norland  laddie, 

That  lives  at  the  lug  of  the  law  ! 

Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  read, 

Here's  freedom  to  him  tliat  wad  write ! 

There's  nane  ever  firar'd  that  the  truth  should 

be  heard. 
But  they  wham  the  truth  would  indite. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa. 
Here's  Chieftain  M'Leod,   a  Chiefuin  worth 

gowd, 
Tho'  bred  amang  monntaina  o'  snaw  I 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  ANE  I 
DEAR. 


LO'E 


Thou  art  sweet  as  the  amile  when  kind  loftn 

meet. 
And  sof^  as  their  parting  tear,  Jemt  I 


IVn^-."  HersTk  a  Health  to  thsre  that* ■  aws.* 

Hxai*s  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear — 
Hnv'a  A  hodih  Co  anc  1  k>*e  deir ; 


Although  thou  maun  never  be  mi 
Although  even  hope  u  denied—- 

*Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing 
Than  aught  in  the  world  beside,  J< 


I  mourn  through  the  gay  gaudy  day. 
As  hopeless  I  muse  on  thy  charms ; 

But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber, 
For  then  I  am  lock'd  in  thy  arms,  Je*^  * 


I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 
I  guess  by  the  love-roUing  ce  ; 

But  why  urge  the  tender  con&ii^on, 
'Gainst  fortune's  fell  cruel  decree,  J 


^f* 


HOW  CRUEL  ARE  THE  PARENTS 
ALTiaEo  raoM  an  old  bnoush  iova. 

Tkh*— "  John  Andsfsoo  my  ja* 

How  cruel  are  the  parents 

Who  riches  only  prise. 
And  to  the  wealthy  booby. 

Poor  woman  sacrifice. 
Meanwhile  the  hapless  daughter 

Has  but  a  choice  of  strife  ; 
To  shun  a  tyrant  fiither*s  hate» 

Become  a  wretched  wife. 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing. 

The  trembling  dove  thus  flie^ 
To  shun  impelling  ruin 

A  while  her  pinions  tries ; 
'Till  of  e^cspe  despairing, 

No  shelter  or  retreat, 
She  trusts  the  ruthless  falconer. 

And  drops  beneath  his  feet. 


HOW  LANG  AND  DREARY  IS  THB 
NIGHT. 

Tm«s-**  Cauld  KaU  fai  AbeidosB 

How  lang  and  dreary  b  the  n^ht. 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie  - 
I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn. 

Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 

For,  oh,  her  hntty  uigkt$  art  Itmg, 
And,  oh,  her  drtamt  art  ttrit, 

And^  oh,  her  widnw*d  heart  it  tair, 
ThaVt  abttnt/rat  her  dtarit. 


1fV>1tten  upon  Mlis  Lewar^  now  Mfs.  ThcMHoa. 
'"     '^  '  I  tnmt  rsTouriCs  sf 

oTUit 


of  Diimftieat  a  true  frieml  and  a 
thenoec.  and,  at  hiadroih,  onet 
tbmni  mends  of  his  aflUeted  «ldo«». 
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When  I  think  on  Ihe  lightsome  days 
I  ^»ent  wi*  thee,  my  dearie  ; 

And  now  what  seas  between  us  roar. 
How  can  I  but  be  eerie? 
For^  ohj  ^ 

How  slow  ye  motre,  ye  heavy  hours  ; 

The  joyless  daj  how  dreary ! 
It  wasna  sae  ye  glinted  by, 

When  I  was  wl*  my  dearie. 
For,  oh,  ^c. 


I  AM  A  SON  OF  MARS. 
Tttnc^*  Soldiei't  Joy.** 

I  AM  a  son  of  Man  who  have  been  in  many 

wan. 
And  show  my  cots  and  scan  wherever  I  come ; 
This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a 

trench. 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of 

the  drum. 

JLal  de  daudU,  ^. 

My    *prenticefthip    I    past    where  my  leader 

breath 'd  his  last, 
When  the  bloody  die  was  cast  on  the  heights  of 

Abram; 
I  served  out  my  trade  when  the  gallant  game 

was  play  d, 
And  the  Moro  bw  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the 

drum. 

Ztol  de  dandU,  ^. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  among  the  floating 

batt*ries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb ; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to 

head  me, 
Td  clatter  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
.Lai  de  daudle,  ^c 

And  DOW  tho'  I  must  b^  with  a  wooden  arm 

and  leg. 
And  many  a  tatter*d  rag  hanging  over  my  bum, 
I'm  m  happy  with  my  wallet,  my  bottle  and  my 

callet. 
As  when  I  tts*d  in  scarlet  to  follow  a  drum. 
JLal  de  dawUe,  ^ 

What  tho*  with  hoary  locks,  I  must  stand  the 

winter  shocks, 
Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  often  times  for  a 

home, 
When  the  tother  bag  I  sell,  and  the  tother 

bottle  tell, 
I  couM  meet  a  troop  of  hell  at  the  soond  of  the 

dnuDu 

JLai  d§  dmdff,  irc 


I  DREAM'D  I  LAY  WHERE  FLOWERS 
WERE  SPRINGING. 

Thcsi  two  stanzas  I  composed  when  I  was 
seventeen,  and  are  among  the  oldest  of  my  print- 
ed pieces. 

I  DREAM*D  I  lay  where  flowen  were  springing, 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam ; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing. 

By  a  &Uing,  crystal  stream  : 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring  ; 

Thro*  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave ; 
Treen  with  aged  arms  were  warring^ 

0*er  the  swelling,  drumlie  wave. 

Such  was  my  Iifo*s  deceitful  morning. 

Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoy'd  ; 
But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempests  storming, 

A*  my  flow*ry  bliss  destroy*d. 
Tho*  fickle  fortune  has  deceivM  me. 

She  promis'd  fiur,  and  perform*d  but  ill ; 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me, 

1  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  stilL 


I'LL  AYE  CA*  IN  BY  YON  TOUK 

Tun^"  111  gang  use  mair  to  yon  tovib* 

Tll  aye  ca*  in  by  yon  tonn. 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ; 

I'll  aye  ca*  in  by  yon  toun. 

And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 

There's  nane  shall  ken,  there's  nane  shall  gtn 
What  brbgs  me  back  the  gate  again. 

But  she,  my  fairest  £iithfu'  lass ; 
And  stowlins  we  shall  meet  again. 

She'll  wander  by  the  aiken  tree. 

When  trystin  time  draws  near  again  > 

And  when  her  lovely  form  I  see, 
O  haith,  she's  doubly  dear  again. 

I'll  aye  ca'  in  by  yon  toun. 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ; 

I'll  aye  ca'  in  by  yon  toun. 
And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 


VM  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  BiARRY  YET. 

The  chorus  is  old : — the  rest  of  it,  sueh  u  it 
is,  is  mine. 

Vu  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 

Wi'  unco  folk,  I  weary,  Sir ; 
And  lying  in  a  man's  bed, 

I'm  fley'd  wad  nude  me  irie^  Sir. 
I*m  o*er  young,  Fm  o*er  ffnta^f 
Fm  o*€r  jfomng  to  marry  pi  $ 
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rm  o*er  young,  twad  hearin 
To  tak  ^efroM  my  moMmy  ytL 

Hallonrmu  it  jome  and  gme. 

The  nlghta  are  Ung  in  winter,  Sir ; 

And  you  and  I  in  ae  bed, 

In  trowth  I  darena  Tentnre^  Sir. 
l*m  o*er  young,  ^ 

My  minnie  coft  me  a  new  gown, 
The  kirk  maun  hae  the  gracing  o*t ; 

War  I  to  lie  wi*  you,  kind  Sir, 
I'm  fear'd  ye*d  spoil  the  lacing  o't. 
7*111  o*er  young,  ^. 

Fu*  loud  and  thrill  the  frotty  wind 
BlawM  thro'  the  leaflett  timmer,  Sir ; 

But  thould  ye  come  thit  gate  again, 
I'll  anlder  be  gin  timmer.  Sir. 
Pm  o*er  young,  {re. 


IT  IS  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONNIE  FACE. 


THEtE  were  originally  Englith 
gare  them  their  Scotch  dreit. 


rertet: — I 


It  it  na,  Jean,  thy  bonnie  iacei 

Nor  thape  that  I  admire, 
Altho*  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace 

Might  weel  awauk  detire. 
Something  in  ilka  part  o*  thee 

To  praise,  to  love,  I  find ; 
But  d<kr  at  it  thy  form  to  me^ 

Still  dearer  b  thy  mind. 

Nae  mair  ungen'rout  with  I  hae^ 

Nor  ttronger  in  my  brtatt. 
Than,  if  I  canna  mak  thee  tae, 

At  leait  to  tee  thee  blett. 
Content  am  I,  if  heaven  thall  gi?t 

But  happincat  to  thee  i 
And  at  wi*  thee  Vd  with  to  Uva^ 

For  thee  I*d  bear  to  die. 


JAMIE,  COME  TRY  ME. 

Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ; 
If  ye  wad  win  my  loiwo. 
Can  ye  na  try  me  ? 
If  ye  thodd  atk  mv  lof% 
Could  I  deny  thee  f 
If  ye  wad  win  my  tore, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

My  heart  leapa  light,  my  lof% 
When  ye  come  nigh  ma ; 
If  I  had  wingt,  my  loff% 
MrdflytlMi 


If  ye  wad  woo  me^  Iotc^ 
Wha  can  c^y  thee  ? 
I*m  hr  aboon  fortune,  lova^ 
When  I  am  by  thee. 

I  come  from  my  chamber 
When  the  moon*t  glowii^ ; 
I  walk  by  the  ttreamleC 
*MaDg  the  broom  flowing. 
The  bright  moon  and  starts 
None  elie  etpy  me  ; 
And  if  ye  wad  win  my  lo?^ 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 


JOCKIE*S  TA*£N  THE  PARTING  KI88^ 

Jockib's  ta*en  the  parting  kiit, 

Ower  the  mountaina  he  u  gaae ; 
And  with  him  it  a*  my  blita ; 

Nought  but  grieft  wi*  me  remain. 
Spare  my  love,  ye  windt  that  blaw, 

Plathy  tleett,  and  beating  rain ! 
Spare  my  lore,  thou  feathery  anaw. 

Drifting  o'er  the  frosen  plain  ! 

When  the  shadet  of  evening  creep 

Ower  the  day*t  foir  gltdbome  ee, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  aleep. 

Sweetly  blytbe  hit  waukenii^  bt ! 
He  will  think  on  hrr  he  lovea, 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name ; 
For,  where'er  he  dbtant  rovet, 

Jockie't  heart  ia  ttill  at  hamt. 


JOHN  BARLEYCORN.  • 

A  BALLAD. 


Thbeb  were  three  kingt  into  the 
Three  kingt  both  great  and  high. 

An*  they  hae  twom  a  tolemn  oath 
John  Barleycorn  thould  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  ploogh'd  hia 

Put  dodt  upon  hit  head. 
And  they  hae  twom  a  tolemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  wit  dW« 

But  the  cheerful  spring  came  kindly  <■ 
And  thow*rt  began  to  foil ; 

John  Barleycorn  gi>t  np  again. 
And  tore  turpris'd  them  alL 


The  lultry  mint  of  tummer  cama, 
And  he  grew  thick  and  ttrov. 

Hit  head  weel  arm*d  wi'  pointed  tpvn, 
That  no  one  thould  him  wrong. 


•  Tills  It  partly 


«  tiM 


eraiM 
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Thft  tolMr  ratamn  calerM  mildt 
Wbeo  he  grew  wan  and  pale ; 
PJa  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 
r'd  he  began  to  £uL 


eokmr  tickenM  more  and  more. 
He  faded  into  age ; 
And  then  hit  enemies  began 
To  show  their  deadly  rage. 

Tbey*Te  ta*en  a  weapon  long  and  sharp, 

And  cnt  him  by  the  knee ; 
Then  ty'd  him  h»t  upon  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogne  for  forgerie. 

They  laid  him  down  npon  his  back. 

And  cndgell'd  him  foil  soie ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm, 

And  tnm*d  him  o*er  and  o*er. 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim. 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleyoom, 

There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  him  out  npon  the  floor, 

To  work  him  £uther  woe. 
And  still  as  signs  of  life  appear*d, 

They  toss'd  him  to  and  firo. 

They  wasted  o'er  a  scorching  flame, 

Tlie  marrow  of  his  bones ; 
But  a  miller  used  him  worst  of  all. 

For  he  cmsh'd  him  between  two  stones. 

And  they  hae  ta'en  his  very  heart's  blood 
And  drank  it  round  and  round ; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 
Their  joy  did  more  abound. 

John  Barleyeom  was  a  hero  bold, 

Of  noUe  enterpriM, 
For  if  yon  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

'TwiSL  make  your  courage  risoi 

'Twin  make  a  man  forget  his  woe ; 

'TwiUhdghtenaUhiajoy: 
Twill  ntake  the  widow's  heart  to  sing, 
Tho'  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  ns  toast  John  Barleyeom, 

Each  man  a  glasa  in  hand ; 
And  may  hia  great  posterity 

Ne'er  foi  in  old  Scotland ! 


JOHN  ANDERSON,  HT  JO,  IMPROVED. 

JoHii  AnsKsoir,  my  jo,  John,  I  wonder  what 

yon  mean, 
To  rise  so  soon  in  the  morning,  and  sit  up  so 

lata  it  ecuy 


Te*ll  blear  out  a*  your  cen,  John,  and  why 

should  you  do  so, 
Gang  sooner  to  your  bed  at  e'en,  John  Anderson, 

my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  when  nature  first 
began 

To  try  her  canny  hand,  John,  her  master-work 
was  man ; 

And  you  amaog  them  a',  John,  sae  trig  frae 
up  to  toe. 

She  proveid  to  be  nae  journey-work,  John  An- 
derson, my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  ye  were  my  first 

conceit, 
And  ye  na  think  it  strange,  John,  tho'  I  ca'  ye 

trim  and  neat ; 
Tho'  some  folk  say  ye're  auld,  John,  I  never 

think  ye  so, 
But  I  think  ye're  ave  the  same  to  me,  John  An- 

dersMi,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  we've  seen  our 

bairns'  bairns. 
And  jret,  my  dear  John  Anderson,  Vm  happy 

in  your  arms, 
And  sae  are  ye  in  mine,  John — ^I'm  sure  ye'll 

ne'er  say  no, 
Tho*  the  days  are  gane,  that  we  have  aeen,  John 

Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  Andersen,  my  jo,  John,  what  pleasaro 
does  it  gie 

To  see  sse  mony  sprouts,  John,  sprii^  up  'tween 
you  and  me. 

And  ilka  lad  and  lass,  John,  in  our  footsteps  to  go, 

Biakes  perfect  heaven  here  on  earth,  John  An- 
derson, my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  when  we  were 
first  acquaint, 

Your  locks  were  like  the  raven,  your  bonnio 
brow  waa  brent. 

But  now  your  head*s  turned  bald,  John,  your 
locks  are  like  the  snaw, 

Yet  blessings  on  your  fitMty  pow,  John  Ander- 
son, my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  frae  jrear  to  yeai 
we've  past, 

And  soon  that  year  maun  come,  John,  will 
bring  ua  to  our  last : 

But  let  nae  that  afiright  us,  John,  our  hearta 
were  ne'er  our  foe, 

While  in  innocent  delight  we  lived,  John  An- 
derson, my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  we  clam  the  hiO 

thither. 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John,  we've  had  wi 

aneanither; 


8oe 
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Vow  we  mann  totter  dovBi  John,  but  band  b 

hand  we*U  go. 
And  well  sleep  thc^ther  at  the  fiMt,  John  An- 

denon^  wj  jo* 


LAST  MAY  A  BRAW  WOOER. 


The  Lothian  Laale.* 


Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam'  down  the  lang 
glen, 
And  lair  wi*  hb  love  he  did  deave  roe ; 
I  said  there  was  naetbing  I  hated  like  men  : 
The  dence  gae  wi*  him  to  believe  me,  beliere 

me, 
The  deoce  gae  wi*  him  to  beliere  me ! 

He  spak*  o*  the  darts  o*  my  bonnie  black  een, 
And  Tow*d  for  my  love  he  was  deein*. 

I  uid  he  micht  dee  when  he  liked  for  Jean ; 
The  guid  furgi*e  me  for  leein*,  for  leein*, 
The  guid  forgi*e  me  fur  leein*  ! 

A  weel-stockit  mailin*,  himm*ll  for  the  laird. 
And  marriage  aff>hand,  were  his  proffer. 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kenn*d  it  or  cared ; 
But  thocht  I  might  hae  a  waur  offer,  waur 

offer, 
But  thought  I  might  hae  a  waur  dkr. 

But,  what  wad  ye  think,  in  a  fortnirht  or  less, — 
The  deiPs  in  his  taste  to  gang  near  her  ! — 

He  up  the  lang  loan  to  my  black  cousin  Bess — 
Guess  ye  how,  the  jaud  !  I  could  bear  her, 

could  bear  her, 
Oneas  ye  how,  the  jaud  !  I  could  bear  her ! 

But  a*  the  neist  week,  as  I  fretted  wi'  care, 
I  gaed  to  the  tryst  o*  Dalgarnock  ; 

And  wha  but  my  braw  fickle  wooer  was  there  ? 
Wha  glowr'd  as  he  had  seen  a  warlock,  a 

warlock, 
Wha  glowr*d  aa  he  had  seen  a  warlock. 

Out  ower  my  left  shouther  I  gi'ed  him  a  blink. 
Lest  neebors  micht  say  I  was  saucy ; 

My  wooer  he  caper'd  as  he*d  been  in  drink. 
And  vow'd  I  was  bis  dear  baste,  dear  lassie. 
And  vow'd  I  waa  his  dear  Ussie. 

I  speir*d  for  my  cousin,  fon  couthie  and  sweet. 

Gin  she  had  recover'd  her  hearin'  ? 
And  how  my  auld  shoon  fitted  her  shauchled 
feet?* 
Gude  sauf  us  1  how  he  foil  a-awearin',  a^ 

swearin', 
Gude  sauf  us !  how  he  fell  a-swearin'. 


He  begged,  for  gndeaake !  I  wad  bt  his  wil^ 
Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi*  eorrow ; 

Sae,  e*en  to  preserve  the  pair  body  in  li% 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow,  t^Wth 

row, 
I  think  I  mann  wed  him  to-morrow. 


LASSIE  WI'  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCK& 


RoChlcmureiiuir  Raat* 

Lottie  wC  fAe  Knt  white  loeie^ 
Bonnie  lauitf  artlett  Icutie, 

Wilt  thou  wi*  me  tend  thefloektf 
Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie.  Of 

Now  If  atnre  cleads  the  flowery  lea. 
And  a*  ia  young  and  sweet  like  thee, 
O,  wilt  thou  share  ita  joys  wi*  me. 
And  say  thou*lt  be  my  dearie,  O  ? 
Latne  wCf  {pc 

And  when  the  welcome  simmer  shower 
Has  cheer*d  ilk  drooping  little  flower, 
We*ll  to  the  breathing  woodbine  bower. 
At  sultry  noon,  my  dearie,  O. 
JLattie  wC,  {^. 

When  Cynthia  lights,  wi*  silver  ray, 
The  weary  shearer's  hameward  way. 
Through  yellow-waving  fields  we'll  8tray« 
And  talk  o'  love,  my  dearie,  O. 
Lottie,  wT,  (fu 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnignt  rest. 
Enclasped  to  my  faithful  breast, 
I*U  comfort  thee,  my  dearie,  O. 
XoMM,  in**,  ffL 


•  In  Scotland,  when  a  rast-oir  lover  pays  his  ad. 
dresMS  to  s  new  mivtrm*,  that  new  mittrvM  Is  Mitt  to 
have  foC  the  auM  thocm  (old  ihoet)  of  the  rormer  one. 
Here  the  metaphor  It  made  to  cvry  rni  extremely  ii»> 
fSBkNM  sarcssm  at  the  vlumsincat  or  the  new  miMroi'i 


LAY  THY  LOOP  IN  MINE,  LASS 

Turner"  O  lay  the  kMf  tai  mine,  Iw.* 

O  LAY  thy  k>of  in  mine,  laas, 
In  mine,  lass,  in  mine,  Um  ; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand, 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 

A  alave  to  love*s  unboonded  away. 
He  aft  has  vrrought  me  muckle 
But  now  he  b  my  deadly  fise. 
Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 

There's  roony  a  law  has  broke  my 
That  fur  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best ; 
But  thou  art  tjueen  within  my 
For  ever  to  remain. 
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'  WOMAN  E*ER  COMPLAIN. 
OuMuiOny.* 


■an  e'er  compbin 
taaej  in  lore; 
an  e'er  compUin, 
IB  ii  ipt  to  rove. 

I  through  nitnre's  ranges 

B'ktj  law  it  change ; 
it  not  be  strange, 
M,  then,  a  monster  prove? 

inda,  and  mark  the  tides ; 
bb^  and  ocean's  flow. 
sm  but  set  to  rise ; 
id  nmnd  the  seasons  go. 

ask  of  silly  man, 
l«at  nature's  plan  f 
■tint  while  we  can, 
be  BO  more,  you  know. 


rO,  LONG  THE  NIGHT. 
aw#   "  Aye  wsktai'.* 

JOTf ,  hnp  the  night, 
Htavjf  eome»  the  morrow, 

VhUe  my  toutM  delight, 
If  on  her  bed  oftorrow. 


to  care, 
I  eease  to  languish, 
By  darling  Cur 
I  the  couch  of  angniah  ? 

hope  is  fled, 
ry  fear  is  terror : 
er  e'en  I  dread, 
Tj  dream  is  horror. 
Long,  gv. 

Bi^  pow*rs  divine ! 
in  pity  hear  me ! 
lOght  else  of  mine, 
my  Chloris  spare  me ! 
Xony,  ^ 


LOGAN  BRAE& 

TyMim   "  Lofsn  Wat«.* 

nrceetly  didst  thon  glide^ . 
wie  my  Willie's  bride ; 
beync  hae  o'er  ua  mn, 
to  the  simmer  sun. 
■  flowery  banks  appear 
ie  winter,  dark  an  drear, 
Mr  lad  maun  feoe  hia  feeai 
I  me  md  Legaa  bna. 


Agun  the  merry  month  o'  Mi^* 

Has  made  our  hills  and  valleys  gay ; 

The  birds  t ejoioe  in  leafy  bowersy 

The  bees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowen  t 

Blythe  morning  lifts  his  rosy  eye, 

And  evening's  tear*  are  tears  of  joy : 

My  soul,  delightless,  a*  surveys. 

While  Willie's  &r  free  Logan  braek 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  bmhy 
Amang  her  nestlings  site  the  thmsh : 
Her  fiuthfn'  mate  will  share  her  toaly 
Or  wi*  hia  song  her  carev  b^uile ; 
But  I,  wi'  my  sweet  nurslings  here, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nae  mate  to  cheer. 
Pass  widow'd  nights  and  joyless  dayS| 
While  Willie's  fer  free  Logan  brace. 

O  wae  upon  you,  men  o'  state. 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate ' 
As  ye  make  mony  a  food  heut  monroy 
Sac  may  it  on  your  heads  return  ! 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoyy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry;* 
But  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  dayS| 
And  Willie,  name  to  Logan  braee  I 


LORD  GREGORY. 

Oh,  mirk,  mirk  is  this  midnight  hoar. 

And  loud  the  tenlpests  roar ; 
A  waefu*  wanderer  seeks  thy  tower. 

Lord  Gregory,  ope  thy  door ! 

An  exile  frae  her  fsther'a  ha'. 

And  a'  for  loving  thee ; 
At  least  some  pity  on  me  shew. 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 

Lord  Gregory,  mind'st  thou  not  the  gfOfV 

By  bonnie  Irvine  side. 
Where  first  I  own'd  that  virgin  lot* 

I  lai^  lang  had  denied? 

How  afken  didst  thon  pledge  the  ?aw, 

Thou  wad  for  aye  be  mine ! 
And  my  fond  heart,  itsell  sse  tnie^ 

It  ne'er  mistrusted  thine. 

Hard  is  thy  heart.  Lord  Gregoiy, 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast ! 
Thou  dart  of  heaven  that  flashee  by, 

Oh,  wilt  thou  give  me  rest ! 

Ye  mustering  thunders  from  above, 
Your  willing  victim 


•  OriglnaUy, 

**  Ye  mind  na  *mid  your  cruel  Joys, 
••  The  widow's  tsen,  theombv*^  e 


»1C 

Bat  tpue  iBG  pardon  mj  ftlM  low 
Ha  WTongt  to  hnvto  and  me  !* 
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LINES  ON  LORD  DAEIL 

This  wot  ye  all  whom  it  coDoeni% 
I,  Rhymer  Robin,  aliaa  Burns, 

October  twenty-third, 
A  ne*er-to-be-fbrgntUm  day, 
Sae  fiu- 1  sprackled  f  up  the  brae, 

I  dinner*d  wi*  a  Lord. 

Vre  been  at  drunken  writvn*  \  fesata, 
l^y,  been  bitch  fbu  'mang  godly  priests^ 

Wi'  rev'renrc  be  it  spoken  ; 
I*Te  eren  join*d  the  honour*d  jorum. 
When  mighty  Squireships  of  the  quorum, 

li^r  hydra  drouth  did  sioken. 

But  wi  a  Lord — stand  out  my  shin, 
A  Lord — a  Peer — an  EarKs  son. 

Up  higher  yet  my  bonnet ; 
An'  sic  a  LorS — laog  Scotch  ells  twa, 
Our  peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a' 

As  I  look  o'er  a  sonnet 

But  O  for  Hogarth's  magic  power ! 
To  show  Sir  Hardy's  willyart  glowr,$ 

And  how  he  stared  and  stammer'd, 
Whan  goayan  y  as  if  led  wi*  branka,^ 
An*  stumpan  on  his  ploughman  ahanks. 

He  in  the  pariour  hammer'd. 


I  sidling  shelter'd  in  a  nook, 
An'  at  hia  Lordship  steal't  a  look, 

Like  some  portentous  omen ; 
Except  good  sense  and  social  glee. 
An'  (what  surprised  me)  modesty, 

I  marked  nought  uncommon. 

I  watch*d  the  symptoma  o*  the  Great, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state 

The  arrogant  assuming ; 
The  fient  a  pi^e,  nae  pride  had  he, 
Nor  Uttce,  nor  state  that  I  could  seo, 

llair  than  an  honest  ploughman. 

Then  firom  his  Lordship  I  shall  learn, 
Hencefortn  to  meet  with  unooncem. 

One  rank  as  well's  another ; 
Nae  Aoncil  worth jf  man  need  care. 
To  meet  with  noUe  youthful  Dasb« 

For  he  but  meets  a  brother. 

Theae  linca  will  be  rNul  with  no  common  in- 
terest  by  all  who  remember  the  unaffected  aim- 


*  This  soM  was  eompossd  upon  the  suUeot  of  His 
veD-luKma  and  rtry  baautlAil  balfaKi,  cnttOsd  ••  The 
LaM  of  Lodiroyan.*' 
t  Claanberad.  ±  Attoneya 

Iriiiklsnedslara.  |  WatUi^staBidlT. 


plieity  of  appeinaee^  the 

nance  and  manners,  and  the 

Tolence  of  heart,  of  Baail,  Lord  Dacr«— It 

younger  brother  of  hia  who,  aa  Easl  of  ScOdi^ 

became  so  well  known  aa  the  advoetfta  of 

tary  emigration,   and  who  settled  tlia 

npon  the  Red  River. 


MACPHERSON'S  FAREWELL. 


FiEBWXXL,  ye  prisons  dark  and  etrong^ 

The  wretch's  destinie ! 
Macpherson's  time  will  not  be  hmg 
On  yonder  gallows  tree ! 

S<u  raniimpljff  $m  waniomfyf 

Sae  dantmdjf  gaed  A«^ 
Ht  pUijf*d  a  9pring^  amd  dametd  it 
Btneath  the  gaUowt  trtt  I 

Oh,  what  ia  death,  but  parting  brealh  ? 

On  mooy  a  bluidy  plain 
I'tc  daur'd  hia  free,  and  in  this  phtft 

I  scorn  him  yet  again. 

Sae  ramiiuffljff  fv. 

Untie  these  banda  frae  aff  my  haadi^ 
And  bring  to  me  my  sword ; 

And  there's  nae  man  in  a*  Seodaad 
But  rU  brave  him  at  a  word. 
Sae  rantingfyf  ^ 

I've  lived  a  life  of  stort  and  alrifi ; 

I  die  by  treacherie ; 
It  bums  my  heart  I  must  depart 

And  not  avenged  be. 

Sae  rantiupljf,  ^ 


Now  £u«weil,  light,  thou  annahina 
And  all  b^ne.ith  the  sky  ! 

May  coward  shame  di»taui  hia 
The  wretch  that  dares  not  dit  I 
SoM  ramtimgiif^  ^ 


MARIA'S  DWELUNa 
The  krt  ttane  I  earn  onsr  llw 


FiaiwELL  thou  atream  that  windiqg 

Around  Maria's  dwelling ! 
Ah  cruel  mem'ry  !  spare  the  throea 

Within  my  boaom  aweUiag : 
CSondemn'd  to  drag  a  hopriass  chaa% 

And  still  in  4cfftt  langnisk  ; 
To  ferl  a  fire  in  ev'iy  vwa. 

Yet  dare  not  speck  my  angaiak. 


The  wretch  of  love^  n: 
I  fiuB  my  criBM  woiilA 


SONGS. 


Sll 


Tbe  Vnntiiig  wigli,  th*  unveeting  groan 

Betny  the  hopele»  lover. 
I  know  nyr  doom  muit  be  despair. 

Thou  wilt,  nor  canst  reliere  me ; 
Bat  oh,  Maria,  hear  one  prayer, 

For  pity**  aake  forgire  me. 

The  mnme  of  thy  tongue  I  heard. 

Nor  wbt  while  it  enslmT'd  me ; 
I  aaw  thine  eyea,  yet  nothing  frar'oy 

Tin  fiean  no  more  had  aared  me. 
The  unwary  aailor  thus  aghast. 

The  whaling  torrent  viewing ; 
*Mid  drding  horrors  yidds  at  last 

To  overwhelmiiig  ruin. 


HARK  YONDER  POMP. 
Tmi^-"  DsU  takr  the  wan.* 

MiEK  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fiuhion. 

Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride : 
But  when  compared  with  real  passion, 

Poor  b  all  that  princely  pride. 

Whnt  are  their  showy  treasures  ? 

What  are  their  noisy  pleasures  ? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art. 

Tbe  poliah'd  jewel's  blase. 

May  draw  the  wond'ring  gaae^ 

And  courtly  grandeur  bright. 

The  £u»cy  may  delight. 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart. 

But  did  yon  aee  my  dearest  Chloris, 

In  simplicity's  array ; 
Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opramg  flower  is, 

Shrinkii^  from  the  gane  of  day. 

O  then  the  heart  alarming. 

And  all  resiatlcM  charming, 
In  Love's  delightful  fetters  she  chains  the  wil- 
ling sonl! 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown. 

Even  Av'rice  would  deny 

Hm  wonhipp'd  deity. 
And  fed  thro  every  vein  Love's  rapturea  rolL 


To  thee  my  fiuicy  took  its  wing— 
I  sat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw. 

Though  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  brtWy 
And  you  the  toast  o'  a'  the  town, 

I  sigh'd,  and  (aid  amang  them  a'» 
Ye  are  na  Mary  Moriaon. 

O,  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  cladly  dee? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  hia, 

Whase  only  fiiut  is  loving  thee  ? 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gia. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown ; 
A  thodit  ungentle  canna  be 

The  thocht  of  Mary  Moriaoo. 


MARY  M0RI80N. 
-"  BMe  ye  yet." 


0,  Mart,  at  thy  window  be ; 

It  ia  the  wished,  the  trysted  hoar : 
Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor. 
How  blythely  wad  I  byde  the  atoure, 

A  weary  slave  fiae  aun  to  aun. 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure, 

The  lovely  Mary  Morison  I 

Yestreen,  when  to  the  stenteil  string 
The  dance  gaed  through  tha  liehtit  ha't 


MEQ  O'  THE  MILL. 

O  bonnle  hM^  win  yon  lie  In  a  banarfL" 

O,  KBN  ye  what  Meg  o'  ihe  Mill  haa  gotten, 
An'  ken  ye  what  fil^  o*  the  Mill  haa  gotten  ? 
She  has  gottm  a  coof  wi'  a  claut  o'  siller. 
And  broken  the  heart  o*  the  barley  miller. 

The  miller  was  strappin',  the  miller  was  mddy  ; 
A  heart  like  a  lord,  and  a  hue  like  a  lady : 
The  laird  was  a  wuddiefu*  bleerit  knurl ; 
She's  left  the  guid  fallow,  and  ta'en  the  churL 

The  miller  he  hecht  her  a  heart  leal  and  loving : 
Tbe  laird  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair  mo- 

▼ing; 
A  fine  pacing-horse  wi'  a  dear-chain'd  bridle^ 

A  whip  by  her  siJe,  and  a  bonny  side-saddle. 

O  wae  on  the  siller,  it's  sae  prevailing ; 
And  wae  on  the  love  that's  fix'd  on  a  mailln' ! 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's  paila. 
But,  Gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl  I 


MUSING  ON  THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 

I  coMrosBD  these  venea  ont  of  compliment 
to  a  Mrs.  M'Lachlan,  whose  husband  is  an  of- 
ficer in  ihe  East  Indies. 

Tun§^'*  Dmmlon  Dnbht* 


MusiKO  on  the  roaring  ocean. 
Which  divides  my  love  and  me ; 

Wearying  heaven  in  warm  devotion, 
For  htt  weal  where'er  he  be. 

Hope  and  fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  nature's  law, 

Whispring  spirits  round  my  pilloir» 
Talk  of  him  that'a  for  awa. 

Ye  whom  aormw  never  woonda^ 
Ye  who  never  ahtd  a  tMr, 
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CAre-untroubled,  joy-surrounded, 
Gaudy  day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gentle  night,  do  thou  befriend  me^ 
Downy  deep  the  curtain  draw ; 

Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me. 
Talk  of  him  that*i  £ir  awa ! 


MY  BONNIE  MART. 

This  air  ia  Oswald's;  the  ftnt  half-atana 
of  the  song  is  old,'tA<  rett  mtM.* 

Go  fetch  to  roe  a  pint  o*  wine. 

An*  fill  it  in  a  silver  tasue ; 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go, 

A  service  to  my  bonnie  lassie ; 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  pier  o*  Letth ; 

Fu*  loud  the  wind  blaws  frae  the  ferry  ; 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law, 

And  I  mamn  lea*e  my  bonnie  Mary. 

The  trampets  sound,  the  banners  fly. 

The  glittering  spears  are  ranked  ready ; 
The  shouts  o*  war  are  heard  afer. 

The  battle  closes  thick  and  bloody ; 
But  it*s  not  the  roar  o*  sea  or  shore 

Wad  make  me  langer  wuh  to  tarry  ; 
Nor  shouts  o*  war  that*s  heard  afer, 

It*s  kaving  thee,  my  bonnie  Mary. 


MY  LADY'S  GOWN  THERE'S  GAIRS 
UPON'T. 

Mr  lady*s  gown  there's  gain  npon't,    * 
And  gowden  flowers  sae  rare  upon't ; 
But  Jenny's  jimps  and  jirkinct. 
My  lord  thinks  muckle  mair  npon't. 

My  lord  a-hunting  he  is  gane, 

But  hounds  or  hawks  wi  him  are  Baati 

By  Colin's  cottage  lies  hu  game. 

If  Colin's  Jenny  be  at  hame. 

My  lady's  white,  my  lady's  red. 
And  kith  and  kin  o'  CMsilts'  Uode, 
But  her  ten-pund  lands  o'  tocher  g«de 
Were  a*  the  charms  his  lordship  lo'ed. 

Out  o'er  yon  moor,  out  o'er  yon  moss, 
Whare  gor^cocks  Uirongh  th«  heather  pass  • 
There  wons  auld  Colin's  bonny  laM» 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness. 

Sae  sweetly  more  her  geoty  limbsb 
Like  music  notes  o'  lover's  hymns : 
The  diamond  dew  is  her  cen  see  bine. 
Where  laughing  lore  sae  wanton  swims. 

My  lady's  dink,  my  lady's  dresC, 
The  flower  and  fancy  o*  the  west ; 
But  the  lassie  that  man  k>'es  the  best, 
O  that's  the  lass  to  mak  him  UeiL 


MY  HEARrS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 

Mr  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  b  not 

here — 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer ; 
A-chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
Farewell  to   the    Highlands,   farewell   to   the 

North,. 
The  birth-place  of  valour,  the  country  of  worth  ; 
Whereva*  I  wander,  wherever  I  rort% 
The  hills  of  the  Highlands  fur  ever  I  kve. 

Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  cuver'd  with 

snow ; 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valle>'S  below ; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild  hanging  woods ; 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pourii^  floods,  j 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not , 

here;  j 

BIy  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer,  i 
Chasing  the  wild  deer  and  following  the 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 


*  This  song,  which  Bums  hers  acknowMfSS  to  bs 
his  own,  was  first  Intniduesd  by  htm  In  a  Mtsr  to 
Jtab  Dnalop^  m  two  tM  Wei 


MY  NANNIE'S  AWA. 
'  ThsrsTD  never  bs  peaee  tiO 


Now  in  her  green  mantle  Uythe  nature  array*. 
And  listens  the  lambkins  that  Meat  owcr  'tb« 

braes, 
While  birds  warUe  weleome  in  iUca  green  shair; 
But  to  me  it's  delightless     my  Nannie's  awa. 

The  snaw-drap  and  primraee  onr  wnodlaeii 

adorn. 
And  violets  bathe  in  ihe  weeC  o'  the  mom  ; 
They  pain  my  »ad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blav ! 
They  mind  me  o'  Nannie— and  Nannie's  ava. 

Thou  laverock,  that  springs  free  the  dews  of 

the  lawn. 
The  shepherd   to  warn  of  the  grcy-breakief 

dawn  ; 
And  thoo  mellow  maris,  that  haib  die  night-fe* , 
Give  over  for  pity— my  Nannie's  awa. 

Come,  autumn,  sm  penuTe^  in  yeltow  and  grey, 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  o'  natnrc's  decay : 
The  dark,  drearv  winter,  and  wild-driving  saiv, 
Alane  can  delight  me    my  Nannie's  awa. 
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HT  NANNIE,  O. 
"MjNaiiiito,a* 


BuiiifD  yoo  hOb  where  Sdnelur  flofr% 

Mang  moon  an*  nKMwt  miny,  O, 
The  wintiy  sttii  the  day  hu  cloe'd, 

And  I'll  awa  to  Nannie,  O. 
The  westland  wind  blawi  loud  an'  shrill ; 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainj,  O  ; 
Bat  I'll  get  mj  plaid  and  out  I*U  tteal, 

An'  owre  the  hills  to  Nannie,  O. 

My  Nannie's  charming,  sweet,  an*  young ; 

Na'  artfu*  wiles  to  win  ye,  O ; 
Blay  ill  be&'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  O. 
Her  fiwe  is  £ur,  her  heart  is  true. 

As  spotless  as  she's  bonnie,  O  : 
The  opening  gowan,  wet  wi*  dew, 

Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie^  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree. 

An*  few  there  be  that  km  me,  O  ; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 

I'm  welcome  aye  to  Nannie,  O. 
My  riches  a*  *s  my  penny-fee^ 

An*  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  O ; 
Bnt  warl*!  gear  ne'er  troubles  me, 

BIy  thoughts  are  a*  my  Nannie,  O. 

Our  add  Quidman  delights  to  Tiew 

His  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonnie,  O ; 
But  I'm  as  blythe  that  bauds  his  pleugh, 

An*  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  O. 
Come  wed,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by, 

1*11  take  what  Heaven  will  sen*  me^  O ; 
Nae  ither  care  in  life  hae  I, 

But  live,  an*  love  my  Nannie,  O. 


BIY  PEOOrS  FACE. 

Mt  Peggy's  feee,  my  Peggy*s  form 
The  froet  of  Hermit  sge  might  warm ; 
My  P«ggy*i  worth,  my  Peggy *s  mind, 
Blight  charm  the  first  of  human  kind : 
I  love  my  Peggy*s  angel  air. 
Her  feee  so  truly,  heavenly  feir. 
Her  native  grace  so  void  of  art^ 
But  I  adore  my  Peggy's  heart. 
\ 

The  lily*s  hue,  the  rose's  dye, 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye ; 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway, 
Who  bflt  knows  they  all  decay ! 
The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear, 
The  generous  purpose,  nobly  dear. 
The  gentit  look,  that  rage  disarms, 
Thes^  are  all  immortal  inarms. 


BIY  80D0ER  LADDIE. 


THK  IOLDUK*S  DOXT*S    SONO    IN   «<  THI  JOLLT 


BSOOAas. 


Sodger  Laddie." 

I  ONCK  was  a  maid,  tho*  I  canna  tell  when. 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men ; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  dsddin,  ■ 
No  wonder  Vm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sinp,  Lai  de  Ud,^ 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  Plundering  drum  was  his  trade ; 
H'ls  leg  was  so  tight,  and  hit  cheek  was  so  ruddy, 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  UuMie. 
Sinp,  Zat  dt  kJ,  ^,- 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch. 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  chureh. 
He  ventur'd  the  sow/,  and  I  risked  the  bod^, 
*Twas  then  I  prov'd  felse  to  my  sodger  Uddie. 
Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  {fc. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  aot. 
The  r^ment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fife  I  waa  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  ^. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc'd  me  to  beg  in  despair, 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  at  Cunningham  fair  ; 
His  raff  reffimental  they  fluttered  m>  gaudy. 
My  heart  it  rejoic'd  at  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sinfft  Lal  de  lal,  (ft. 

And  now  I  have  liv'd — I  know  not  how  kmg. 

And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  song ; 

But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass 

steady, 
Here*s  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  codger  laddie. 
Sinff,  Lal  de  lal,  (^ 


MY  SPOUSE  NANCIE. 
-"  My  Jo,  Janet." 


Husband,  husband,  ceaite  your  strife 
Nor  longer  idly  rave.  Sir ; 

Though  I  am  your  wedded  wife. 
Yet  I'm  not  your  slave,  Sir. 

One  of  two  must  still  obey, 

Nancie,  Nincie; 
Is  it  man  or  woman,  say. 

My  spouse  Nancie  ? 

If  'tis  still  the  lordly  word. 

Service  and  obedience ; 
I'll  desert  my  sovereign  lord. 

And  so  good-bye  iJlegiance 

Sad  will  I  be  so  bereft, 
Nande^  Nancie; 


tl4 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Yet  111  try  to  main  a  ■oift, 
Mfiponw  Nancie. 

Hf  poor  heart  then  break  it  matt, 

Mf  last  hour  I'm  near  it ; 
When  joo  laj  me  in  the  diitt, 

Think— think  how  fou  will  bear  it 

I  win  hope  and  tmet  in  HeaTen, 

Naneie^  Nancie» 
Strength  to  bear  it  wiU  be  given, 

My  ipoaie  Nande. 

Wdl,  Sir,  from  the  ailent  dead, 
Still  I'll  tiy  to  daont  yon ; 

Ever  nmnd  your  midnight  bed 
Horrid  spritee  ehall  haunt  yoo. 

I*D  wed  another  like  my  dear 

Naneie,  Nancie; 
Then  all  hell  will  fly  for  frar. 

If  y  apouae  Naneie ! 


BIY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL. 

O  MBIKLB  thinka  my  lure  o'  my  beauty, 

And  meikle  thinks  my  lure  o*  my  kin ; 
But  little  thinki  my  luve  I  keo  brawlie, 

My  toeher'i  the  jewel  haa  charms  for  him. 
It*s  a*  for  the  apple  he'll  nmiriah  the  tree ; 

It*s  a'  for  the  hinney  he'll  cherish  the  bee^ 
My  laddie's  sae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller. 

He  canna  hae  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffier  o*  luve's  an  arle  penny. 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 
But  an*  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnio, 

Sae  ye  wi*  anither  your  fortune  maun  try. 
Ye're  like  to  the  timmer  o*  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye*re  like  to  the  bark  o*  yon  rotten  tree, 
Ye*ll  slip  free  me  like  a  knotless  thrrad, 

Aud  ye*ll  crack  your  ciedit  wi*  mae  nor  me. 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING. 
"  My  wUVai  wanton  wm Uili«.'' 


Shb  la  a  winsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thins. 
This  sweet  wee  wifo  o  mine ! 


I  never  saw  a  fiurer, 
I  never  loo'd  a  dearer ; 
And  neist  my  heart  Til  wear  her, 
For  foar  my  jewel  tine. 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  ie  a  handsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  bonnie  wee  thing. 
This  sweet  wee  wifo  o^nioe. 


The  warld'e  wrack  wv  ahnra  9\ 
The  warsde  and  the  care  o*t ; 
W  her  ni  Uythely  bear  it. 
And  think  my  lot  diviMu 


NAE-BODY. 

I  HAK  a  wifo  o'  my  ain, 
rU  partake  wi'  nae-body  ; 

rU  tak  cttckoki  frae  nana, 
I'll  gie  cuckold  to  nae-body. 

I  hae  a  penny  to  spend, 

Tber»— thanks  to  nae-body ; 
I  hae  naething  to  lend, 

I'll  borrow  frae  nae-body. 

I  am  nae>body's  lord, 
rUbe  sUve  to  nae-body; 

I  hae  a  guid  braid  sword. 
rU  tak  dunto  frae  nae-body. 

Ill  be  merry  and  frcc^ 
rn  be  sad  for  nae-body ; 

If  nae-body  care  fior  ma, 
I'll  care  for  nae-body. 


NANCY. 


Thinb  am  I,  my  fiuthfnl  foir. 
Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy  ; 

£v*ry  pulse  along  my  veina, 
Ev*ry  roving  foncy. 

To  thy  boenm  ley  my  heart. 
There  to  thiob  and  languish ; 

Tho'  despair  had  wrui^  iu  core. 
That  would  heal  its  anguiidi. 

Take  away  these  ro*y  lipa. 
Rich  with  balmy  tnsasure : 

Turn  away  thine  eyes  of  lovc^ 
Lest  I  die  with  pleasure. 

yrhtt  M  life  when  wanting  love? 

Night  witliout  a  morning : 
Love's  the  clouilless  summer  ana 

Nature  gay  adorning. 


NOW  SPRING  HAS  CLAD  THE  QROVI 
IN  GREEN. 

Now  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  gnn, 
And  strew*d  the  Ira  wi*  Aowera ; 

The  furrow'd  wsving  corn  is  seia 
~  in  fostering  showers  s 
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Whila  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 

TharMMTTOwB  to  forego, 
O  why  thus  all  akme  are  mine 

The  weary  ttepe  of  woe  ! 

The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  burn 

Glides  twift,  a  silver  daitp 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thorn 

Defies  the  angler*s  art ; 
My  life  wss  aoce  that  careless  stream. 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
But  love^  wi*  unrelenting  beam, 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

The  little  flow*ret*t  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows. 
Which  save  the  linnet's  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows, 
Wss  mine  ;  till  love  has  o*er  me  past. 

And  blighted  a*  my  bloom, 
And  now  beneath  the  withering  blast. 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  lav'rock  warbling  springs, 

And  climbs  the  early  sky, 
Winnowing  blythe  her  dewy  wings 

In  morning's  rosy  eye  ; 
As  little  reckt  I  sorrow's  power. 

Until  the  flowery  snare 
O*  witching  liive,  in  luckless  hour. 

Blade  me  the  thrall  o*  care. 

O  Lad  my  £ite  been  Greenland's  snows. 

Or  Afric's  burning  tone, 
Wi*  man  and  nature  leagued  my  foes, 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known  ! 
The  wretch  whose  doom  is,  "  hope  nae  mair,** 

That  tongue  his  woes  can  tell ! 
Within  whase  bosom,  save  despair, 

Nae  kinder  spirits  dwell. 


NOW  BA^K  AND  BRAE  ARE  CLAD 
IN  GREEN. 

Now  bank  and  brae  are  clad  in  green 

An*  scatter 'd  cowslips  sweetly  spring, 
By  Girvan's  fairy  haunted  stream 

The  birdies  flit  on  wanton  wing. 
To  CasKillis'  bdnks  when  e'ening  fa's, 

Tbei  i  wi'  my  Mary  let  uie  flee. 
There  c«tch  her  ilka  glance  of  love 

The  bonnie  blink  u*  Mary's  ee ! 

The  child  wha  boasts  o'  warld's  walth. 

Is  afien  laird  o*  meikle  care  ; 
But  Mary  she  is  a*  my  ain, 

Ah,  fortune  canna  gie  me  mair ! 
Then  let  me  range  by  CassiUis*  banks, 

Wi*  her  the  lassie  dear  to  me. 
And  catch  her  ilka  glance  o*  love. 

The  bonnie  blink  o'  Mary's  ee ! 


NOW  WESTUN'  WIND& 


"  I  had  a  hone,  I  had  nae  malr." 

Now  wesdin'  winds,  and  slaughtering  guns, 

Bnng  autumn's  pleasant  weather ; 
The  muircock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 

Amang  the  blooming  heather. 
Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

Delights  the  weary  fiirmer ; 
And  the  moon  shine's  bright,  when  I  roTt  at 
night. 

To  muse  upon  my  charmer. 

The  partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells ; 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains ; 
The  woindcdck  haunts  the  lonely  dells ; 

The  soaring  hern  the  fountains. 
Through  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roves, 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  hazel  bush  o'erhaogs  the  thrush. 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet. 

Thus  every  kind  their  pleasure  find. 

The  savage  and  the  tender  { 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine ; 

Some  solitary  wander : 
Avaunt,  away  !  the  cruel  sway. 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  sportman's  joy,  the  murdering  cry, 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion. 

But,  Peggy  dear,  the  evening's  cleat, 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  swallow ; 
The  Hky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view, 

All  fading  green  and  yellow  : 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way. 

And  view  the  charms  of  nature ; 
The  rustling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn, 

And  every  happy  creature. 

We'll  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk. 

Till  the  ^iIent  moon  »ihine  clearly  ; 
I'll  grii.<\)  thy  waist,  and  fondly  prese't^ 

An  J  swear  1  love  thee  dearly. 
Not  vernal  showers  to  budding  ^owtn. 

Not  autumn  to  the  farmer. 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  charmer ! 


OF  A*  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIND  CAN 

BLAW. 

Tum^**  Misi  Admiral  Goidaa*t  Strathspey.* 

I  coMrosBD  this  song  out  of  compliment  to 
Mrs.  Burns.     It  was  during  the  honey-moon. 

Or  a*  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like  the  west, 
For  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives, 

The  loss  that  I  loe  best : 
Tho*  wild  woods  grow,  and  rtren  row« 

Wi*  mony  a  hill  between. 
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Baith  iaj  and  night,  mj  haefu  fligbt 
b  ever  wi*  mj  Jean. 


f. 


I  tee  her  in  the  dewy  flow'i^ 

Sae  knrely,  aweet,  and  firirf, 
I  hear  her  Toice  in  ilka  bird, 

Wi*  muaie  charm  the  air : 
There'*  not  a  bonnie  flower  that  apringa, 

By  fountain,  ahaw,  or  green. 
Nor  yet  a  bonnie  bird  that  ainga. 

Bat  minda  me  o*  my  Jean. 

Upon  the  bauka  o*  flowmg  Qyda 

The  laMca  bunk  them  braw ; 
Bat  when  their  beat  they  hae  put  on, 

Bfy  Jennie  dingi  them  a* ; 
In  hamdy  weeda  ahe  far  eieeeda 

The  faireat  o*  the  town ; 
Baith  cage  and  gay  confeai  it  aae, 

Tho*  dreat  in  ruawt  gown. 

The  gameaome  lamb,  that  aucka  ita  dam, 

Mair  harmleaa  canna  be ; 
She  haa  nae  fiuit,  (if  aic  ye  oa*t), 

Except  her  k>ve  for  roe : 
The  sparkling  dew,  o*  ckarcat  hui^ 

Is  like  her  shining  een ; 
In  shape  and  air,  nana  can  compart 

Wi*  my  aweet  bvely  Jean. 

O  blaw,  ye  westlin  winds,  blaw  aaft 

Amang  the  leafy  trees ; 
Wi*  gende  gale,  frae  niuir  and  dak^ 

Bring  hame  the  laden  beea, 
And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me 

That*s  ave  sac  neat  and  clean  ; 
Ae  blink  o  ber  wad  banish  care, 

Sae  lovely  is  my  Jean. 

What  sighs  and  rows  amang  the  knowea^ 

Hae  past  atween  as  twa ! 
How  fain  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part 

That  day  ahe  gaad  awa ! 
The  powers  aboon  can  only  ken, 

To  whom  the  heart  is  seen. 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  mo 

Aa  my  sweet  lorely  Jean. 


O,  AY  MY  WIFE  SHE  DANG  ME. 
O,  ay  my  Wlft  she  dang  bml* 


Of  ay  mjf  wife  tAa  damp  me, 
And  qfi  mjf  wife  ike  bangtti  me  I 
Ifjfe  ffU  q  woman  a*  Aer  will, 
Gtlde  faith,  MQ  §oon  owtrgong  jf*. 


benty 


Ox  peace  and  rest  my  mind 
And,  fool  I  waa,  I  married  ; 

But  never  honest  man*a  intant 
As  cursedly  miacarried ! 
O,  fljf  mjr  wife^  |«; 


Some  aair  o*  comfort  atill  at  ImI^ 
When  a'  thir  days  are  dona, 

My  paina  o*  hell  on  earth  ia  paat, 
Fm  Bure  o*  hearen  aboon, 
O,  ajf  my  wife^  (fc. 


O  BONNIE  WAS  YON  ROSY  BRIEBs 


O  BONVis  was  yon  rosy  brier. 
That  blooms  sae  far  frae  haunt  o* 

And  bonnie  she,  and  ah  !  how  dear ! 
It  shaded  frae  the  e*enin*  aan. 


Yon  roaebuds  in  the  momii^  dew 
How  pure,  amang  the  leavca  aae 

But  purer  waa  the  lorer'a  tow 

They  witneas*d  in  their  shade  ycatraea. 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower. 

That  crimson  roae,  how  aweet  and  fiur ! 

But  luve  is  far  a  sweeter  flower 
Amid  life*s  thorny  path  o*  eare. 

The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpling  born, 
Wi*  Chloris  in  my  arm%  be  mine ; 

And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  aeor^ 
Ita  joys  and  grie&  alike  reaign. 


0,  FOR  ANE  AND  TWENTY,  TAU 
Tune^»<  The  Moudiewoit." 

An*  O,  for  ane  tuul  twenty,  Tom  I 
AfL  keyt  ewett  ane  and  twenty,  Tmml 

rU  leam  my  kin  a  rattUng  eany. 
An*  I  saw  ane  and  twenty,  Tmad 

Thky  sniol  me  sdr,  and  baud  me  down. 
And  gar  me  look  like  Bluntie,  Taa  1 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  ren*i 
And  then  comes  ane  and  twenty.  Tan ! 
An    0,far,  ^ 

A  glelb  o*  Ian',  n  claut  o*  gear. 
Wis  left  me  by  my  auntie^  Taa  ; 

At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na*  spier. 
An*  I  uw  ane  and  twenty,  Taa. 
An*  0,fmr,  fv. 


They*!!  hae  me  wed  a  wealthy 
Tlio'  I  mysel  hae  plenty,  Ti 


But  hears*t  thou,  laddi%  there's  my  leaC 
Tm  thine  at  ane  and  twenty,  Taa ! 
An*  0,Jbr,  tc 


soNoa 
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oil,  GIN  HY  LOTB  VBBB  TON  RED 

R08B. 

Tim   wHi^MtOahML* 

Ob,  gin  1117  lore  were  yon  red  roee 

ThMt  growB  upon  the  cattle  wa*, 
And  I  mjidl  t  drap  o*  dew, 

Into  her  bonnie  breitt  to  fa' ! 
Oh,  there,  beyond  expreerion  Meet, 

rd  feast  on  beanty  a'  the  nicht ; 
Seated  on  her  aOk-eaft  fiwlda  to  rest, 

TiU  fleyed  awiby  Phobu*  Ucht. 

ADDRIOXAL  ITAKSA  BT  BIHIKS. 

O,  wsKx  my  love  yon  lUae  fiur, 

Wi*  pnrple  blaaionii  to  the  apring ; 
And  I  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing ; 
How  I  wad  nuram  when  it  waa  torn 

By  Autnmn  wild,  and  winter  rude ! 
How  I  wad  aing  on  wanton  wing. 

When  yoathm'  May  ita  Uoom  renewed. 


OH,  WERT  THOU  IN  THE  CAULD 
BLAST. 

Ob,  wert  thon  in  the  eanld  blast. 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea ; 
Hy  pUudie  la  the  angry  airt, 

I'd  ahelter  thee,  IVl  shelter  thee: 
Or  did  nusfortnne'a  bitter  storms 

Aroond  thee  bUw,  around  thee  bUw, 
Thy  Ueld  ahonld  be  my  boaom. 

To  ahaia  it  a*,  to  ahare  it  a*. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildeat  waste, 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare. 
The  deaert  were  a  paradise. 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there. 
Or  were  I  monareh  of  the  globe. 

With  thee  to  reign,  with  thee  to  reign ; 
The  brightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  ^neen,  wad  be  my  queen. 


O  LEAVE  NOVELLES,  YE  BfAUCHLINE 

BELLE& 

A  rBAOMXHT. 

Donald  Blue.* 


O  LBATi  noreUes,  ye  Mauchline  belles, 
Ye're  aafer  at  your  spinning  whed ; 

Such  witching  books  are  baited  hook% 
For  rakiah  rooks  like  Rob  MossgieL 
Sinfi  ttd,  hd,  lay, 

Tov  ftno  Tom  Jones  and  Grandisons, 
lluj  make  your  youthful  fimeiea  raely 


They  heat  your  braina,  and  fire  your  Teinay 
And  then  you're  prey  for  Rob  Mnaiftlil, 
Sinjf  ttU,  ltd,  lay. 

Beware  a  tongue  ihat*a  smoothly  hnng ; 

A  heart  that  warmly  seeks  to  feel ; 
That  feeling  heart  but  acta  a  part^ 

*Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  MoasgieL 
Sing  tal,  lal,  lajfm 

The  frank  address,  the  soft  caress, 
Are  worse  than  poiion*d  darts  of  iteal^ 

The  frank  address,  and  polltesse. 
Are  all  finesse  in  Rob  Mosegid. 
Sing  tal,  Ud,  lay. 


O  LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIORT 
'•  Let  me  in  this  ae  night* 


O  LAssis,  art  thou  sleeping  yet. 

Or  art  thou  wakin,  I  would  wit. 
For  love  has  bound  me  hand  and  £90^ 
And  I  wot^d  fiun  be  in,  jo. 
O  let  me  in  this  ae  night, 

Thi9  ae,  ae,  ae  night. 
Far  piiy'e  take  this  ae  nighi, 
O  rise  and  lei  me  in,  jo. 

Thou  bear'it  the  winter  wind  and  weet^ 
Nae  star  blinks  thro*  the  driving  sleet, 
Tak  pity  on  my  weary  feet. 
And  shield  me  free  the  rain,  jo. 
O  let  me  in,  ^ 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blawa 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  rauldness  o*  thy  heart's  the  causa 
Of  a*  my  grief  aod  pain,  jo. 
O  let  me  in,  ^ 

HER  ANSWER. 

O  TELL  nae  me  o*  wind  and  rain^ 
Upbnid  nae  me  wi*  cauld  disdain, 
Gae  back  the  road  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

I  teO  you  now  this  ae  night. 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 
And  ancefor  a*,  this  ae  nights 
J  winna  let  you  in,  Jo, 

The  andlest  blast  at  mirkest  hours. 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  poiD% 
Is  nought  to  what  poor  she  endures 
That'a  trusted  feithlcss  man,  jo. 
IteSyou  now,  f^ 


The  sweetest  flower  that  deek*d  the 
Now  trodden  like  the  rileat  weed  t 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read, 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  joi, 
Iteuyou  Miis  |«i 


2lt 
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The  biid  tlaU  charmed  hia  ■ammer-daj, 
Is  now  tlie  cruel  fowler's  prey ; 
Let  witless,  trusting  woman  say 
How  aft  her  fitters  the  same,  jo. 
I  t4U  p9u  turn,  f^ 


O  LUVE  WILL  VENTURE  IN. 

O  LUTK  will  venture  in,  where  it  danr  na  weel 

be  seen, 
O  luve  will  venture  in,  where  wisdom  ance  has 

been. 
But  I  will  down  yon  river  rove,  amang  the 

wood  sae  green. 
And  a*  to  pu*  a  potie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primroie  I  will  pu',  the  firstling  o*  the  year. 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear, 
For  she's  the  pink  o*  womankind,  and  blooms 
without  a  peer ; 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  Blay. 

ril  pu*  the  budding  rose,  when  Pnoebus  peeps 

in  view,  • 

For  it's  like  a  baumy  kiss  o*  her  sweet  bonie 

mou ; 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy  wi*  its  unchanging 

blue. 
And  a  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  hir, 
And  in  her  lovely  bosom  I'll  place  the  lily  there ; 
The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  unaffected  air, 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu',  wi'  its  locks  o'  siller 

gny, 
Where,  like  an  aged  man.  it  stands  at  break  o' 

day. 
But  the  songster's  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna 

tak  away ; 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu',  when  the  e'ening  star 

is  near. 
And  the  diamond  draps  o'  dew  shall  be  her  een 

sae  dear ; 
The  violet's  for  modesty  which  weel  she  fit's  to 

wear; 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

ru  tie  the  posie  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o' 

luve. 
And  I'll  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  FII  swear  by 

a'  above^ 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  life  the  band  shall 

ne'er  remove. 
And  this  will  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


a  MAY,  THY  MORH. 

O  Mat,  thy  mom  was  ne'er  sae  sweet, 
As  the  mirk  night  o*  December ; 

For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  wine. 
And  private  was  the  chamber  : 

And  dear  was  she  I  dama  name, 
Bnt  I  will  aye  remember. 
And  dear,  (fc 

And  here's  to  them,  that  like  ourselv 
Can  push  about  the  jorum  ; 

And  here's  to  them  that  wish  us  wed. 
May  a'  that's  gude  watch  o'er  thedi ; 

And  here's  to  them  we  darna  tell, 
The  dearest  o'  the  quorum. 
And  here*M  to,  j^ 


ON  CESSNOCK  BANKS  THERE  UTEI 
A  LAsa» 

TWa^-*'  If  he  be  a  butdisr  oaat  and  tdm.* 

On  Gfssnock  banks  there  lives  a  lass. 
Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  mica ; 

The  graces  of  her  weelfar'd  face. 

And  the  glaocin*  of  her  sparklin'  e'ea. 

She's  fresher  than  the  morning  dawn 
When  risiDg  Phoebn*  first  ia  seen, 

When  dewdrops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn ; 
An*  she's  twa  gUncin'  sparklin'  c'ca. 

She's  stately  like  yon  youthful  ash. 
That  grows  the  cowslip  braes  between, 

And  shoots  its  head  above  each  bush  ; 
An*  she's  twa  glancin*  sparklia*  e'eu. 


She's  spotless  as  the  fiow*riDg  thora 
With  flow'rs  so  white  and  leaves  ao 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  mom ; 
An'  ahe's  twa  g^aacin'  sparklin'  e'ci 


Her  looks  are  like  the  sportive  iamb, 
When  flow'ry  May  adorns  the  scene, 

That  wantons  round  its  bleating  dam  ; 
An*  she's  twa  glancin'  sparklin'  e'ea. 

Her  hsir  im  like  the  curlinj^  m'rst 

That  shades  the  mountain  side  at  e'ea, 

When  fliiw'r- reviving  rains  are  past ; 
An'  she's  twa  glancin'  spaiklin*  e'ea. 

Her  forehead's  like  the  show*ry  bow, 
When  shining  sunbeams  intervene 

And  gild  the  dntant  mountain'a  brow ; 
An'  she's  twa  glancin'  sparklin*  e'ea. 


•  1  h's  song  was  an  esrty  productioa.  Awmn^ 
oovrrMi  from  the  oral  eommualauioa  at  a  bdy  mit' 
inKatOluKtm  whom  the  BmM  tn  early  li»  ajUlIsi 

atrly  admirsd. 
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Her  Toioe  ia  like  Um  er'niiig  thmih 
That  ting*  in  CeMoock  banks  unaeen. 

While  hb  mate  aits  nestling  in  the  biub ; 
An'  she's  twa  glancin*  aparklin*  e'en. 

Her  lipa  are  like  the  cherries  ripe, 
That  aunny  walb  from  boreaa  screen* 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  sight ; 
An'  she's  twa  glancin*  sparklin'  e'en. 

Her  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep. 
With  fleeees  newly  washen  cleaoy 

That  alowly  mount  the  rising  step ; 
An*  she's  twa  glancin'  sparklin*  e*ea« 

Her  breath  is  like  the  fragrant  breeae 
That  gently  stirs  the  blossom'd  bean. 

When  Phcsbua  sinka  behind  the  seas  ; 
An*  she's  twa  glancin*  aparklin*  e*en. 

But  it*s  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  faxt, 
Tho*  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen. 

Bat  the  mind  that  shinea  in  ev'ry  grace 
An*  chiefly  in  her  sparklin*  e'en 


ON  THE  SEAS  AND  FAR  AWAY 
Tumt^**  tret  the  hUls  and  fkr  away." 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad. 

When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ? 

How  can  I  the  thought  forego, 

He*8  on  the  seas  to  meet  his  foe ! 

Let  me  wander,  let  me  rove, 

Still  my  heart  la  with  my  love  ; 

Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day 

Are  with  him  that*8  fiir  away. 
Oh  the  $eas  and  far  away. 
On  atormy  $e€u  and  far  away ; 
NighAf  dreamt  and  thougkts  hy  day. 
Are  aye  with  him  that* » far  away. 

When  in  summer's  noon  I  fiiiot, 
As  weary  flocks  around  me  pant. 
Haply  in  this  scorching  sun 
My  sailoi^s  thund'ring  at  his  gun : 
Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy  ! 
Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy ! 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  you  may, 
Spare  but  him  that's  far  away ! 

On  the  tea*  and  far  away,  ^ 


At  the  starlesa  midnight  hour. 

When  winter  rules  with  boundless  power, 

As  the  stoims  the  forests  tear. 

And  thunders  rend  the  howling  air, 

Liatening  to  the  doubling  roar. 

Surging  on  the  rocky  shore, 

AD  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 

For  hb  weal  that's  far  away. 

On  the  tea*  and  far  away,  ffu 


Peace,  thy  olive  wand  eactend, 
And  bid  wild  war  hb  ravage  eadf 
Man  with  brother  man  to  meet, 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet. 
Then  may  heaven  with  prosperoot  gahi 
Fill  my  sailor*s  welcome  saila, 
To  my  arms  their  charge  convey, 
My  dear  lad  that*s  far  away. 

On  the  tea*  and  far  away,  ^ 


ON  A  BANK  OF  FLOWER& 

T^nt—"  On  a  bank  of  flowen** 

On  a  hank  of  flowers,  on  a  summer  day, 

For  summer  lightly  drest. 
The  youthfuU  blooming  Nelly  lay, 

With  love  and  sleep  oppnat ; 
When  Willie,  wandering  through  the  wood. 
Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued  ; 
He  gaxed,  he  wbhed,  he  feared,  he  blushed. 

And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

Her  closed  eyes,  like  weapons  sheathed. 

Were  sealed  in  soft  repose ; 
Her  lips,  still  as  she  fragrant  breathed, 

It  richer  dyed  the  rose. 
The  springing  lilb,  sweetly  prett, 
Wild  wanton  kiwed  her  rivaJ  breast. 
He  gated,  he  wished,  he  feared,  he  bluahady 

His  bosom  ill  at  rest. 

Her  robes,  light  waving  in  the  breen^ 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace  ; 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  ease. 

All  harm<iny  and  grace  i 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 
A  filtering  ardent  kiss  he  stole  ; 
He  gazed,  he  wished,  be  feared,  he  bluahad* 

And  sighed  his  very  soul. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake^ 

On  fear-inopired  wings ; 
So  Nelly,  St  irting,  half  awake. 

Away  affrighted  springs  j 
But  Willie  followed — as  he  should  ; 
He  overtiMtk  her  in  the  wood  ; 
He  vowed,  he  prayed,  he  found  the  maid 

Forgiving  all  and  good  ! 


OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  BIE.  OH . 

On,  open  the  door,  some  pity  show. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh  ! 
Though  thou  hast  been  (alae,  1*11  evw  prof* 
true. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh ! 

Cauld  b  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheeky 
But  cauUer  thy  love  for  me,  oh  * 


BURNS  WORKS. 


TTw  frott  that  freoei  die  life  at  ny  hflvC, 
b  oooglit  to  mj  paini  frae  tlicey  oh ! 

The  wan  moon  is  aeCting  behind  the  white  wave* 
And  time  i»  aeCting  with  me,  oh  ! 

False  friends,  frlse  love^  farewdU !  tor  mur 
1*11  ne*ef  trouble  them  nor  thee,  oh ! 

She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  opened  it  wide. 
She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh ! 

My  true  love,  she  cried,  and  sunk  down  by  his 
side. 
Never  to  rise  again,  oh ! 


O  PHILLY,  HAPPY  BE  THAT  DAY. 
T^M— '•  The  so«^  tsU.* 

HI. 

O  Phillt,  happy  be  that  day 
\Vhen  roving  through  the  gather*d  hay. 
My  youthfu*  heart  was  stown  away. 
And  by  thy  charm%  my  Philly. 

SHI. 

O  Willie,  aye  I  bless  the  grove 
Where  first  I  own*d  my  maiden  love. 
Whilst  thou  didst  pledge  the  powers  above. 
To  be  my  ain  dear  WilUOi 

HB. 

\s  songsters  of  the  early  year 
Are  ilka  day  mair  sweet  to  hear. 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  dear 
And  charming  is  my  Philly. 

sue 
A<  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose 
Still  richer  breathes  and  fiurer  blows, 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  love  I  bear  my  Willie. 

HB. 

The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky. 
That  crown  my  harvest  cares  wi*  joy, 
Were  ne*er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 
As  is  a  sight  of  Philly. 

SMB. 

The  little  8wal1ow*s  wanton  wing, 
Tho*  wsfting  o*er  the  flowery  spring. 
Did  ne*er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring, 
As  meeting  o*  my  Willie. 

HB. 

The  bee,  that  thro*  the  sunny  hour 
Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower, 
Compar'd  wi*  my  delight  is  poor, 
Upon  the  Ups  o*  PhiUy. 

•HB. 

The  woodbine  in  the  dewy  wect 
When  cvcatiy  shades  in  silaioe  iBM^ 


Is  Bocht  sae  fragnnt  ori 
As  M  a  kisB  <?  WiUie. 


Let  fortune's  whed  at  raiidoa  tin. 
And  foob  may  tyoe,  and  knaves  nqr 
My  thoughts  are  a*  bound  upon  ane^ 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  FhiUy. 


•HB. 


What's  a*  the  joys  that  gowd  eu  git? 
I  care  nae  wealth  a  single  flie ; 
The  Ud  I  love's  the  lad  tor  roe. 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Willia. 


O  STAY,  SWEET  WARBUNO  WOOD. 

LARK. 


Lodu  Enoch 

O  STAT,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark,  stay, 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray ! 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  lay, 

Thy  soothing  fond  complaining. 
Again,  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art ; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 

Wha  lulls  me  wi*  diadatnii^f. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind  ? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd. 

Sic  notes  of  woe  could  wauken. 
Thou  tells  o*  never-ending  care, 
O'  speechlcM  grief  and  dark  despair ; 
For  pity*s  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair  1 

Or  my  poor  heart  u  broken  ! 


O  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOOT. 

nme— "  ril  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  Isak* 

O  WAT  }'e  wha's  in  yon  toon 

Ye  see  the  e'ening  imio  upon  ? 
The  fairest  maid's  in  yon  toun. 

That  eVning  »un  is  shining  on. 
Now  haply  Hnwn  yon  gay  green  shaw, 

She  wandvr^  hy  jron  spreading  tree  ; 
How  blewt,  ye  flow*r»,  that  round  her  bfanr  I 

Ye  catch  the  glance*  o*  her  ee. 
How  blest,  ye  birds,  that  rnuod  her  sing, 

And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year ! 
And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring, 

The  season  to  my  Jeanie  dear  ! 

The  sun  blinks  biythe  on  yon  toua, 
Amsng  yon  broouiy  braes  sae  gnCH  ; 

But  my  delight,  in  )'uo  toun. 
And  dearest  pleasure,  is  my  Jean. 

Without  mv  love,  not  a*  the  chanM 
Of  Paradise  omiU  yield  me  joy; 
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» me  W6UU0  in  my  imM, 
weleome  Lapknd*!  drearie  iky. 
Pt  wad  be  a  loTer'i  bower, 
ugh  raging  winter  rent  tLe  air ; 
ic  A  loTcly  little  flower, 
i  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  therp. 

!t  Sa  ibe  in  yon  toun, 
Making  tun**  gane  down  upon ; 
treat  maid's  in  yon  toun, 
aetting  beam  e*er  shone  upon. 
ry  6te  be  sworn  my  foe, 
anftring  I  am  doom*d  to  bear, 
deM  quit  aught  else  below ; 
apare,  oh  !  spare  me  Jeanie  dear. 
'lule  life's  dearest  blood  runs  warm, 
thooghts  firae  her  shall  ne*er  depart : 
I  moat  lovely  ia  her  form, 
km  the  truest,  kindest  heart. 


'ERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS*  HILL. 

•  ur  is  Oswald's :    the  aong  I  made  cot 
pliment  to  Mrs.  Bama. 

1 1  on  Parnassus*  hilly 
1  o'  Helicon  my  fill ; 
night  catch  poetic  skill, 
I  how  dear  I  love  thee. 
itk  maun  be  my  Muse's  wdl, 
laa  maun  be  thy  bonnie  sell ; 
rstnooo  1*11  glow'r  and  spell, 
write  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

oae,  aweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay  I 
dw  lee-Ung  simmer's  day, 
la  sing,  I  coudna  say, 
■■cb,  how  dear,  I  love  thee. 
tm  diaocing  o'er  the  green, 
liat  aae  jimp,  thy  limba  aae  clean, 
D^King  lips,  thy  roguish  eea-^ 
laaven  and  earth  I  love  thee  f 

bt,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame^ 
mghts  0*  thee  my  breaat  ii 
'  I  muse  and  sing  thy  name^ 
live  to  love  thee ! 
were  doom'd  to  wander  oo, 
^  sea,  beyond  the  sun, 
f  last  weary  sand  was  run ; 
then,  and  then  I  love  thee ! 


As  dews  0*  simmer  weeping. 
In  tears  the  roae*bud  stewing : 
O  thaVt  the  lauie  o*  mp  Aecrf, 

My  Ituau  ever  dearer  ; 
O  th<U*$  the  queen  o*  wmumkim 
And  ne'er  a  one  to  peer  her. 

If  thou  shalt  meet  a  laaaie 

In  grace  and  beauty  charming, 

That  e*en  thy  chosen  lassie. 

Ere  while  thy  breast  sae  warming. 
Had  ne'er  sic  powers  alarming ; 
O  that*9,  (fe. 

If  thou  haditt  heard  her  talking. 
And  thy  attentions  plighted. 

That  ilka  body  talking. 

But  her  by  thee  u  slighted  ; 
And  if  thou  art  delighted  ; 
O  that*9,  ^. 

If  thou  hast  met  this  fiur  one. 
When  frae  her  thon  haat  parted  ; 

If  every  other  fiur  one 

But  her,  thou  hast  deaerted. 
And  thou  art  broken-hearted ; 
Othaf9,(rC' 


fHA  IS  SHE  THAT  LOSS  ME. 


,** 


■A  ia  ahe  that  hwa  me, 
li  km  my  heart  a-keeping  ? 
PCil  ie  ahe  that  kiea  me. 


OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH  I  LOOK  TO 
THE  NORTH. 

Out  over  the  Forth  I  look  to  the  north. 
But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlands  to  me  ? 

The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breast. 
The  fiu-  foreign  land,  or  the  wild  rolling 


But  I  look  to  the  west,  when  I  gae  to  rest. 
That  hi^ypy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbera  may 
be; 

For  fir  in  the  west  livea  he  I  k>'e  bert^ 
The  lad  that  ia  dear  to  my  babie  and  me. 


PEGGY  ALISON. 

Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thon  art  neai^ 

I  ever  mair  defy  them  ; 
Young  kings  upon  their  hansel  throne 
Are  no  sae  blest  as  I  am ! 
m  hiss  thee  yet,  yd, 

j4h*  ru  kiss  thee  o'er  apota, 
An'  ril  kiss  thee  yet^  yet. 
My  bonnie  Peggy  ABsotu 

Whkm  in  my  arms,  wi*  a*  thy  charm% 
I  clasp  my  countless  treasursb 

I  seek  nae  mair  o*  Heaven  to  ahai% 
Than  sic  a  moment's  pleaaare  1 
ru  hue,  4v. 
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And  hf  thy  era,  ne  bonnie  Uim, 
I  iwcor  Vm  thine  for  erer ; 

And  on  thy  lipt  I  teel  mjr  tow. 
And  bntk  it  AaXi  I  nerer ! 


POWERS  CELESTIAL. 

Powns  celertial,  whoM  protection 

Erer  goardi  the  virtuout  fair, 
While  in  ditUnt  dimet  I  wander, 

Let  my  Mary  be  your  care : 
Let  her  form  ne  fair  and  frnltleH, 

Fair  and  fiiultleH  as  your  own ; 
Let  my  Mary's  kindred  nirit, 

Draw  your  choicest  influence  down. 
Make  the  gilet  yon  waft  around  her, 

Soft  and  peaceful  as  her  breast ; 
Breathing  in  the  breeie  that  fana  her. 

Sooth  her  bosom  into  rest : 
Guardian  angels,  O  protect  her. 

When  in  distant  landa  I  roam ; 
To  realms  unknown  while  &te  exiles  me^ 

Make  her  bosom  still  my  home.* 


PHILLIS  THE  FAIR. 
Tun§^"  RoUn  Adair  * 

While  Urks  with  little  wing 

Fanned  the  pure  air, 
Tasting  the  breathing  spring, 

Forth  I  did  fare ; 
Oay  the  sun's  goMen  eye 
Peeped  o*er  the  mountains  high ; 
Snch  thy  mom !  did  I  cry, 

PhiUis  the  fiur. 


PUIRTITH  CAULIX 


Mhada 


O,  rviwtm  eaold,  and  rertlass  lofib 

Ye  wreck  my  peace  between  ye ; 
Yet  pairtith  a*  I  could  fetgic. 
An  'twere  na  for  my  Jeanic. 

O,  why  Mkouldfait  tie  pUatmn  kmmf 

Lift*  9  tUarttt  handt  umimitum§  f 
Or  why  aoe  gtettt  afianetr  «  Ism 
Dtpnd  on  Fortuait't  tkiwimg  f 

This  workl's  wealth  when  I  think  on. 
Its  pride,  and  a'  the  Ure  0*1 ; 

Fie,  fie  on  silly  coward  man. 
That  he  should  be  the  slave  o*t. 

O,  why  MkomidfaU,  |«. 

Her  een,  sae  bonnie  blue,  betray 

How  she  repays  my  passion ; 
But  prudence  is  her  owerword  aycb 

She  talks  of  rank  and  fashion. 

O,  why  tkomldfiU,  ffu 

O,  wha  can  prudence  think  upon 

And  sic  a  lassie  by  him  ? 
O,  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 

And  sae  in  love  as  I  am  ? 

O,  why  thomUfait,  |«. 

How  Uest  the  humble  cottar's  kit ' 

He  woos  his  simple  dearie ; 
The  sillie  bogka,  wealth  and  aUte^ 

Can  never  make  them  eerie. 

O,  why  thamldftU^  |«. 


In  each  bird'e 

Ohul  I  did  share. 
While  yon  wild  flowers  among. 

Chance  led  me  there : 
Sweet  to  the  opening  day, 
Rosebuds  bent  the  dewy  spray  ; 
SMh  thy  bloom !  did  I  sty, 

PhiUis  the  foir. 

Down  in  a  shady  walk, 

Doves  cooing  were; 
I  marked  the  cmel  hawk 

Caught  in  a  snare ; 
So  kind  may  fortune  be ! 
Such  make  hb  destiny, 
He  who  wonhi  iiqare  tbe% 

PhiUis  the  fair ! 


•  PrdbaUy  written  on  Highland  Mare,  on  the 
0/ tht  I'oefk  departure  ftor  iSs  West  Indlsh 


RATTLIN,  ROARIN  WILLI& 

Thi  last  stama  of  this  song  is  mine ;  il  i 
composed  out  of  eom|^ment  to  one  of  tkt « 
thiest  felkywi  in  the  worid,  WiUiam  DtA 
Esq.  Writer  to  the  signet,  Edinbnrgh,  ofl  < 
kmel  of  the  Crochallan  corpe,  a  dab  if  « 
who  took  that  title  at  the  tioM  of 
fencible  regiments. 

O  naTTLiM,  roarin  WilBc^ 

O  he  held  to  the  fair. 
An*  for  to  sell  hb  iddlc^ 

And  buy  some  itber  ware ; 
But  parting  wi*  hb  flddia. 

The  saut  tesr  blint  hb  en ; 
And  rattlin  roarin  WiUie, 

Ye're  welcome  heme  to  am. 


O  WUlie,  come  sell  your  flddia, 

O  «ell  yonr  fiddle  sae  fine ; 
O  willb  come  sril  yonr  fiddle^ 

And  boy  a  pint  o*  wiat. 
If  I  should  leU  my  fiddle, 

The  wari*  wonM  think  I  w« 
For  many  a  rantin  day 

My  fiddb  and  I  hM  hftd ! 
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AVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER 
BLOWING. 

OMPOSKD  these  venee  on  Miee  Ikbdh 
d  tf  Ran,  alluding  to  her  feelings  on  the 
•f  her  aister,  and  the  still  more  meUncholy 
if  her  sister's  hosbaiMi,  the  late  Earl  of 


"  M'Or%or  of  Rorofli  Laaunt" 

CO  winds  aroand  her  blowing, 
r  IctTcs  the  woodlands  strewing, 
ivw  hoarsely  roaring, 
A  stray'd  deploring. 
sD  hour%  that  late  did  measure 
\m»  days  of  joy  and  pleasure ; 
dMM^  gloomy  night  of  sorrow, 
■i  night  that  knows  no  morrow ! 

be  Fsst  too  fondly  pondering, 
I  hopelsM  Future  wandering ; 
grief  my  life-blood  freetes, 
•pair  my  fimcy  seises. 
mm  soul  of  every  blessing, 

0  misery  most  distressing  ; 
'  bow  would  I  resign  thee, 

1  dark  oblivion  join  thee  !* 


YE  OUGHT  O'  CAPTAIN  GROSE. 
T^mr-'*  Sir  iolm  Maleolab* 

t  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ? 

^andago, 

UBonghis  friends  or  fees? 

Inm,  coram,  dago. 

both,  or  n  he  North  ? 
1^  and  ago, 
woed  in  the  river  Forth  ? 
Inn,  coram,  dago. 

no  by  Highhmd  bodies  ' 
JI(giS  and  ago, 
ten  like  a  wether-haggis  ? 
Inm,  coram,  dago. 

»  Abnm's  bosom  gane? 

^•ndago^ 

Im'  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? 

bun,  coram,  dago. 

vhebe^  the  Lord  be  near  him ; 

l^andagob 

iIm  ddl  he  daur  na  steer  him, 

Inm,  coram,  dago. 

■•  transmit  th*  inclosed  letter, 
^H^and  ago, 

mH  oblige  your  hnmUe  debtor, 
fauDi  oona^  digo* 


So  may  yon  have  auld  stanes  in  storey 

Igo,  and  ago. 
The  very  staoea  that  Adam  borsb 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  get  in  glad  posseision, 

Igo,  and  ago. 
The  coins  o'  Satan's  eoronatioo ! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


SCROGGAM. 

Tbih  was  a  wile  wonned  in  Cod[pe% 

Seroggam  j 
She  brewed  gude  ale  fiir  gentlemen  t 

Sing,  auM  Cowl,  ky  ye  down  by  me  | 

Seroggam,  my  dearie,  Ruffiim. 

The  gudewife*s  dochter  feU  in  a  fever, 

Seroggam  i 
The  priest  o'  the  parish  fell  in  another: 

Sing,  auld  Cowl,  lay  ye  down  by  me  | 

Seroggam,  my  dearie,  Ruffum. 

They  laid  the  twa  in  the  bed  thegither, 

Seroggam, 
That  the  heat  o'  the  tane  might  cool  the  toths  i 

Sing,  auM  Cowl,  lay  ye  down  by  me ; 

Seroggam,  my  diearie,  Roflfum. 


SHE'S  FAIR  AND  FAUSE. 
Tunt—"  She's  iUr  and  fkiiae.* 

She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  smart, 

I  loo'd  her  mickle  and  lang ; 
She's  broken  her  vow,  she's  broken  oiy  hcttl» 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  lung. 
A  cuif  cam  in  wi'  rowth  o*  gear, 
And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 
But  woman  is  but  warM's  gear, 

See  let  the  bonnie  lass  gang. 


Whae'er  ye  be  that  woman  love, 

To  this  be  never  Mind, 
Nae  ferlie  'tis  though  fickle  she  provo ; 

A  woman  has'l  by  kind  : 
O  woman,  lovely  woman  fiir  ! 
An  angel's  form's  fann  to  thy  share, 
'Twad  been  ower  mickle  to  hae  gi'en  thee 

I  mean  an  angel  mind. 


SHE  SAYS  SHE  LO'ES  HE  BEST 
OF  A'. 


-"  Onagh's  WatsHUL" 


8a  I  flaxen  were  her  ringlets. 
Her  eyebrows  of  a  darker  hosb 
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Bewitchiogljr  o'fr-arcbiog 

Twa  laughing  een  o*  bonnie  blue. 
Her  tmiling  tae  wyling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  forget  hia  woe ; 
What  pleasure,  what  treasure^ 

Unto  these  rosy  lips  to  grow  ; 
Such  was  my.  Chloric*  bonnie  faoe. 

When  first  her  bonnie  &oe  I  saw. 
Anil  aye  my  Chloris*  dearest  durm, 

She  says  she  lo*es  me  best  of  a*. 

Like  liarmony  her  motion  . 

Her  pretty  ancle  is  a  spy 
Betrajring  fair  proportion, 

Wad  moke  a  saint  forget  the  sky. 
Sae  warming,  sae  charming, 

Her  foultless  form  and  graceful  air ; 
nk  feature — auld  Nature 

Declared  that  she  could  do  nae  mair : 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o*  love, 

By  conquering  beauty's  sovereign  law  ; 
And  aye  my  Chloris*  dearest  charm. 

She  says  she  lo*es  me  best  of  a*. 

Let  others  love  the  city, 

And  gaudy  show  at  sunny  noon ; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley, 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon. 
Fair  beaming  and  stmming. 

Her  silver  light  the  boughs  amang ; 
While  fiiUing,  recalling, 

The  amorous  thrush  concludea  his  sang 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove 

By  wimpling  bum  and  leafy  shaw. 
And  hear  mv  vows  o*  truth  and  love, 

^nd  say  thou  lo'es  me  best  of  a*. 


SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD. 
Tuw-'"  Tibby  Fowler.* 

Willi K  Wastlv  dwalt  on  Tweed, 

The  pUce  they  ca*d  it  Linkumdoddia. 
Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 

Could  stown  a  clew  wi*  onie  bodia. 
He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

O,  Tinkler  Madgie  was  her  mother : 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She  has  an  ee,  she  has  but  ane. 

The  cat  has  twa  the  very  colour ; 
Twa  rustie  taeth,  forbye  a  stump, 

A  clapper  tongue  wad  deave  a  miller ; 
A  whisikin*  beard  about  her  mou* ; 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither : 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had. 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She's  bow-hough'd,  she's  hein-shinn*d, 
Ae  limpin'  leg  a  hjnd-breail  shorter ; 

She's  twisted  richt,  she's  twisted  kft, 
To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter : 


She  has  a  hnnp  opon  her  hrwal, 
The  twin  o'  that  uptm  her  dioitUr : 

Sic  a  wife  as  WUlie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  bar ! 

Aold  baudroos*  by  the  ingle  sits. 

And  wi*  her  loof  her  fece  a-washb' ; 
But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig. 

She  dichts  her  gmnyief  wi*  a  hnsbioo.} 
Her  walie  neevesij  like  midden  eteels ; 

Her  face  wad  fyle  the  Logan  Water : 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her  t 


STEER  HER  UP  AND  HADD  HER 
QAUN. 

Tu9^^<  Stesr  bar  iipb* 


O  vriia  her  np  and  baud  her 
Her  mother's  at  the  mill,  jo ; 

And  gin  she  winna  tak  a  man. 
E'en  let  her  tak  her  wiU,  jo. 


First  shore  her  wi*  a  kindly  Uh^ 

And  ca*  another  gin,  jo ; 
And  gin  she  tak  the  thing  amai| 

E'en  let  her  flyte  her  fill,  jo. 

O  steer  her  up,  and  be  na  blatt ; 

And  gin  she  tak  it  in,  jo. 
Then  lea'  the  lassie  to  her  fote, 

And  time  nae  langer  tipiJlf  jow 

Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  ae  n*«l^ 
But  think  upon  it  sdH,  jo, 

That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do't, 
Ye*U  find  another  wiU,  jo. 


SWEET  FA'S  THE  EVE  ON  CRAIOIft 

BURN. 

Swnr  fo*s  the  eve  on  Craigio-bQn» 
And  blythe  awakea  the  nonow. 

But  a'  the  pride  o*  spring's  return 
Can  yiehl  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trMi^ 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  aii^:iag ; 
But  what  a  weary  wight  can  piMPs 

And  care  his  bosom  wringing  f 

Fain,  fein  would  I  my  griefs  impat^ 

Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger  ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  baa.^ 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  ne. 
If  thou  shalt  love  anither. 


•Theeac      f 
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inn  letTCi  fiub  fiat  the  trte, 
vf  griTV  duy'll  wither.* 


TAM  GLEN. 

I  ■f-hreaking,  dear  tittie, 
auto  me  come  len*, 
a*  it  a  pity, 
fcwif'Idowi^TamGlen? 

1^  wi'  Mc  a  braw  fellow, 
.th  I  might  mak  a  fen  : 
I  in  richer  to  wallow, 
Baa  marry  Tam  Glen. 

wnt  the  Uird  o*  Dumeller, 

lay  to  you,  brute,'*  he  cornea  ben 

id  he  blawi  o'  his  tiller, 

0  wii  he  dance  like  Tam  Glen  ? 

4on  constantly  deare  me, 

1  BM  beware  o*  jronng  men  ; 
'f  she  tayt,  to  deceiTe  me, 

I  can  think  tae  o*  Tam  Glen  ? 

layii,  gin  I'll  forsake  him, 
ne  gude  h  under  marks  ten : 
ordain'd  I  maun  tak  him, 
riU  I  get  Uke  Tam  Glen  ? 

the  Valentine's  dealing, 
t  to  my  mou  gied  a  sten ; 
I  drew  ane  without  failing, 
dt  it  was  written  Tam  Glen. 

iDowe'en  I  was  waukin 
kit  sark-slreve,  as  ye  ken  ; 
I  earn  up  the  house  staukin, 
wry  grey  breekt  o'  Tam  Glen  I 

id,  dear  tittie,  don't  tarry ; 
Ml  my  bonoie  black  hen, 
I  advise  me  to  marry 
I  ki'e  dearly,  Tam  Glen. 


THE  AULD  MAN. 

MM  in  gladsome  green 

da  rejoiced  the  day, 

a  showers  the  Uuighing  flowers 

I  pride  were  gay  : 

ir  joys  are  fled, 

cr  blastt  swa ! 

I  May,  in  rich  array, 

■n  bring  them  a*. 

wn  wood  to  dtuated  on  the  banks  of  the 
■Dd  about  thrae  milei  distant  flnom  the 
M  name,  celebrated  for  Itt  medicinal  ir»> 
•oods  or  Crsgie-burn,  and  of  Dunericf, 
tae  DiTourite  haunts  of  our  poet.  It  was 
C  Mm  "  Lassie  wi'  the  llnuwhite  kKka,* 
i  asfeod  or  hia  beantlAil  lyriflfc 


Bat  my  white  pow,  nae  kindly  thowv 

Shall  melt  the  snaws  oi  age  ; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  buss  or  beildt 

Sinks  in  timers  wintry  rage. 
Oh,  age  has  weary  days. 

And  nights  o'  sleepless  pain ! 
Thou  golden  time  o*  youthfu*  prime^ 

Why  c<miest  thou  not  again ! 


THE  BANKS  O*  DOON. 

Ti  banks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sse  fresh  and  feir ; 
How  can  ye  chant  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  weary  fu'  o*  care ! 
Thou'U  break  my  heart  thou  warbling  bird^ 

That  wantons  thro'  the  flowerii^  thorn : 
Thou  minds  me  o*  departed  joys. 

Departed  never  to  return. 

Oft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  ruse  and  woodbine  twine^; 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  luve. 

And,  fondly,  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 
Wi'  lightaonoe  heart  I  pn'd  a  rose, 

Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tne  ; 
And  my  feuse  lover  stole  my  rose. 

But  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi*  me. 


THE  BANKS  BY  CASTLE-OORDON 

Tunt^**  Moof." 

Stekaiu  that  glide  in  orient  plaint 
Never  bound  by  winter's  chains ; 
Glowing  here  on  golden  sands. 
There  commix'd  with  foulest  stuns 
From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands  : 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  wavea, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves ; 
Give  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  lavea 
The  banka  by  Castle-Gordon. 

Spicy  forests  ever  gay. 
Shading  from  the  burning  ray 
Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toilt 
Or  the  ruthless  native's  way. 
Bent  on  slaughter,  blood,  and  qxHl 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  aUve, 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  bravt 
The  storms,  by  Castle -Oordoii. 

Wildly  here,  without  control, 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  the  whole  ; 
In  that  sober  pensive  mood. 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul. 
She  pUnts  the  forest,  poars  tho  flood^ 
Life's  poor  day  I'U 


aa 
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And  find  at  night  a  tVielteriag  cave, 
Where  waten  fluw  aad  wild  Mruoda  ware* 
By  bonnie  Castle- Gordon. 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON. 
•'*  Rhannendi  dbon  na  dul* 


And  art  thou  cone,  and  art  thoa  tnw 
O  welcome  dear  to  love  and  me ! 

And  let  ut  all  our  Yowa  renew. 
Along  the  flowery  hanka  of  Cree. 


Thisv  Teraea  were  coropoaed  on  a  channiog 
girl,  a  Miaa  Charlotte  Hamilton,  who  it  now 
married  to  James  M'Kitrick  Adair,  Esq.  phy- 
aieian.  She  ia  aiater  to  my  worthy  friend,  Ga- 
Tin  Hamilton,  of  Blaachlioe ;  and  was  bom  on 
the  banka  of  Ayr,  hot  waa,  at  the  time  I  wrote 
theae  linea,  rending  at  Henreyston,  in  Clack- 
mannanshire, on  the  romantic  banks  of  the  little 
riTer  Deron. — ^I  first  heard  the  air  from  a  lady 
in  Inverness,  and  got  the  notea  taken  down  for 
this  work. 

How  pleasant  the  banka  oi  the  clear  winding 
Devon, 
Wiih  green  spreading    bushes  and  flow*rs 
bfeoming  £ur ! 
Bat  the  bonniest  flowV  on  the  banka  of  the  De- 
von, 
Was  once  a  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the 
Ayr: 
Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  sweet-blushing  flowV, 

In  the  gay  rosy  mom  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew ; 
And  gentle  the  &I1  of  the  soft  vernal  show'r, 
Tlutt  steak  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew ! 

O  ^Mre  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breeaes. 
With  chill,  hoary.wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ! 

And  &r  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seiiest, 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn  I 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies, 
And  England  triumphant  display  her  prood 


A  fcirer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valliea. 
Where  Devon,    sweet  Devon,    meandering 
flows. 


THE  BANKS  OF  CREE. 
Tmme—"  The  tiankt  of  Cree." 

flSKi  IB  the  glen,  and  here  the  btiwrr, 
AU  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 

Th0  viDage  bell  has  tolPd  the  hour, 
O,  what  can  stay  my  lovely  miid  ? 

Tb  not  Maria'a  whispering  call, 

Tb  bat  the  balmy  breathing  gale, 
IGzt  with  aome  warUer*s  dying  fall, 
TiMdtwy  star  of  evt  to  haiL 

It  ia  Maria's  voice  I  hear  I 

So  ealla  the  woodlark  to  the  grovi, 
Hii  little  fiuthful  mate  to  cheer. 

At  oaoa  *tk  mono— ud  tb  lovt. 


THE  BARD'S  SONG. 

TBS  BARD*8  SOWO  IN    '<  THI  JOLLT 

9ViM— "  JoUy  monakb  fiH 

Sh  the  amoking  bowl  before  ua, 
Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring  ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chonMi 
And  in  raptures  let  us  sing— 
A  Jig  for  thou  6y  law  protected^ 

Liberty'u  a  gloriomg  fuui  I 
CourUfar  eowardi  wtn 
Chmreku  buiU  to  pUoM  tk» 

What  is  title  what  is  trcasora. 
What  ia  reputation*a  care  f 

If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasore, 
*Tu  no  matter  how  or  whero. 
A  Jiyfur  thoat,  fc 

Life  ia  all  a  varioram. 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes  , 

Let  them  cant  about  decorum. 
Who  have  characters  to  looa. 
A  Jig  far  tkoat,  §«. 

Here's  to  bndgets,  bsgs,  and  wiDeti ! 

Here's  to  sll  our  wondering  traia  I 
Here's  our  ragged  brau  and  callaCi ! 

One  and  all  cry  out.  Amen ! 
A  fig  for  ikom^  ^. 


THE  BATTLE  OP  SHERIFF-MI^ 
irrwKVH  THI  DUKi  or  aasTLi  avbIM 

KARL  or  MAE. 

*<  O  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  ahan. 
Or  herd  the  iiheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 
Or  wei-e  y^  at  the  Shcrra-muir, 

And  did  the  battle  see,  man  ?** 
I  saw  the  battle  sair  and  teugh. 
And  reekin-red  ran  munie  a  aheogh. 
My  heart  for  fear  gae  aough  fin-  soagh. 
To  hear  the  thud«,  and  tee  the  dads 
O*  cisos  frae  woods,  in  tartan  dada^ 
Wha  glaam'd  at  kingdoaw  thn%  m«. 

The  red- coat  lads  wi*  black  coekadca, 
To  meet  them  were  na  sbw,  man ; 

They  rash'd  and  poah'd,  and  bhiad  oal|dkU 
And  moay  a  book  did  &*,  warn : 

The  great  Argyle  led  oo  his  iWa. 

I  wat  they  gliuMid  tim^  mihil 
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no  haih'd,  while  broadiwordt 

dnh'd,  tod  bew'd  and  nnuh'd, 
awa,  num. 


Hi  tbe  philibegii 
■rtan  trewa,  man, 
A  they  dar*d  our  whigt, 
t  true  blues,  man ; 
d  laag  and  large, 
oppoaed  the  targe, 
hastened  to  the  charge, 
rrath  thejr  frae  the  sheathi 
death,  till  out  o*  breath, 
•  frighted  dooa,  man. 

'am  can  that  be  true  ? 

ad  frae  the  north,  man ; 

liey  did  pnnue 

B  back  to  Forth,  man ; 

JM^  in  my  ain  sight, 

l»r%  wi'  a*  their  might, 

I  Stirling  winged  their  flight ; 

I  the  gates  were  shut ; 

ntad  poor  red-coat 

ist  did  swarf,  man.** 


up  the  gate 
unto  me,  man : 
■aw  some  rebels  run, 
into  Dundee,  man ; 

Cral  bad  nae  skill, 
nae  good  will 
aeebor's  bkiod  to  spill ; 
I,  that  they  should  loae 
roae ;  all  crying  woes, 
Bii^  you  see,  man. 

BM  gallant  gentlemen, 
I^hland  clans,  man ; 
Ihmmure  is  slain, 
vhiggish  hands,  man. 
Bg  this  double  fight, 
'rang,  and  some  for  right ; 
the  world  gude-night ; 
dly  how  pell  and  mell, 
«■,  and  muskets,  knell, 
the  tories  foil, 
0  heD  did  flee,  man.* 


RKS  OF  AfiERFELOY. 

thcae  stamaa  standing  under  the 
My,  at  or  near  Moness. 

-  The  Birks  oT  Absrgeldy." 

wiO  ye  go,  win  ye  go,  writt  ge  go, 
wiU  ye  go,  to  the  Birke  of  Aber^ 


lUiB  alnut  the  time  our  hiid 
I7i7. 


Now  simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braai, 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlets  plavt ; 
Come,  let  us  spend  the  lichtsome  daya 
In  the  Birks  of  Aberfoldy. 
Bonnie  lauie,  (ft. 

While  o'er  their  head  the  haaeb  himb 

The  little  birdies  blythely  sing. 

Or  licktly  flit  on  wanton  wing. 

In  ihie  Birks  of  Aberfoldy. 

Bonnie  laseie,  ^. 

The  braes  ascend  like  \otty  wa*s, 
The  foamin*  stream  deep-rusring  £i*i^ 
O'erhung  wi*  fragrant  spreadin'  ehawi^ 
The  Birks  of  Aberfoldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  (fc 

The  hoary  c]i£Ei  are  crown*d  wi*  flow'n^ 
White  ower  the  lin  the  bumie  poors, 
And,  risin',  weets  wi*  misty  showVs 
The  Birks  of  Aberfoldy. 
Bonnie  laeeie,  ffc 

Let  fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee. 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  with  frae  me^ 
Supremely  bless'd  wi*  love  and  thm, 
In  the  Birks  of  AberfoUy.* 
Bonnie  laeeie,  |fe. 


THE  BIG-BELLIED  BOTTLE. 


*  Prepare,  my  dear  Brsthm,  to  tha  TBf«B 
lees  fly.* 


No  churchman  am  I,  for  to  nil  and  to  write ; 
No  sutesman  or  soldier,  to  plot  or  to  flght ; 
No  sly  man  uf  business,  contriving  a  snare ; 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  earet 

The  peer  I  don*t  envy — ^I  give  him  hia  bow ; 
I  scorn  not  the  peasant,  though  ever  so  low ; 
But  a  club  of  good  follows,  like  thooe  that  are 

here. 
And  a  bottle  Uke  this,  are  my  glory  and  care. 

Here  passes  the  squire    on  his  brother — his 

horse; 
There  centum -per-centum,   the   cit  with  hia 

purse ; 
But  see  you  '  the  Crown,'  how  it  wavea  in  the 

air! 
There  a  big-bellied  bottle  still  esws  my. 


•  The  chorus  is  borrowed  fhim  fn  old  simple  bal- 
led, calkd  •*  The  Birks  of  AbcrgeUy  {*  of  whkb  the 
foUowlng  it  s  fragment 


Bonnie  la«ie,  will  ye  |0, 
Will  ye  CO,  will  TSfO, 
Bonnie  laiiiie,  will  ye  i 


Will  ye  CO,  will  TSfO, 

nie  laiiiie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birkt  o'  Abemeklle? 


Ye  ihall  eet  a  gown  v  tiik. 
A  gown  o^  tilfc,  a  gown  oT  dlk. 
Ye ihsU  get  agown  ol*  sOk, 
And  coat  of  callimanUa 
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The  wife  ot  my  baeom,  alas !  ahe  did  die ; 
For  iweet  coneolation  to  church  I  did  fly ; 
I  found  that  old  Solomon  proved  it  fairi 
TliAt  a  big-brlUed  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 

I  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make ; 
A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck ; 
But  the  pursy  old  landlord  just  waddled  up 

stairs, 
With  a  glorious  bottle,  that  ended  my  caret. 

*<  Lifo*a  cares  they  an  oomforti,**  *  a  maxim 

laid  down 
By  the  bard,  what  d*ye  call  bim,  that  woie  the 

black  gown ; 
And  foith  I  agree  with  th*  old  prig  to  a  hur> 
For  a  big-bellied  botde't  a  heaven  of  care. 

STAMSA  ADDID  IW  A  1CA80V  LODOX. 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper,  and  make  it  o*erflow> 
And  honours  masonic  prepare  Iw  to  throw  ; 
May  every  true  brother  of  the  oompaM  and 

square 
Have  a  big-bellied  bottle  when  hvass*d  with 

care 


THE  BLU&EYED  LASSIE. 

I  OAXD  a  waefii*  gate  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  foar,  1*11  dearly  rue ; 
I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  een, 

'Twa  lovely  een  o*  bonnie  blue. 
*Twas  not  h«r  golden  ringlets  bright ; 

Her  lips  like  roses,  wat  wi*  dew, 
Her  heaving  bosom,  lil]f-wbit»— 

It  was  her  e*en  sae  bonnie  blue. 

Slie  talk*(l,  »he  smiled,  my  heart  she  wyl'd. 

She  charm*d  my  soul  I  wist  na  how ; 
And  aye  the  stouoid,  the  deadly  wound. 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 
But  spare  to  apeak,  and  spare  to  speed ; 

SheMI  aiblins  Hiten  to  my  vow  : 
Should  she  refuse,  III  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonnie  blucf 


THE  BONNIE  WEE  THING. 

CoMPoaxD  on  mv  littls  idol,  **  The  charm- 
ing, tovely  Davits.*' 

JBommU  trrc  thing,  eannie  vec  ikimg, 
J^ovely  wee  thing  asos  thou  mine ; 


•  Yoaaft*  Night  Thoughts 
t  The  heroine  of  this  Hiii«i 
ban.  This  lady,  mm  Mis.  R.  a 


.  was  Miss  J.  of  Lochma. 

...  .  after  reuding  some  time 

to  Uvarpool,  is  wttlsd  with  her  buab«nd  in  New  York, 


/  wad  wear  Aee  in  mg 

Lett  mgjewd  lehomld  Hue, 

Wishfully  I  look  and  languishp 
In  that  bonnie  Uuoe  of  thine ; 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi*  angxiah, 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 
JBonuie  wee  thit^,  ^ 


Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and 
In  ae  constellation  shine ; 

To  adore  thee  b  my  duty, 
Goddess  o*  this  soul  o*  mine ! 
Bonnie  wee  thing,  ^ 


THE  BRAES  O*  BALLOCHMTLB. 


The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow 

The  flowcn  decayed  on  Catrine  Ise,  * 
Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hillock  green. 

But  nature  sicken*d  on  the  ee. 
Thro*  hAcd  groves  Maria  sang, 

Hersel*  in  beauty's  bloom  tibe  whil^ 
And  eye  the  wild  wood  echoes  rang, 

Fareweel  the  braes  o*  Ballochmyk. 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers. 

Again  ye*l]  flourish  fresh  and  lair ; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  withering  bowcra* 

Again  ye*H  charm  the  vocal  air. 
But  here,  alas !  for  me  nae  mair, 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  amile ; 
Fareweel  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel !  sweet  BaUoehayle ! 


THE  CARL  OF  KELLTBURN  BRAES. 

Thxsk  ssoids  are  mine ;  I  composed  thaa 
from  the  (dd  traditionary 


Tbkrx  lived  a  carl  on  Rellybom  bnea, 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thynr) 

And  he  had  a  wifie  was  the  plague  o*  his  dari ; 
And  the  thjrroe  it  is  wither 'd  and  the  rae  it 
in  prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gacd  up  the  lang  glen, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  thysM) 

He  met  wi'  the  devil ;  says,  **  How  do  yov  fro?" 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd  and  the  ne  » 
in  prime. 


"  I've  got  a  bad  wilii.  Sir;  that's  a'  my  «» 
plaint; 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  boanie  wi*  thyw) 


•  Catrine,  In  A 


of  BdJnhMirt.    B 
JohnWhttmid, 
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For,  MFiBf  mr  pwnact,  to  her  yt*n  a  ttint  $ 
And  tiM  ttyme  it  n  wiftbcr'd  and  the  roe  is 
in  prime. 

*'  It*t  neither  joor  etot  nor  jroor  itaig  I  thall 
crave, 
(Hey,  and  the  me  growi  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
But  gie  me  jrour  wiiie,  man,  for  her  1  miut  have. 
And  the  thyme  it  it  withered  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime.'* 

«•  O  welcome,  mort  kimDy,**  the  Uythe  earl  wid, 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 

But  if  ye  can  match  her,  ye*re  war  nor  ye're  ca'd, 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  me  is 
in  prime." 

The  deril  haa  got  the  aold  wife  on  his  back  ; 

(  Hry,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he's  carried  his  pack  ; 

And  the  diyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime. 

He'«  carried  her  hame  to  his  ain  hallan-door ; 

(Hey,  and  the  roe  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 
Syne  bade  her  gae  in,  for  a  bitch  and  a  whore. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime. 

Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his 
band, 
(Hey,  and  the  roe  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
Torn  out  on  her  gaurd  in  the  clap  of  a  hand  ; 
And  the  diyme  it  is  wither*d,  and  the  rue  is 
prime. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro*  them  like  ony  wude  bear, 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  came  near  her  nae 

mair ; 

And  the  thyme  it  ia  wither'd,  and  the  me  is 

in  prime. 

**  A  reekit  wee  deril  looks  over  the  wa* ; 

(  Hey,  and  the  roe  grows  bonnie  wi*  diyme) 
O,  help,  master,  help,  or  she'll  rain  us  a*, 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  roe  is 

*       *      If 
m  pnme. 

rhe  deril  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knifo» 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  diyme) 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  tied  to  a  wife ; 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime. 

The  deril  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell, 

(Hey,  and  the  roe  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 
He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  hearen,  but  in 
heU; 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  roe  n 
in  prima. 

Thm  Satan  haa  travelled  again  wi*  his  pack ; 
(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 


And  to  her  aold  husband  he's  carried  her  bade ; 
And  the  thyme  it  b  wither'd,  and  the  nw  Sa 
in  prime. 

•<  1  hae  been  a  deril  the  feck  o'  my  life ; 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 
But  ne'er  was  in  hell,  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  nw  ia 
in  prime. 


THE  CHEVALIER'S  LAMENT. 
.•«  Capuln  <y  Kama.* 


The  small  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  leavea  r^ 
turaing; 
The  murmuring  streamlet  runs  clear  through 
the  vale ; 
The  hawthorn  trees  blow  in  the  dews  of  the 
morning ; 
And  wild  scattered  cowslips  bedeck  thegreea 
dale. 
But  what  can  give  pleasure,  or  what  can  seem 

fair. 
When  the  lingerin'  moments  are  nnmberad  by 
care? 
No  flowers  gaily  springing. 
Or  birds  sweetly  singiuff, 
Can  sooth  the  sad  bosom  of  joyless  despair. 

The  deed  that  I  dared,  could  it  merit  their  ma> 
Uce-- 
A  king  and  a  father  to  place  on  his  throne  ! 
His  right  are  those  hills,  snd  his  right  are  these 
vallejrs, 
Where  the  wild  beasta  find  shelter,  but  I  can 
fiod  none. 
But  'ti«  not  my  suflGerings,  thus  wretched,  &»• 

lom ; 
My  brave  gallsnt  frieDdv,  'tis  your  min  I  moorui 
Your  deeds  proved  to  loyal 
In  hot  Uoody  trial ; 
Alas !  can  I  make  it  no  belter  erarn  I 


THE  DAY  RETURxv"^  MY  BOSOM 
BURNS. 

Tumt^"  Seventh  of  Novemher.* 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  buras, 

The  blissful  dsy  we  twa  did  meet, 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toii'd. 

Ne'er  summer  sun  was  half  sae  sweet ; 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tid^ 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globse, 

Hcavoi  gave  me  more,  it  made  thee  mine. 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  delight^ 
Or  nature  ought  of  pteseare  give  J 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Wfaflc  jojrs  abore,  my  mind  cm  mort^ 
For  tbee,  and  tbee  aknie,  I  live ! 

When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below, 
Comet  io  between  to  make  ua  part ; 

The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band, 
It  bneaka  mjr  biiw    it  breaks  my  heart. 


THE  DEATH  SONG. 

Scuta— A  ndd  of  Battle^TiMa  or  ma  Dat— 
EvcniBf.— The  Wounded  and  Dying  of  the  Vieu». 
iloui  Aimy  are  iuprpOMd  to  Join  In  the  following 


Fa  ai WELL,  thou  fiur  day,  thou  green  earth, 
and  ye  skies, 
Now  gay  with  the  bright  setUng  sun  ; 
Farewell,  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender 


Our  race  of  existence  is  run  ! 

Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors,  thou  life's  gloomy 

foe. 
Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave  ; 
Go  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant !    but 

know. 
No  terror*  hast  thou  to  the  brave. 

rhou  strikest  the  'nil  peasant ;  he  sinks  in  the 
dark. 

Nor  saves  even  the  wreck  of  a  name  ; 
Thou  strikest  the  young  heroes  glorious  mark  ! 

He  falls  in  the  blaae  of  his  feme  ! 

In  the  proud  field  of  honour — our  swords  in  onr 


Our  king  and  our  countrv  to  save— 
While  victory  shines  on  life  s  last  ebbing  sands, 
O !  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave ! 


THE  DEIL*$  AWA  WI*  THE  EXCISE- 

MAN. 

Tui  deil  cMxa  fiddling  tbiough  the  toun, 

And  danced  awa  wr'  the  exciseman  ; 
And  ilka  anld  wife  cried,  Auld  Mahoun, 
I  wish  you  luck  o*  the  prise,  man. 
7^  <let7'f  awa,  tkt  deiVi  oim, 

TKr  deiPi  awa  wC  Ike  exeUaman  ; 
Ife's  Janetd  awa,  k€*i  dancad  umm, 
IU*9  damewd  awa  wi*  tkt  txeitgiman  I 

Well  taak  our  mant,  we'll  brew  our  drink. 
Wo' II  laugh,  sing,  and  rncnoe,  man  ; 

And  fflony  braw  thuks  to  the  meikle  black  deil. 
That  danced  awa  wi'  the  esctseman ! 
Th€  dtiTt  awa,  ^v. 

There's  thrrcsome  reds,  there's  fouiaome  re  Is, 
Th«t*s  horapipei  and  strathspeyi^  man  ; 


But  the  ae  best  daoee  t  er  cam  to  the 
Was»  The  deU's  awa  wi'  the 
Thg  doTi  awa,  ^. 


THE  ELECTION. 
'  Fy,  let  OS  iT  to  the 


Py,  let  us  a*  to  Kirkcmdbrig 
For  there  will  he  bickering  there. 

For  Murray'e  Hght  harm  are  to  maukrt 
And  oh,  how  the  heroes  wiO  twtwr  t 


Amd  there  will  be  Murray 

And  Gordon  the  batttle  to  win  : 

Like  brithers  they'll  stand  by  each 
Sae  knit  in  alliance  and  un. 
Fy,  kt  ns  a\  ^. 


And  there  will  be  hiack-nebbed  J<Anai% 
The  tongue  of  the  trump  to  them  a' ; 

If  he  get  na  hell  fur  bi«  hoddin*. 
The  deil  gets  nae  justice  ava  ! 
/y,  let  us  a\  ^. 


And  there  will  be  T«mplctt>n*e 
A  boy  no  sae  black  at  the  bane ; 

But,  as  to  his  fine  Nabob  fortune. 
We'll  e'en  let  the  sultject  alanew 
Fjf,  kt  US  a\  ^. 


And  there  will  be  Wigtoo's  new  sheriff; 

Dame  Justice  fo'  brawly  hsa  qied ; 
She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  B         by. 

But  what  has  become  cf  the  head  \ 
Fjf,  let  as  o*,  ^. 

And  there  will  be  Cardoneas*  squire^ 
So  mighty  in  Cardoneas*  eyes ; 

A  wight  that  will  weather  damaatioa* 
For  the  devil  the  prey  will  despise. 
Fff,  Ut  US  a',  (fc. 

And  there  will  be  DuugUsKs  doughty. 
New  christening  towns  fer  and  near; 

Abjuring  their  democrat  duiiiga, 
By  kissing  the  doup  of  a  fieer 
/>,  lei  US  a\  |v. 

And  there  will  be  Koiunure  sae  tinsiws^ 
Whose  honour  u  proof  'gainrt  the 

To  ssve  them  frae  surk  ivprobation. 
He  lent  them  his  name  to  the  firm. 
/>,  Irf  «s  a\  ^. 

But  we  winna  mention  Redcastle ; 

The  body,  e'ru  let  him  ceenpe : 
He'd  venture  the  gallow*  for  ailler, 

Ajb  'twercaa  the  ooa  o*  the  rapa. 
/>,  kt  Kt  a\  ^. 

And  there  is  our  King's  LoH  Lieui 
8aa  femad  for  hia  gmeful  ncwa  i 


I 


BONOS. 


The  bilfit  m  gHtbf  hi*  ooitioM, 
To  M7  in  St.  Stephen^  the  mo 

And  there  wQl  be  Uub  of  the  goepel, 
Muirheed,  wha's  ■•  gude  ■•  he*i  true ; 

And  there  will  be  Baittle'i  apoetle, 
Wha't  nuir  o*  the  bUck  than  the  Une. 

And  th«re  win  be  folk  free  St  Mary\* 
A  hooee  o'  great  merit  aod  note  : 

The  deil  ane  but  honours  them  highly— 
The  deil  ane  will  gie  them  haa  vote. 
Fy,  Ut  us  a\  ffe. 

And  there  will  be  wetlthjr  yonng  Richard  : 
Dame  Fortune  should  king  by  the  neek : 

But  fiir  prodigal  thriftless  bestowing, 
Hie  merit  had  won  him  respect. 
Pjf,  kt  us  a\  ffe. 

And  there  will  be  rich  brither  Nabobs  ; 

Theogh  Nabobs,  yet  men  o*  the  first : 
And  there  will  be  Colliston*s  whiskers, 

And  Quintin,  o*  lads  not  the  warst. 
Fy,  Uiu$a*,(re, 

And  there  will  be  Stamp-cffioe  Johnni^^ 
Tak  tent  how  you  purchase  a  dram  ; 

And  there  will  be  gay  Cassrncarry ; 
And  there  will  be  gl^  Colonel  Tam. 
Fp,  iet  us  u\  ^ 

And  tliere  will  be  trusty  Kirrochtriet 

Whase  honour  is  erer  his  sa* 
If  the  virtues  were  packed  in  a  parcel. 

His  worth  might  be  sample  for  a*. 
Fy,  kt  us  m%  ^ 

And  ran  we  forget  the  anid  Major, 
Wha*H  ne*er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys  7 

Our  flattery  we'll  keep  Iw  some  other ; 
Him  only  it's  justice  to  praise. 
/>,  Ui  us  a\  ^. 

And  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran, 
And  also  Bar»kimming*s  gude  wight ; 

And  there  will  be  roaring  Birtwhisde, 
Wha  Inckily  roan  in  the  right. 
Fy,  het  us  a*,  |pe. 

And  there,  tree  toe  Niddisdale  Doroer, 
We'll  mingle  the  Mazwdls  in  droves, 

Teuch  lockic,  staoeb  Ocordie,  and  WUlie, 
That  granes  for  tne  fishes  and  lovea. 
iV»  Ut  us  t^,^ 

And  then  wiU  be  Legan  M*D 1 ; 

Senkloddery  and  he  will  be  there  ; 

•  Meatag  the  fkmlly  of  the  lari  of  SelkM, 
4mtMBl.  Ilaiifkisliw  aasr  KkkendUKight. 


And  also  the  Seott  o'  QaDoway, 
Sodgering,  gunpowder  Blair. 
FjftkiuM  a\  ^ 

Then  hey  !  the  chaste  interest  o*  BroughtoOy 
And  hey  for  the  blessings  'twill  bring ! 

It  may  send  Balmaghie  to  the  Commona  ; 
In  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a 
Pjf,  kt  ua  a*i  ^ 


And  hey !  for  the  sanctified 

Our  land  wha  wi*  chapels  has  stoied ; 
He  foundered  his  horse  among  harlots. 

But  gied  the  auld  wuirt  to  the  Lord. 
Py,  lU  us  q\  Ipe. 


THE  GALLANT  WEAYEB. 

WuKRK  Cart  rins  rowin  to  the  sea, 
By  mony  a  flow'r  and  spreading  trsa^ 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me^ 
He  it  a  gallant  weaver. 

Oh  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine, 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine ; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tioi^ 
And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 

My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land, 
But  to  my  heart  I'll  add  my  hand. 
And  give  it  to  the  weaver. 

While  birds  rgoioe  in  leafy  bowers ; 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers ; 
While  com  grows  green  in  simmer  showenb 
I'll  love  my  gallant  weaver.* 


THE  GARDENER  Wl*  HIS  PAIDLB. 

This  air  ii  the  Oardmurs  March,    The  title 
of  the  song  only  is  old ;  the  rest  is  mine. 

Whin  rosy  May  cobms  in  wi'  flowers. 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading 

Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hour% 
The  gud'ner  wi*  his  paidle. 

The  crystal  waters  gently  fii' ; 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a* ; 
The  scented  breeses  round  him  blaw^ 
The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hire 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare ; 
Then  thro  the  dews  he  maun  repair, 
The  gard'ner  wi*  hia  paidle. 


1    e  In 


edttioas  fjifer  ta  substituted  te  < 


BUENS*  WORK& 


When  dif  cnirioy  ki  tiM  w«l» 
TLe  eartain  onwi  of  natori't  rat ; 
Rb  flies  to  her  armt  he  lo'es  bert^ 
The  ganl*iier  wi'  hit  ptidle. 


THE  QLOO&fY  NIGHT  IS  GATHER- 
INQ  FAST. 

Tiun-**  Banks  of  Ayr." 

Thk  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  tut, 
Load  roars  the  wild  inconstant  blast, 
Yon  murky  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  dririog  o*er  the  plain. 
The  huater  now  has  left  the  moor^ 
The  scatter*d  coveys  meet  secure, 
While  here  I  wander,  prsst  with  care. 
Along  the  lonely  banks  of  Ayr. 

Tlie  antomn  mourns  her  ripening  com. 
By  early  winter's  ravage  torn ; 
Across  her  placid  amre  sky 
She  sees  the  scowling  tempest  fly  : 
Chill  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rare, 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave, 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare, 
Far  from  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 

*Tis  not  the  surging  billows*  roar, 
'Tie  not  that  faUl,  deadly  shore ; 
Though  death  in  every  shape  appear. 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear : 
Dut  round  my  heart  the  tie*  are  bounil. 
That  heart  tranfepierced  with  many  a  wound  ; 
Thene  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear. 
To  leave  the  bonnie  bank*  of  Ayr. 

Farewell  old  CoiU*s  hiUs  sod  dales 
H^  heathy  moors  and  winding  vales  ; 
The  scene  where  wretched  Uacy  roves. 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loves ! 
Fsrewell  my  friends,  farewell  my  fbet, 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  those  ; 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare ; 
Farewell  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ajr.« 


THE  HEATHER  WAS  BLOOMING. 
-« 1  red  yo«  hewara  at  the  hunting." 


Ths  heather  was  blooming,  the  meadows 

mawB, 
Our  lads  gaed  a  hunting,  ae  diy  at  the  dawn, 
0*er  moors  and  o*er  mosses  ami  uiony  a  glen. 
At  length  they  dieeovcnd  a  bonnie  moor-hen. 


•  Bums  wrals  this  song,  while  cimvoylnfi  hU  chest 
so  (iir  on  the  road  from  Aynhhe  to  (tn-enoek.  where 
he  intemled  to  embark  In  a  few  days  for  Jamaitt.  He 
dMiiPMd  It,  he  says,  as  his  teeweil  4iV|S  lo  hU  nauve 


Jrerfyonftsisa 
jk  rsflyoM  OSMM 
Tak  9omt  <m 

»  nllftf  Asmtiif^  fosny  wn  1 

rt  srt  t&«  AiwlMip^  fOMif  BMni 

ih»  wimg^  amdamm  m  lkt§ 

tpnng. 
But  eanmiljf  tieal  on  a  bomnie  awo 

r4«. 

Sweet  brushing  the  dew  fimn  the  brown 

bells. 

Her  colours  betray*d  her  on  yon  moe^  feOs ; 
Her  plumage  outlustred  the  pride  o'  the  sprii^ 
And  O !  as  she  wantoned  gay  on  the  wing. 
E  rsD,  gpc 

AuIJ  Phcebus  himsel,  as  he  peep'd  o*cr  the  hifl ; 
In  spite  at  her  plumage  he  tryed  his  skill ; 
He  levell'd  his  rays  where  she  baak*d  on  the 

brae— 
His  rays  were  outshone,  and  but  Diark*d  when 

she  lay. 

They  hunted  the  valley,  they  huattd  the  hiQ ; 
The  best  of  our  lads  wi*  the  best  o'  their  skill ; 
But  still  as  the  fidrest  she  sat  in  their  aigh^ 
Then,  whirr !  she  was  over,  a  mile  at  n  flig[ 
Ind,lFC 


THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  a 

This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  mif 
lifr,  before  I  was  known  at  all  in  tho  world. 

Nab  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne*er  eae  fair, 

5^11  ever  be  my  Muse's  care ; 

Their  title*  a*  are  empty  sliew  ; 

Gie  me  my  Highl«ui«l  lame,  O. 

Within  the  glen  $ae  6tuAjr,  O, 
jibaon  tkt  plain  ute  rosAf ,  (>, 
I  set  wu  i/fwn  wC  ri^ht  ffonJ  wriMt 
To  iimjf  my  iiigkland  luastc,  O. 


0  were  yon  hills  and  vsllice  miosb 
Yon  palace  and  ynn  gardens  fine  I 
The  world  then  the  love  kh«Hihi  hi 

1  bear  my  Highland  las^ie^  O. 

Wukin  tkeytem,  |«. 

But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  m«. 
And  I  maun  crou  the  raging  aea  i 
But  while  my  crimson  currents 
I'll  ki'e  m«  » -^Und  laaeio,  a 
Within  the  gieu,  |v. 


Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  rango, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change^ 
For  her  bosom  buma  with  hoao«r*s  gIfV 
My  faithful  Highland  lawe.  a 
Within  the  gUm,  |«. 


For  her  1*11  dart  the  billow*a 
For  her  I*U  tnet  a  UtttuU 


SONGS. 


TLat  IndiiB  wttlth  umy  lintre  throw 
ArooiMi  my  HighUnd  Imhc^  O. 
Witkim  tkt  gUm,  ^ 

SKc  has  my  heart,  the  hit  my  hiod. 
By  Kcret  tnith  tod  hmioar'i  btnd ! 
'Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  by  me  loir, 
Vm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

FarnnU  Me  pitn,  mm  buihy,  O, 
Partmdt  the  plain,  mm  rosAjr,  0> 
7V>  oMer  landi  I  now  mutt  pa, 
To  Ming  my  Highland  lasiitf  O, 


THE  LAD  THATS  FAR  AWA. 
Tntt^<  orm  the  hlUi  and  te  amu* 

O.  HOW  can  I  be  blithe  and  glid. 
Or  how  can  I  gang  bri«k  and  braw, 

Wfieo  the  bonnie  lad  that  1  lo'e  best 
Is  o*er  the  hill*  and  fw  awa  ? 

It's  no  the  frooty  winter  wind, 
it's  no  the  driTing  drift  and  inaw ; 

But  aye  the  tear  oomes  in  my  et 
To  think  on  him  that's  f$r  awa. 


My  &ther  pat  me  frae  hit  door, 
My  friends  they  hae  disown'd 

Bnt  I  hm  ane  will  take  my  part, 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  ftur  awa. 


••; 


A  pair  o*  glores  he  gae  to  me, 
And  silken  soooda  he  gae  me  twa ; 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sak^ 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  fiu-  awa. 

The  weary  winter  soon  will  pass, 

And  spring  will  eleed  the  birfcen  shaw ; 

And  my  sweet  babie  will  be  bom. 
And  he'll  come  hame  that's  tu  awt. 


THE  LASS  OF  BALLOCUMYLE. 
Turn—"  The  Laai  of  BaOoehmyia.'' 

TwAS  eren,  the  dewy  fields  were  green, 

On  ilka  Made  the  peitrls  hang ; 
The  aephyr  wanton'd  round  the  bean. 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang  t 
In  ev'iy  glen  the  maris  sang ; 

AS  nature  list'ning  seem'd  the  while, 
Ezeept  where  greenwood  echoca  rangi 

Amang  the  brace  o'  Ballochmyle. 

With  eareleaa  step  I  onward  stray'd. 
My  heart  njoicnd  in  Nature's  joy  ; 

When,  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 
A  maiden  fiur  I  chanced  to  spy : 

Ber  look  was  like  the  moraing'a  eyeb 
Her  air  like  Natnre'a  vernal  smile  j 


The  lily'b  hoe,  and  roae's  dye, 
Bespake  die  Use  o'  Balkwhmyle. 

Fair  n  the  mora  in  flowery  Bfay, 

And  sweet  n  night  in  Aatumn  mild. 
When  roring  through  the  garden  gay. 

Or  wand'ring  in  the  lonely  wild  ; 
But  woman.  Nature's  dariing  child  ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  eompQa; 
Eren  there  her  other  works  are  finl'd. 

By  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Oh,  had  nhe  been  a  country  maid. 

And  I  the  happy  rountry  twain, 
Though  shelter'd  in  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain  ! 
Through  weary  winter'a  wind  and  rainy 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil  s 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bunoie  laas  o*  Ballochmyle. 


Then  pride  might  climb  the  slipp'ry 

Where  fiune  and  honours  lofty  shine; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep^ 

Or  downward  dig  the  Indian  mine^ 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine. 

To  tend  the  flocks,  or  till  the  soil, 
And  ev'ry  day  have  joys  divine, 

Wi'  the  bonnie  Use  o'  BallochmyW.* 


THE  LASS  THAT  MADE  THE  BED 
TO  MRf 

Whim  Januar  winds  were  blawin*  ctuldp 

Unto  the  north  I  bent  my  way. 
The  mirksome  nicht  did  me  en&uld, 

I  kend  na  where  to  lodge  till  day ; 
But  by  good  luck  a  Ian  I  met, 

Just  in  the  middle  of  my  care. 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  £ur. 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maki. 
And  thank'd  her  for  her  courtriie ; 

I  bow'd  fu*  low  unto  this  maid, 
And  bade  her  make  the  bed  to  me. 


*  Thii  tooff  was  willten  in  pralw  of  M  Us  Alexander 
of  BaHochmyle.  Bums  happened  one  fine  evening  to 
meet  thia  young  lady,  when  walkiiw  thmugh  the 
baautiAil  woods  of  Ra]luchni>lc,  which  lie  at  the  dia- 
tsnos  of  two  miles  ftam  his  fmnn  of  Muasglei.  Struck 
with  a  aaae  of  her  paaalng  beauty*  he  wrote  this  noble 
lyrle;  which  he  aoon  after  sent  to  her,  enclosed  in  a 
letter,  as  tall  of  delicate  and  romantic  sentiment,  and 
aa  poeckal  as  Itarlf.  He  was  somewhat  mnrtifled  to 
find,  that  either  maidenly  modest,  or  pride  of  aup^ 
rior  station,  prevailed  her  from  ackuowleiMDg  the  r^ 
eelpt  of  his  compliment ;  Indeed  it  Is  no  whine  record, 
ed  that  she,  at  any  staee  of  life,  shewed  the  smallest 
aenae  of  it;  aa  to  hrr  toe  peaila  seem  to  have  bean  1^ 
tarallv  thrown  away. 

t  There  Is  an  olaer  and  ooener  snne,  eontatnlng  the 
same  ineidenta,  and  said  to  have  bMO  oeuasaooad  mr  an 
adventure  of  Charles  II.,  when  that  mooaiefa  leaided 
in  Scotland  with  the  Preahytetiao  army,  165(U51.  The 
aAlr  happaned  at  the  house  of  Port-Lethem.  Id  Abaib 

deenahire,  and  it  waaa  dai^tef  of  the  kiid  oat  made 
thebedtotheklnc. 


SS4 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


'  She  nude  the  bed  haitb  wide  tod  braid, 
Wi'  twa  white  bande  ahe  ipread  it  doun  ; 
She  put  the  cup  to  her  roijr  Hpa, 

And  drank,  Young  man,  now  aleep  yt  soun. 

She  inatch*d  the  candle  in  ber  hand, 

And  from  the  chamber  went  wi*  iipeed : 
But  I  ca*d  her  quickly  back  again, 

To  lay  tome  mair  beneath  my  held. 
A  cod  she  laid  beneath  my  heid. 

And  Renred  roe  with  a  due  respect ; 
And,  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiaa, 

I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 

Hand  aff  your  hands,  young  man,  she  styt, 

And  dinna  sae  uncivil  be  ; 
It  will  be  time  to  speak  the  mom, 

If  ye  hae  ony  lore  fur  me. 
Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o*  gowd, 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie. 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine. 

The  laas  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

Her  bosom  was  the  driven  snaw, 

Twa  driftit  heaps  s«e  fair  to  see  ; 
Her  limbs  the  polish*d  marble  stane. 

The  laas  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
I  kisk'd  her  ower  and  ower  again. 

And  aye  she  wistna  what  to  say ; 
I  lud  her  *tween  me  and  the  wa* ; 

The  lassie  ti.wcoi  na  jing  till  day. 

Upon  the  morrow,  when  we  rase, 

I  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie  ; 
And  aye  she  blush*d,  and  aye  she  sigh'd, 

And  said,  Alas  !  ye*ve  ruin*d  me. 
I  claiip*d  ber  waut,  and  kissM  her  syne, 

While  the  tear  «tuud  twinklin'  in  her  ee ; 
I  said,  My  lassie,  dinna  cry, 

For  ye  aye  ahall  mok  the  bed  to  me. 

She  took  her  mother's  Holland  sheets, 

And  made  them  a  lu  Haikx  to  me ; 
BljrtLe  and  nurrry  may  she  lie. 

The  loss  tlut  made  tlie  bed  to  me. 
The  bonnie  lass  tliat  made  the  bed  to  me» 

The  braw  lam  that  made  the  bed  to  me  ; 
m  ne*er  forget,  till  the  day  I  dee, 

The  lass  that  maile  the  bed  to  me. 


THE  LAZY  MIST. 

Tfli  lasy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill. 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
How  languid  the  scenes,  Lte  so  sprightly,  ap- 
pear, 
As  autumn  to  winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 
The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown, 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  n  flown  : 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  moae. 
How  qnick  time  is  flying,  how  keen  Site  pur- 


How  long  1  hxn  Ihr'd— bat  Wv  m^  liv*d  is 

Tain ! 
How  little  of  life's  seaaty  span  may  remain : 
What  aspects  old  Time,  in  hn  prognM,  his 

worn; 
What  ties  cnid  Fate  in  my  bosom  haa  torn. 
H(iw  foolish,  or  worse,  'till  onr  anmmit  is  gain*d ! 
And  downward,  how  weakea'd^  how  darken'd, 

how  paia'd ! 
This  life's  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  givs, 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  maa  sars  nrait 

live. 


THE  LEA.RIO. 


TheUa-Rlg.* 

Whiw  o'er  the  hilla  the  eastern  star 

Tells  buchtiu'time  is  near,  my  jo ; 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrowed  field 

Return  sae  doulF  and  weary,  O  ; 
Down  by  the  bum,  where  scented  birka 

Wi*  dew  are  hanging  clear,  ny  jo, 
ril  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  am  xmd  dearie,  O. 

In  mirkest  glen,  at  midnicht  hoar, 

rd  rove  and  ne'er  be  eerie,  O, 
If  through  that  glen  I  gaed  to  tbee^ 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 
Although  the  night  wtrt  ne'er  aac  wiU, 

And  I  were  ne*er  sae  wearie,  O, 
rd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


THE  LOVELY  LASS  OF  INVERNESS* 

TuK  firat  half  atania  of  thia  ballad  is  oU 

Thk  lovely  bus  n'  Invemesa, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  aec  ; 
For  e'en  and  morn,  ahe  eriea,  alaa ! 

And  aye  the  saut  tear  blins  ber  ea. 
Drumossie  moor,  DrnnMsaie  day, 

A  waefu*  day  it  was  to  me ; 
For  there  I  lost  my  fiither  dear. 

My  fether  dear  and  brethren  ihm  : 

Their  winding  sheet  the  Uoidy  day. 

Their  graves  are  growing  green  to  fit  • 
And  by  them  liea  the  deareat  ad 

That  ever  bleat  a  woman  a  en  ■ 
Now  wae  to  thee  thou  crad  brd, 

A  bluidy  maa  I  trow  thou  pa. 
For  mony  a  heart  thon  hast  nana  aar. 

That  ne'er  did  wra^  to  tkiaa  or  tlMt  * 


SONGS. 
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THE  LOVER'S  MORNING  SALUTE 
TO  HIS  BUS  TRESS. 

rWM-"  IMI  tak  dM  WttlL* 

SLiBP*n  thou,  or  irak*tt  thou,  fiurart  crwtiin  ? 

Rofjr  mora  now  lifts  his  eye, 
NmnbcriDf  illu  bud  which  uAture 

Wsters  wi*  the  tears  o*  joy  : 

Now  through  the  lady  woods, 

And  by  the  reeking  floods ; 
Wild  Nature's  tenants,  freely,  gladly  stray ; 

The  lintwhite  in  his  bower 

Chants  o*er  the  breathing  flower  : 

The  lar'rock  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi*  sangs  o*  joy. 
While  the  son  and  thou  arise  to  Uess  tha  day.* 
PboriMis  gilding  the  brow  o*  morning 

Banishes  ilka  darksome  shade. 
Nature  gladdening  and  adorning ; 

Such  to  me  my  knrely  maid. 
When  absent  frae  my  Cur, 

The  murky  shades  o*  care 
^th  starless  gloom  o*ercast  my  sullea  sky  ; 

But  when  in  beauty's  light. 

She  meets  my  ravkih'd  sight. 

When  through  my  very  heart 

Her  hfsming  glories  dtft ; 
Tis  then  I  wake  to  lifi^  to  Ught  and  joy.  f 


THE  RIGS  O*  BARLEY. 
3Viiu>— '*  Com-RJfi  are  boonla." 

It  was  upon  a  Ijimmas  night. 

When  corn-rigs  are  bonnie, 
Beneath  the  moon*s  unclouded  lights 

I  hdd  awa  to  Annie. 
The  time  flew  by  wi*  tentlcss  heed, 

*Till,  'tween  the  late  and  early, 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  shee  sgreed 

To  see  me  through  the  barley. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still, 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly  ; 
I  set  her  down,  wi*  right  good -will, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 
I  ken*t  her  heart  was  a*  mv  ain ; 

I  k»rad  her  most  sincer^y  ; 
I  kiss'd  her  ower  and  ower  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barley. 


•  Fkfisfton.    Now  to  the  strcsmlag  foua  aln. 

Or  up  the  hesthy  mountain 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe.  freelv,  wildly.wsntoo  strsy  { 

In  twining  hssM  bowers 

His  lay  the  linnet  pouis: 

The  IsYYock,  du. 


Whsn  flras  my  Chloris  nerted, 
Sad,  eheerlcM,  broken -besrted. 
Then  nighfi  glooiny  shades,  doudy,  dark,  o*( 

But  when  ahe  chaims  my  sighL 
in  pride  of  beauty^  UshC 
When  thro^  my  very  nesot 
Her  bsamlng  glovtes  dart  i 
Tb  then,  *iis  than  i  wake  to  iili  and  Joy. 


I  kick'd  her  in  my  fimd  cmbraoo  1 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely— 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  plaee^ 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley ! 
But  by  dbe  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 

That  shone  that  hour  see  clearly ! 
She  aye  shall  bless  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barky. 

I  hae  been  Uythe  wi*  comrades  dear ; 

I  hae  been  mn'ry  drinking ; 
I  hae  been  jo3rfii*  gathering  gear  ; 

I  hae  been  hiippy  thinking : 
But  a*  the  pleasures  e*er  I  saw. 

Though  they  were  doubled  fiurly, 
That  happy  night  was  worth  theai  a* 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barley. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN. 

•<*TheMUl,  MUI,a" 


Whew  wild  war*s  deadly  blast  was  blaw% 

And  gentle  peace  returninf , 
And  eyes  sgain  wi*  pleasure  beam'd, 

That  had  been  blear'd  wi*  mourning} 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 

Where  lang  Yd  been  a  lodger  ; 
My  humble  knapeack  a*  my  wealth ; 

A  poor  but  honett  sodger. 

A  leal  light  heart  beat  in  my  breast. 

My  hands  unstain'd  wi*  plunder  ; 
And  for  &ir  Scotia  hame  again, 

I  clieery  on  did  wander. 
1  thought  upon  the  banks  o*  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy ; 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smila^ 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonnie  glan, 

Whoe  early  life  I  sported ; 
I  pass'd  the  mill  and  trysting  thorn. 

Where  Nancy  oft  I  courted. 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling  ? 
And  turn'd  nie  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  ee  was  swelling. 

Wi*  alter'd  voice,  quoth  I,  sweet  laas^ 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthora's  blossom, 
O !  happy,  happy  may  he  be. 

That's  dearest  to  thy  bosom  ! 
My  purse  is  light,  Fve  far  to  gang. 

And  fiun  wad  be  thy  lodger ; 
I've  senr'd  my  king  and  country  kag 

Tak  pity  on  a  sodger. 

Saa  wiatfuIlT  she  gated  on  ma^ 
And  lorelier  grew  than  erer ; 

Quoth  she,  A  soidget  anee  I  knrad, 
Foifet  him  will  I  otvir. 


BURNS*  WORKa 


0«r  humble  oot  uid  lumriy  fU%f 

Ye  freelj  ihall  partake  o*l ; 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  eoekade^ 

Ytrt  welcome  for  Uw  eake  o't. 

She  gaMd— ehe  redden'd  like  a  roee 

Syne  pale  aa  ony  lOy ; 
She  lank  within  my  anna,  and  cried, 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  Willie  ? 
By  Him,  who  made  yon  aun  and  iky, 

By  whom  true  lore'a  regarded  ; 
I  am  the  man !  and  thua  may  atill 

True  lovert  be  rewarded. 

The  wan  are  o'er,  and  Vm  come  hamc. 

And  find  thee  ^11  tme-hearted  ; 
Thoogh  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  lore, 

And  mair  we'ie  ne'er  be  parted. 
Quoth  ahe,  My  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  niailin  pWniah'd  fiurly  ; 
Then  come,  my  faithfii'  aodger  lad, 

Tbou'rt  welcome  to  it  detrly. 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor ; 
But  glory  it  the  lodger's  priie. 

The  lodger's  wealth  it  honour. 
The  brare  poor  aodger  ne'er  deapiai^ 

Nor  OHint  him  aa  a  stranger : 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay. 

In  day  and  hour  o'  danger.  * 


THE  BANKS  OF  NITH. 
Tune—"  Robie  Donna  Ooradu* 

Thk  Thames  flows  pnrndly  to  the  aea, 

WhfTe  royal  cities  »tand  ; 
But  hxftttn  flows  the  Nith  to  me. 

Where  Cummins  ance  had  high  command  : 
Whfn  shall  I  »ce  that  hnriour«<l  land. 

That  winding  strram  I  love  ao  dear  I 
Mu^t  wayward  fortune's  adverse  hand 

For  ever,  ever  keep  me  here. 

How  bvt'ly,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  valea, 

Where  spreading  hawthorns  gaily  bloom  ; 
How  sweetly  wind  thy  eloping  dales 

Where  lambkins  wanton  thro'  the  bmom  ! 
Tho'  wandering,  now,  must  lie  my  doom. 

Far  fmm  thy  bonnie  ImhIc*  and  hraes, 
Blay  there  my  latent  Iioum  n>n«unie, 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  days  ! 


•  **  Bums,  I  have  been  Informed."  says  a  elergyman 
of  DumMesshire,  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Oeorite  Thcimton, 
editor  of  Select  Melodies  of  Scotland,  •*  was  one  sura- 
mer  evenini;  in  tlie  Inn  at  Rrownhill,  with  a  couple  of 
ftiendi,  when  a  poor  way.wom  soldier  jm»tf\  the  %r1iK 
dow.  Of  a  ludden  it  rtrurk  the  poet  to  rail  hin  In. ' 
and  cct  the  redtal  of  his  adventures  t  after  hearing 
whidi,  he  all  at  once  fdl  into  one  of  those  flte  of  ab. 
sCracCJon.  not  ununial  to  him.  lie  was  lifted  to  the 
rcKloa  where  he  had  hia  gartand  and  his  simrinf -robes 
about  him.  and  the  ntult  was  this  admirabts  suae  he 
sent  you  for  «  The  Mill.  Mill,  O.'  •  i 


THE  TOAST. 

At  a  meednf  of  the  DimrainaHiEB  Toi.inncsB% 
hddco  eommemocaia  the  anBivarsary  of  Roovaili 
victory,  April  IfCh,  170,  Bobhb  wasealM  upon  for 
aSoDf.  Instead  of  whieh  be  dellverad  the  fbllowing 
Linaai— 

In8tbad  of  a  aong,  boya,  I'll  give  yon  a  toast, 
Here'a  the  memory  of  those  on  the  twelfth  that 

we  loat  ;— 
That  we  loat,  did  1  aay,  nay,  by  beav'n !  that 

we  found. 
For  their  fiune  it  shall  laat  while  the  world  goa 

round. 
The  neat  in  aucoeasion,  I'll  give  yon  the  Kief, 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him  on  high    may  kt 

swing ; 
And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  our  free  Consti- 
tution, 
Aa  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolntioa  ; 
And  longer  with  Politioi  nut  to  be  cramm'd. 
Be  Anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd  ; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  diak»yal, 
Blay  hia  aon  be  a  hangmin,  and  he  hia  first  trial 


THERE'LL  NE\'ER  BE  PEACE  TILL 
JAMIE  COMES  HAl^lE. 

This  tune  is  sometimes  ralletl,  T\tn'$  Jkm 
fpuU  PtUowM  when  Wiilie'a  atra, — But  I  never 
have  been  able  to  meet  with  any  thing  else  of 
the  song  than  the  title. 


««  Thereni  never  be  praee  till  Jamie  i 
hame. 


Bt  yon  ca«tle>wa*,  at  the  clo«e  o'  the  day, 

I  heard  a  man  ling,   though  his  head  it  wm 

grey; 
And,  aa  he  wm  ringing,  the  tears  down  came— 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

The  church  is  in  ruins,  the  state  is  in  jars, 
Delusions,  oppression^  and  murderous  wars : 
We  dauma  weel  aay't,  but  we  ken  wba's  to 

blame,— 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  anuea  hamci 

My  seven  braw  aona  for  Jamie  drew  sword. 
And  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the 

yird : 
It  brak  the  aweet  heart  o*  my  laithfu*  auld 

dame— 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Janie  comes  hiT 

Now  life  ia  a  burden  that  bowa  nse  dnwn. 
Since  I  tint  my  baima,  and  he  tint  hie  crova ; 
But  till  my  last  momenta  my  words  are  the 

aame,— 
There'll  never  be  peMi  till  Ji 
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THE  STOWN  GLANCE  O'  KINDNESS. 

Tmn»^"  Laddif,  U«  ncmr  me.* 

*TwAt  na  her  bonnie  blue  ee  was  mj  ruin ; 
Fair  though  the  be,  that  was  ne*er  my  uudoia' : 
'Twaa  the  dear  tmUe  when  naebody  did  mind  ua, 
*Twaa  the  bewitching,  tweet,  ttown  glance  o' 
kind 


Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me^ 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me  ; 
Bat  though  fell  fortune  should  &te  us  to  serert 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  erer. 

Mary.  I*m  thine  wi*  a  passion  sinoerest, 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  lore  o'  the  dearaat  1 
And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter ; 
SooDcr  the  sun  in  his  motion  shall  felter. 


THERE'S  NEWS,  LASSES. 

THins't  news,  lasses,  news, 
Gude  news  hae  I  to  tell ; 

There's  a  boat  fu*  o'  lads 
Come  to  our  toun  to  sdl. 

Tht  wean  want$  a  eradh^ 
And  the  cradle  wante  a  codi 

And  ru  no  gang  to  my  led, 
Uma  I  get  a  nod. 

Father,  quo*  she,  Mother,  quo*  ahe^ 

Do  ye  what  ye  can, 
I'll  no  gang  to  my  bed 

Till  I  get  a  man. 

The  wean,  ffe. 

I  hae  as  gude  a  craft-rig 
Aa  made  o'  yird  and  stane ; 

And  waly  h*  Uie  ley  crap. 
For  I  maun  till*t  again. 
Thewean,  ^ 


THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  ROVER. 


•• 


Louo  blaw  the  frosty  breeies, 
The  soaws  the  mouotaina  corer ; 

Like  winter  on  me  seises, 

Since  my  jroung  highland  rorer 
Far  wand«rs  nations  over. 

Where'er  he  go,  where*er  he  stray, 
liay  heuTcn  be  his  warden : 

Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey^ 
And  bonnie  Castle-Gordon ! 


now  naked  groaning, 
wi*  letVM  be  hrofio^ 


The  birdies  dowie  moaning. 
Shall  a'  be  blythely  singing. 
And  every  flower  be  springing. 

Sae  I'll  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day. 
When  ^  his  mighty  warden 

My  youth's  returned  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonnie  Castlo-Gordon.* 


THE  WOODLARK. 


,«• 


Whersm  bonnie  Amde  Ha.* 


Ot,  ••  Loeh-Criodi  Side." 

O  STAT,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark,  8tqr» 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spr^, 
A  helpless  lover  courts  thy  lay, 
Thy  soothing  fond  compUining. 

Again,  again  that  tender  part, 
That  I  may  catch  thy  meltii^  art  i 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  ho*  heir^ 
Wha  lalls  me  wi*  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  ss  the  careless  wind  ? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  sod  sorrow  join'd. 
Sic  notes  o*  woe  could  wauken. 

Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care ; 
O  speechless  grief^  and  dark  deqMir ' 
For  pity*s  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair? 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken ! 


The 
ShUI 


THERE'S  A  YOUTH  IN  THIS  CIT\. 

THsns'a  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great 
pity 
That  he  from  our  lasses  should  wander  awa ; 
For  he's  bonnie  and  braw,  weel-favour'd  with  a*. 

And  his  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  and  a*. 
His  coat  is  the  hue  of  his  bonnet  sae  blue ; 

His  fecket  f  is  white  ss  the  new-driven  snaw ; 
Hb  hose  they  are  blae,  and  hie  shoon  like  the 
slae. 
And  his  clear  siller  buckles  they  dsnle  us  a.* 
Hie  coat  ie  the  Ana,  ^. 

For  beauty  and  fortune  the  laddie's  been  eourtin  | 
Weel-fiMtur'd,  weel-tocher'd,  weel  mounted 
and  braw ; 
But  chiefly  the  siller,  that  gars  him  gang  till  her, 

The  pennie's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a'.— - 
There'a  Meg  wi*  the  mailin,  that  fain  wad  a 
haen  him. 
And  Susy  whase  daddy  waa  Laird  o'  Uie  ha  ; 


•  The  young  Highland  rover  it  supposed  to  be  th 
young  Chevsller,  nines  Charlsi  Bdwsid. 
I     fAn  under-waifUsoat  with  ileevaa 
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Thcre^  lang-toeberM  Ntnejr  maitt  letten  liii 
fimcjr, 
—But  the  laddit*!  dour  let  he  lo'ee  devert  of  a*. 
Hi$  eoai  ii  tAc  hue,  fc 


THE  TOCHER  FOR  BfE. 

Titm   **  BaHnemnna  Onu* 

AwA  wi'  your  witchcraft  o*  beauty'e  akrme, 
The  elender  bit  bcanty  you  grasp  in  your  arme ; 
Of  gie  me  the  hue  that  has  acre*  o*  charmt, 
O,  gie  me  the  hue  wi*  the  wed-atockit  hrnu. 
Them  hey  for  a  last  wV  a  tocher,  then  hey  for 

a  kuM  wi'  a  tocher, 
T^leii  hey  for  a  late  wC  a  tocher ;  Me  niet 
yellow  yuineoB  for  me. 

Your  beaoty'i  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that 

blowa, 
And  witben  the  finter,  the  finter  it  growa ; 
But  the  rapturoQS  charm  o'  the  bonnie  green 

knowee, 
nk  qMring  they're  new  deddt  wi*  bonnie  white 

yowee. 

Then  hey,  ^. 

And  e*en  when  thie  beauty  yonr  boeom  hat  Meat, 

The  brightest  o*  beauty  may  cloy,  when  poeeest ; 

But  the  sweet  yellow  darlings  wi*  Geordie  im- 
prest. 

The  langer  ye  hae  them — the  mair  thcgr'n  ea- 
reet. 

Them  hey,  (fc 


THIS  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIE. 

I  au  a  form,  I  eee  a  foee^ 
Ye  wed  may  wi'  the  fiurest  place : 
It  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  graces 
The  kind  lore  that's  in  her  ee. 
O  this  ia  nomy  am  kueie. 

Fair  thomyh  the  Uteeie  bcf 
O  wed  hen  I  my  ain  kueie. 
Kind  lore  ie  in  her  ee. 

She's  bonnie,  blooming,  etraighi,  and  ttH, 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  aye  it  charms  my  rcty  saol. 
The  kind  lore  that^s  in  her  ee. 
O  thit  ieuomy  aim  kueie,  |fc 


A  thief  sae  pawkie  ia  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink,  by  a*  unseen ; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lover's  eea, 
When  kind  love  ia  in  the  ee^ 
O  thit  it  mo  my  aim  laeak,  fv. 

It  may  escape  tht  eonrdy  snaik% 
It  wuj  «eape  the  Icanad  aWki ; 


But  wed  die  watdiing  kwcr  macka 
The  kind  bre  that's  in  her  ea. 
O  Me  ie  mo  my  aim  kueie,  |e. 


THERE  WAS  ONCE  A  DAY. 

TtMW^'  CslednnlM  Hunlfb  DeCght* 

Thus  was  once  a  day,  but  old  Time  then  wis 
young. 
That  brave  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  line, 
From  some  of  yonr  northern  dcitiea  eftuog, 
(Who  knows  not  that  brave  Caledonians  di- 
vine ?) 
From  Tweed  to  the  Orcades  wm  her  domain. 
To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  to  do  what  she 
would: 
Her  heavenly  relations  there  fixed  her  reign. 
And  pledg'd  her  their  godheads  to  warraat 
it  good. 


A  lambkin  in  peace,  but  a  li<m  in 

The  pride  of  her  kindred  the  heroine  grew : 
Her  grandoire,  old  Odio,  triumphantly  swora,^ 

*'  Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee  th*  cncoonlv 
shall  me  !** 
With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would  spof% 

To  feed  her  fair  flocks  by  her  green  mailing 


com 


But  chiefly  the  woods  were  here  fav'rite  resort, 
Her  darling  amusement,  the  hounds  and  ihi 
horn. 


Long  quiet  she  rdgned  ;  *t31  thitherward 

A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria's  etrand  :* 
Repeated,  successive,  for  nwny  long  year«i 

They  darken*d  the  air,  and   they  ploadcred 
the  land : 
Their  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their  ay. 

They'd  conquer*d  and  niin*d  a  world  beside : 
She  took  to  her  hills  and  her  an  owe  let  flv. 

The  daring  invaders  they  fled  or  they  died. 

The  fell  Harpy-raven  took  wing  from  the  north. 
The  scourge  of  the  seas,  and  the  draad  of 
the  shore  ;f 
The  wild  Scandinavian  boar  issued  forth 

To  wanton  in  carnage,  and  wallow  in  gars  :f 
O'er  countries  and  kingdoms  their  ftiry  prs- 
vail'd. 
No  arts  could  appease  them,  nor  arms  eonli 
repd; 
But  brave  Caledonia  in  vain  they  aanil'd. 
As  Largs  well  can  witness, 
tell.$ 

The  Csmeleon-savsge  distmh'd  her 
With  tumult,  disquiet,  nbdlioa  and'  Krifc ; 


•  The 
S  Two 
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Piravolnd  beyond  beiring^  at  last  the  an»e» 
And  robb'd  bim  at  onoe  of  hii  hope*  and  his 
life:* 
Tlw  Anglian  lion,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  ]M«wling,  eneanguinM  the  Tveed'e  ail- 
▼er  flood ; 
Bot  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  Unce, 
He  teamed  to  fear  in  hit  own  native  wood. 

Thoa  bold,  independent,  nneonqoer*d  and  free, 
Her  br%ht  oourae  of  glory  for  ever  ehall  run  : 

For  brave  Caledonia  immortal  mutt  be ; 

1*11  prove  it  from  Euclid  aa  clear  aa  the  tun : 

Rectangle  triangle,  the  figure  we*ll  chooae. 
The  upright  is  Chance,  and  old  Time  ia  the 


Bot  brave  Caledonia's  the  hypothenuse ; 
Then  ergo  she*ll  match  them,   and  match 
them  alwayt.f 


THOU  HAST  LEFT  ME  EVER,  JAMIE. 
."Foshtan,  Fsther." 


Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thoa  hast  left  me  ever; 
Thon  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thon  hast  left  me  ever. 
Aftn  hast  thon  vow*d  that  death 

Only  ithoald  us  sever ; 
Now  thou'st  left  thy  lass  for  aye— 

I  maun  see  thee  never,  Jamie, 
rn  see  thee  never. 

Thoa  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie^ 

Thoa  hast  me  forsaken  ; 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken. 
Thou  canst  love  another  jo, 

While  my  heart  is  breaking : 
Soon  my  weary  een  1*11  cloee. 

Never  more  to  waken,  Jamie, 
Never  more  to  waken. 


TIBBIE^  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 

THIS  fOVO  I  OOXrOSKD  ABOUT  TOE  AQ*  OT 

axvsirTUN. 


•• 


InverealdMi  rssL 


O  TMk,  Iha$  afeii  fAe  dby 
Ye  wadna  5«m  tag  tktf ; 
For  Ittik  o*  gmr  yt  Hpktfy 
Swt  tnwih,  J  cars  na  6y. 


•  DieHlgldndsnoftlielilss. 

t  Thb  itDgular  flgurs  of  poetry,  taken  from  the 
msthemiflfi,  referi  to  the  ftmout  propoiitioQ  of  Py> 
ihMorat,  the  47th  of  EadM.  In  a  r^htHmfled  lA- 
■Ml^  the  square  of  the  kvpolhinuss  is  always  equal 
Isawsqnansof  tlM  taoowMT  iMssi 


YisTEEXN  I  met  yon  on  the  moor, 
Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  fay  like  stoure ; 
Ye  geek  at  me  bMSuse  Tm  poor. 
But  feint  a  hair  care  L 
7t66ie,  Ihae,^. 

f  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o*  clink, 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 
Tibbie,  Ihae,^, 

But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho*  hu  pouch  o*  coin  wen;  dean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^ 

Altho*  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'II  caitt  your  head  anither  airt. 
An'  answer  him  fa*  dry. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^ 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o*  gear, 
Ye'll  featen  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he  for  sense  or  leu* 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
Tibbie,  I  hag,  ^e. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice. 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  oki^ 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  speir  your  price. 
Were  ye  ss  poor  ss  L 
7V66fe,  I  hae,  fv. 

There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  paric, 
I  wouldna  gie  her  in  her  sark 
For  thee  wi'  a'  thy  thousand  mark ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  fc 


TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN. 

Thou  ling'ring  star,  with  lessening  ray. 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  mom  ! 
Again  thon  usher'st  in  the  day. 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  waa  torn. 
Oh,  Mary,  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See'st  thon  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  f 

That  ucred  hour  can  I  foiget  ?— - 

Can  I  forget  the  haIlow*d  grove, 
Where,  by  the  winding  Ayr,  we  met. 

To  live  one  dsy  of  parting  love  ? 
Eternity  will  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace  ;— 

Ah !  little  thought  we  'twM  our  last  1 
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Ayr,  gurgling,  kiasM  bU  peUbled  thore, 

0*erhung  with  wild  woitdt  thickening  green ; 
The  fragrant  birch,  the  hawthorn  hoar, 

TwiiMd  amorous  round  the  raptured  loene. 
The  flowers  sprung  wanton  to  be  preat. 

The  birdK  sung  love  on  every  spray ; 
Tin  too,  too  noon  the  glowing  west 

Proclaimed  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

Still  o*er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care ; 
Time  hut  the  impression  stronger  nuikesy 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear 
BIy  MHfv,  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See*st  thou  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

IIear*st  thou  the  groins  that  rend  his  Invast  ?' 


TRUE  HEARTED  WAS  HE. 
-"  Boonie  DuaOm.' 


TftUB  liearted  was  he,  the  aad  awtin  o*  the 
Yarrow, 
And  fair  are  the  maids  on  the  banks  o*  the 
Ayr, 
But  by  the  sweet  side  o*  tbe  Nitb*B  wmding 
river, 
Are  lovers  as  fiiithful,  and  maidens  aa  fiur ; 
To  equal  young  Jessie  seek  Scotland  all  over  : 

To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  rain, 
Grace,  beauty  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover, 
And  maidenly  modesty  ftzea  the  chain. 

O  fresh  is  the  niee  in  the  gay,  dewy  morning, 

And  sweet  is  the  lily  at  evening  dose ; 
But  in  the  fair  presence  o*  lovely  young  Jeatie, 

Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits  in  her  smile,  a  wizard  enanaring ; 

Enthron*d  in  her  een  he  delivers  hu  Uw  : 
And  still  to  her  charms  she  alone  is  a  stranger, 

Her  modest  demeanour's  the  jewel  of  a*. 


WANDERING  WILLIE. 
naat—**  Here  awa,  there  awa.* 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  WtOie  I 
Here  atea,  there  awOj  hand  awa  home  I 

Cifnue  to  mjf  6010111,  mjr  ain  only  dearie  ; 
TtU  me  thou  brins/'Mt  me  my  HTtf  I'e  again, 

WiMTSE  winds  blew  loud  and  cauU  at  our  part* 
ing; 
Fears  for  my  Willie  brooght  tears  in  my  ee : 
Welcome  now,  summer,  and  welcome,  my  Willie ; 
The  aummer  to  nature,  and  Willie  to  me. 
Here  awa^  0pc. 


e  To  Mart  Campbell,  one  of  Bum^s  earliex  and 
most  bcloTcd  mutrcMOi,  a  dairy-maid  in  the  ne'^H* 
bourhoud  cf  Mos^irl.— Scefkrther  particulari  in  Uie 
Life 


Rest,  ye  wild  atoraiii  in  the ^  ^  ,«. 

bers! 
How  your  dread  bowling  a  lorer  alarm! 
Wauken,  ye  brecws  !  row  gently,  yc  biDiiwt ! 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  anoe  mair  tp  my  irai 
JETere  awa,  ^c. 

But.  oh,  if  he*B  faithless,  ami  minds  na  bis  Nanms^ 
Flow  still  between  ok,  thou  dark  heaving  maim! 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 
But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie'a  my  ain ! 
Here  aaro,  {pc. 


WAE  IS  MY  UF^RT. 

Was  is  my  heart,  and  tlie  tear*s  in  my  ae ; 
Lang,  lang  joy*s  been  a  stranger  to  me : 
Fomaken  and  friendless  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my 


Love  thou  bast  pleasures ;  and  deep  bae  I  loved } 
Love  thou  hast  sorrows ;  and  sair  bae  I  proved : 
But  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bteeda  in  my 

breast, 
I  can  ftel  by  its  tkrobbinga  wiU  aoon  be  at  ics^ 

O  if  I  were,  whoe  happy  I  bae  been  ; 
Down  by  yon  stream  and  yon  bonnie  castle  gresn : 
For  there  be  is  wand'ring  and  mumng  on  me, 
Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear  frac  bia  Pbillis*s  ce 


WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNG  LASSIE  DO 
WI*  AN  AULD  MAN. 


What  can  a  young  lassie,  what  shall  a  yoiing 
lassie. 
What  can  a  young  lanie  do  wi*  an  auld  man  ? 
Bad  luck  on  tbe  pcnnie  that  tempted  my  minnic 
To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  hir  Killer  an*  La* ! 
Bad  Imeh  on  the  /Munte,  ^. 

He*s  always  compleenin  free  mornin  to  e'enin. 
He  boats  and  he  hirpica  the  weary  day  Lii^ 

He's  doy*lt  and  he*s  duain,  his  bluid  it  is  froaem 
O*  dreary's  the  night  wi*  a  craiy  auld  man ! 
Sad  Imek  on  the  pennie,  ^ 

He  hums  and  be  hankers,  be  frets  and  be  cankers ; 

I  never  can  pleavc  him,  do  a'  that  I  can ; 
He*s  peevish,  and  jealous  of  a*  tlie  young  frIlow% 

O,  dool  on  the  day,  I  met  wi*  an  anli 
Had  luck  on  the  pennie,  j-r. 

My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  tak«  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  berjdan  | 
m  crooa  him,  and  wrack  hiiBt  nntil  I 
break  him, 
And  then  bis  auld  lifiai  will  buy  ■§  ■  ■ 
Sad  imtk  am  tkg  fmnia^  |«. 
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WHA  IS  THAT  AT  BflT  BOWER  DOOR. 

This  tunt  it  abo  known  hy  ^  hum  of  Zom 
«»  /  come  mar  tkee,    Tht  wonb  are  mine 

Wha  it  that  at  my  bower  door  ? 

O  wha  it  it  but  Findlay ; — 
llien  gae  yonr  gate  ye*tr  nae  be  here ! 

Indeed  maun  I,  quo*  l^ndlay. 
What  mak  ye  tae  like  a  thief? 

O  come  and  tee,  quo*  Findlay  ;— 
Before  the  morn  ye*ll  work  miachief ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 


Gif  I  rite  and  let  von  in  ? 

Let  me  in.  quo  Findlay  ;— - 
Ye*ll  keep  nie  waukin  wi*  y(»ur  din ; 

Indeed  will  1,  quo*  Fiudlay. 
In  my  bower  if  ye  frhould  ttay  ? 

Let  nie  ttay,  quo*  Findlay  ;— 
I  fear  ye*U  bide  till  break  o  day  ; 

ludecd  will  L  quo*  Findlay. 

Here  thia  night  if  ye  remain  ? 

ni  remain,  quo*  Findlay  ;~- 
I  dread  ye*ll  learn  the  gate  again  ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo*  IHndlay ; 
What  may  paat  within  thit  bower ; 

Let  it  paat,  quo*  Findlay  ;— 
Ye  mann  cooeeal  'till  your  latt  hour  ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay  ! 


WHEN  GUILDFORD  GOODt 
▲  rEAGMEirr. 

KiWeianUab 


Wkex  Guildford  good  our  pilot  ttood. 

And  did  our  helm  threw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea. 

Within  ^iMcrica,  man : 
Then  up  they  gat  the  ^uulkin-pa^ 

And  in  the  tea  did  jaw,  man  ; 
An*  did  nae  leM,  in  full  Cuogreat, 

Than  qoitt  reAite  our  law,  man. 

Then  thro'  the  lakea  Montgomtrjf  takei^ 

I  wat  he  waa  na  tlaw,  man : 
Down  LMwrie*»  bmru  he  took  a  turn. 

And  CarUton  did  ca*,  man  : 
But  yet,  what-reck,  he.  at  QuAtc^ 

Mon^mery-like  did  &*,  man ; 
Wi'  tword  in  hand,  belbie  h»  bandt 

Amang  hit  enemiet  a*,  man. 

Foor  Tammy  Gagt^  within  a  eigtb 
Wat  kept  at  Bottom  ha\  man ; 

Tin  WUIU  How  took  o*er  the  know* 
For  Fkiladtipkimt  man : 

Wi'  tword  an'  gun  he  thought  ■  aia 
Gnid  ChriiciaB  bkiod  to  draw,  mo  | 


But  at  New.  York,  wi*  knife  and  fork. 
8ir-k»in  he  haeked  ama*,  man. 

Burg&ffne  gaed  ap,  like  nrar  an'  whip^ 

Till  Frater  brave  did  u'  man  ; 
Then  loat  hit  way,  ae  mitty  day, 

In  Saroltoga  liiaw,  man. 
ComiPtMit  fought  at  lang't  he  doughty 

An*  did  the  bucktkint  claw,  man ; 
But  CHmiotCt  glaive  lirae  mat  to  aav^ 

He  hung  it  to  the  wa*,  man. 

Then  Montague,  an*  Guildford  too, 

U«^an  to  fear  a  fa*,  inau ; 
And  Sackville  duure,  wha  stood  the  ttoar% 

The  German  chief  to  threw,  man  s 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  onie  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a*,  man  ; 
An*  Ckartie  Fax  threw  by  the  box. 

An*  lowa*d  bit  tinkler  jaw,  man. 

Then  Rockingkam  took  up  the  gamo  | 

Till  death  did  on  him  ca*,  roan  ; 
When  ShtUturne  meek  held  up  hia  cheikt 

Conform  to  goapel  law,  man. 
Saint  Stephen's  bojrt,  wi'  jarring  noiti^ 

They  did  hia  meaturet  threw,  man, 
For  ^orth  and  Pox  united  ktockt. 

And  hoc  2iim  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  duba  an'  hearta  were  Charlie^t  cartaa^ 
He  twept  the  ttakea  awa*,  man. 

Till  the  diamond'ii  ace  of  Indian  race^ 
Led  him  a  wirfaux  pat,  man  : 

The  Saxon  lada,  wi*  kiud  placadt. 
On  Ckatkam*t  boy  did  ca*,  man  } 

And  Scotland  drew  her  pi|ie,  an*  blew. 
Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a*,  man  !** 


•• 


Behind  the  throne  then  GrenpiUe*e  gone, 

A  secret  word  or  twa,  man  ; 
While  alee  Dundas  arous*d  the  claat 

Be-north  the  Roman  wa*,  man  t 
An'  Ckaiham's  wraith,  in  heavenly  graitA» 

(Inspired  bardiea  saw,  man) 
Wi^  kindling  e}'es,  cry'd,  •«  Willie,  rise  | 

Would  I  ba'e  lear*d  them  a*,  man  ?** 

But  woni  an'  blow,  iVbriA,  /W,  and  Ctb 

Gow<T'd  WiUie  like  a  U*,  man. 
Till  Sutkrons  raise,  and  coo«t  their  diiso 

Behind  him  in  a  rew,  niau  ; 
An*  CaUdon  threw  by  the  drooa, 

An'  did  her  whittki  drew,  man  | 
An'  twoor  iu*  rude,  thro*  dirt  and  blood 

To  maka  it  guid  in  kv,  nan. 
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BURNS'  WORKS. 


WHERE  ARE  THE  JOYS  I  HAE  MET 
IN  THE  MORNING. 

T^MM— "  Saw  y  my  Ikther." 

Wheee  are  the  joyt  I  hae  met  in  the  morning. 
That  danced  to  the  Urk'a  early  loog  ? 

Where  is  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wandering. 
At  evening  the  wild  wooda  among  ? 

No  more  a-winding  the  oourw  of  yon  rirer, 
And  marking  aweet  fluw'reta  so  £ur ; 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  footstepa  of  pleasure, 
Bat  sorrow  and  sad-sighiog  care. 

la  it  that  aommer'a  forsaken  our  Yalleys, 

And  glim  surly  winter  is  near? 
No,  no,  the  bees  hamming  round  the  gay  roses, 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide  what  I  frar  to  discover, 
Yet  long,  long  too  well  have  I  known  : 

All  that  has  caused  this  wreck  in  my  bosom, 
Is  Jenny,  fiur  Jenny  alone. 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  grie£i  are  immortal. 
Nor  Hope  dare  a  comfort  bestow : 

Come  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguish, 
£njo3rment  1*11  seek  in  my  woe. 


WILLIE  BREW*D  A  PECK  O*  MAOT 


WHISTLE  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU, 
MY  LAD. 

O  vhigtU  and  Ftt  come  to  yon,  my  lad*, 
O  whittle  and  VU  come  to  yov,  my  lad  ; 
Tho*  father  and  mithtr  and  a  shonld  gag  mad^ 
O  whittle  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad. 

But  warily  tent  when  ye  come  to  court  me, 
And  come  nae  unless  the  back-yctt  be  ajee  ; 
8yne  up  the  bock  style,  and  let  nae  IxNly  nee, 
And  come  as  ye  were  nae  comin*  to  me. 
And  come  as  ye  were  nae  comin*  to  me. 
O  whittle,  (fv. 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me, 
Ging  by  me  as  tho'  that' ye  cared  nae  a  (lie  ; 
Bat  stfsl  me  a  blink  o*  your  bonuie  black  e*ee. 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  nae  lonkin*  at  me. 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  nae  loukin*  at  mc 
O  whittle^  ^. 

Aye  %'ow  and  protewt  that  ye  care  na  for  me. 
And  wbilt;*  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a 
But  court  nae  anither,  tho*  jokin  ye  be, 
For  fear  that  iih«  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  £incv  frae  me. 
O  whittle,  ^e. 


•  In  some  at  the  MSS.  the  lint  four  Unss  run  thus : 

O  whhtle  and  111  eome  to  thee,  ny  jo, 
O  whiitle  and  I'll  eume  to  thee,  my  }oi 
Th&  (klher  and  mother  and  a'  should  say  no, 
O  whistle  and  I'll  cone  to  thee,  my  ja 


This  air  is  Masterton*s ;  the  song 
The  occauon  of  it  was  this  :^&Ir.  Wm.  Nicol, 
of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh,  during  the  an- 
tumn  vacation,  being  at  Moffit,  honest  Allan, 
who  was  at  that  time  on  a  visit  to  Dalswinton, 

and  I  went  to  pay  Nicol  a  visit We  had  surk 

a  joyous  meeting,  that  Mr.  Mastcrton  and  I 
agreed,  each  in  oar  own  way,  that  we  shooU 
celebrate  the  business. 

O  Willie  brew'd  peck  o*  mant. 

And  Rob  and  Allan  cam  to  see ; 
Three  blyther  hearts  that  lee-lai^  nighl^ 
Ye  wad  na  find  in  Christendie. 

We  are  nafou,  we're  na  tkatfom, 

Butjnat  a  drappie  in  imr  et ; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  mtay  dam, 
And  ay  well  tarie  the  harUy  brm. 

Here  are  we  met,  tlrree  merry  boya, 
Thiee  merry  boys  I  trou  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  we*ve  merry  been. 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be  ! 
We  are  nafon,  {pc. 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn. 
That's  blinkin  in  the  lift  sae  hie. 

She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  us  haiM^ 
But  by  my  sooth  she*ll  wait  a  we  ] 
We  are  nnfom,  ^ 

Wha  first  shall  n>e  to  gang  awa*, 

A  cuckukl,  coward  ioun  is  he  ! 
Wha  last  be»i(le  bis  chair  shall  h\ 

He  is  the  king  amang  ns  three ! 
We  art  na/om,  ^ 


WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DKARI& 


The  Sotofli  DoflifiiP 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie : 
When  siirrow  wrii^  thy  gentle 
Wilt  thoa  let  me  d^eer  thicc : 
By  the  treasure  of  my  sonl. 
That's  the  kive  I  bear  thee ! 
I  swear  and  vow  that  mdy  tliom 
Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 
Only  thou,  I  swear  ud  tow, 
Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Lassie,  say  thoa  lo'ea  me ; 
Or  if  tliuu  wilt  na  be  mj  tim^ 
Sav  na  thou 'it  refuse 
If  It  winna,  caona  be. 
Thou  for  thine  may  ch( 
Let  me,  lam,  qnieklv 
Truating  that  thoa  lo  (sa  mm ; 
Lassie  let  me  quickly  daib 
Truatiiif  that  tho«  b*ea  mib 


SONGS. 


S4S 


WILL  YE  GO  TO  THE  INDIES*  MY 
MARY? 

IVm—**  TIm  Vow«.biwfati.* 

Will  ye  go  to  tlie  Iodies»  mj  Bftiyt 

And  leave  aukJ  Sootia*fl  shore  ? 
Win  yt  go  the  Indict,  my  Mary, 

AeroM  the  Atlantic*!  roar  ? 

Oh,  sweet  grow  the  lime  and  the  orange^ 

And  the  apple  on  the  pine  ; 
Bat  a'  the  charma  o*  the  Indies 

Can  nerer  equal  thine. 

I  hae  sworn  by  the  heaTena,  my  Mary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  hesTens  to  be  tme  ; 

And  sae  may  the  hearena  forget  me. 
When  I  forget  my  vow ! 

O,  plight  roe  yonr  foith,  my  Mary, 
And  plight  roe  yonr  lily-white  hand ; 

O,  plight  me  your  &ith,  my  Mary, 
Bcfora  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 

We  hae  plighted  onr  troth,  my  Mary, 

In  mutual  affectioo  to  join ; 
And  caret  be  the  cause  that  shall  part  ua ! 

The  hour  and  the  moment  o*  time !  * 


She  »  not  the  foirest,  altho*  she  is  £ur  ; 
O*  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share ; 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be ; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lasaie  because  she  lo'ea  ma. 
HtT  paremtagtt  ^e. 

To  beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  him  a 

prise, 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  bluahea,  and 

sighs; 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  polished  her 

darts, 
They  daaale  our  een,  aa  they  flte  to  our  hearts. 
And  whtn  wU,  ^ 

But  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond  spark- 
ling e'e, 

Haa  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me ; 

And  the  heart-beating  love,  aa  Vm  dasp*d  in 
her  arms, 

O,  these  are  my  lassie's  aU-conquering  charms . 
Amd  the  keari4m»tinjf,  ^ 


YON  WILD  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS. 

Yov  wild  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
Hut  nurse  in  their  boeom  the  youth  o*  the 

ayde. 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  coveya  thrp*  the 

heather  to  fieed. 
And  the  shepherd  tents  his  flock  as  he  pipes  on 

his  reed  I 

Wknt  th§  grwut^  ^. 

Not  Cowrie's  rich  valley,  nor  Perth's  sonny 


To  me  hae  the  charms  o*  yon  wild,  mossy  moors ; 
For  there*  by  a  lanely,  siiad  sequester'd  stream, 
Besidca  a  sweet  laseie,  my  thought  and  my 
dream. 
Fartkgrt,  ^ 

Amang  thas  wild  mountains  shall  still  be  my 

oath. 
Uk  stream  foaming  down  its  ain  green,  narrow 

strath; 
For  there*  wi*  my  lassie^  the  day  lang  I  rove. 
While  o'er  ua  unheeded,  flie  the  swift  hours  o* 

love. 

Forthtrt^  ^, 


YOUNG  JOCKEY. 
"  JoeUe  wai  the  biytbast 

YouNO  Jockey  was  the  blithest  lad 

la  a*  our  town  or  here  awa ; 
Fu*  blithe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 

Fu*  lightly  daoc*d  he  in  the  ha* ! 
He  roos*d  my  e*en  Me  bonnie  blue. 

He  roos*d  my  waist  sae  genty  sma ; 
An*  ay  my  heart  came  to  my  mou. 

When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  saw. 

My  Jockey  toils  upon  the  plain. 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and 
And  o'er  the  lee  I  leuk  fu*  fain 

When  Jockey's  owten  hameward  ca*. 
An*  ay  the  night  comes  round  sgain, 

When  in  his  arms  he  tiks  me  a* ; 
An*  ay  he  vows  hell  be  my  ain 

As  lang's  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


•  When  Bums  was  daslgninf  his  voysgs  to  tfie 
West  ladles,  he  wrote  thli  sung  ss  a /nvMff  to  a  girl 

iriiMMk  Ka  kaiwMtwMl  tt%  vacMvL  at  thm  tlm*.  with  aoB. 


leganL  at  the 
■Aenhle  admiration.    HeiJterwanli  sent  it  to  Mr. 
Thomson  for  inibllcatkia  In  hto  splendid  enDeetioo  of 
(ks  smUomI  musie  and  murieal  poetry  of  Ssotland. 


YOUNG  PEGCY 

Young  Pegg^  blooms  our  bonniest  lasii 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning. 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass, 

With  ea«ly  gems  adorning : 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passiug  shower. 
And  glitter  o*er  the  crystal  streams. 

And  cheer  each  frash*ning  flower. 

Her  lips  more  than  the  chenies  bright, 
A  richer  die  haa  grac*d  them, 

They  charm  th*  admiring  gaaer's  sight 
And  sweetly  tempt  to  tarta  them  i 


^A 


BLKAb'  W  ORKS. 


Her  mult  b  m  the  er^niiig  mild, 
When  feethei^d  peirt  an  taartiaf, 

And  little  lambldae  waaloa  wild, 
In  pUyfiil  bands  diaportinf. 

Were  Fortune  lordj  Peggy's  fbe» 

6ttch  sweetnete  woold  rdent  heri 
As  blooming  upring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  early,  savage  winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winning  pow*re  to  lesaen : 
Jkad  finetfii]  enry  grin«  in  Tain, 

The  poitou*d  Uioih  to  fasten. 


Ye  pow^  of  Hooour,  Love^  tad  TtwA^ 

From  er'iy  ill  ddend  her  ; 
Inq;»ire  the  highlj  &Toar*d  yoo&i 

The  dcatiniea  mtend  her ; 
Still  &n  the  awaet  eonnobial  flame 

Reffponsive  in  each  bosom ; 
And  bless  die  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  Uossom.* 


*  This  WM  one  of  the  posmi  earlier  eon 
It  lioopied  from  a  MS.  bogk.  which  he  had 
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THE  CORRESPONDENCE. 


NOTICE. 


Or  tbe  IbllowiDg  letters  of  Barna^  t  consid- 
cnblc  number  were  transmitted  for  publication, 
bj  the  individuels  to  whom  they  were  addreaacd ; 
bat  rery  few  have  been  printed  entire.  It  will 
easily  be  believed,  that  in  a  aeries  of  letters  writ- 
ten without  the  least  view  to  publication,  va- 
rious passages  were  found  unfit  for  the  press, 
from  diflferent  considerations.  It  will  also  be 
readily  supposed,  that  our  Poet,  writing  nearly 
at  the  same  time,  and  under  the  same  feelingw 
to  diflferent  individuals,  would  sometimes  fiJl 
into  the  same  train  of  sentiment  and  forma  of 
ezpremon.  To  avoid,  therefore,  the  tedions- 
ness  of  such  repetitions,  it  ha«  been  found  ne- 
cessary to  mutilate  many  of  the  individual  let- 
ters, and  KoinetiiiMrs  t*  exscind  parts  of  great 
delicacy — the  unbridled  effusions  of  pan^yric 
and  regard.  But  though  many  of  the  letters 
are  printed  from  originals  furnished  by  the  per- 
sons to  whom  they  were  addressed,  others  are 
printed  from  fimt  draughts,  or  sketches,  found 
among  the  papers  of  our  Bard.  Though  in  ge- 
neral no  man  committed  his  thoughts  to  his 
eorrespondents  with  less  consideration  or  effort 
than  Bum.«,  yet  it  appears  that  in  M)me  ixistances 
he  was  dissatisfied  with  his  first  essays,  and 
wrote  out  his  communications  in  a  feirer  cha- 
lacter,  or  perhafw  in  more  studied  language. 
In  the  chaus  of  hi^  manuscripts,  some  of  the 
original  sketches  were  found ;  and  as  these 
sketches,  though  lew  perfect,  are  fiurly  to  be 
considered  as  the  offspring  of  his  mind,  where 
they  have  seemed  in  theuiselves  worthy  of  a 
place  in  this  volume,  and  they  have  been  in- 
•erted,  though  the)*  may  not  alwa)-s  correspond 
exactly  with  the  letters  traa^mitted,  which  have 
been  lost  or  withheld. 

Onr  suthor  appears  at  one  time  to  have  form- 
ed an  intention  of  making  a  collection  of  hia 
letters  for  the  amusement  of  a  friend.  Aeeord- 
ingly  he  copied  an  inconiiiderable  number  oi 
them  into  a  Iniok,  which  lie  presented  to  Ro- 
bert Riildel,  of  Gienriddel,  Em|.  Among  these 
was  the  account  of  his  life,  aildressed  to  Dr. 
Moore,  and  printed  in  the  Life.  In  copying 
from  his  imperfect  sketches  (it  dues  not  appear 
that  he  had  the  letters  actually  sent  to  his  cor- 
rcqNmdents  before  him)  he  aeemt  to  hart 


donally  enlarged  his  ofaeerratioiia,  wad  abend 
hi«  expressions.  In  such  instancee  kb  coKBda- 
tions  hive  been  adopted ;  bat  in  troth  tkeic  an 
but  five  of  the  letters  thus  selected  bf  the  poali 
'to  be  found  in  the  present  volmne,  tJie  vest  be- 
ing thought  of  inferior  merit,  or  othervae  oait 
for  the  public  eye. 

In  printing  this  volume,  the  Editor  has  finod 
some  corrections  of  grammar  neeesoarjr;    hot 
these  liuve  been  very  few,  and  such  ao  mmf  ha 
su;ip<Hed  to  occur  in  the  careless  effuaiooa,  ew 
of  literary  characters,  who  have  not  been  in  tbt 
habit  of  carrying  their  compoeitioiia  to  the  pm^ 
These  corrections  have  never  been  extended  li 
any  habitual  modes  of  expremm  of  the  Plsct^ 
even  where  his  phra»cology  may  seem  to  vioiais 
the  delicacies  of  taste ;  or  the  idiom  of  ow  h^ 
guage,  which  he  wrote  in  general  with  gntt 
accuracy.    Some  dilferenee  will  indeed  bt  finad 
in  this  respect  in  his  earlier  and  ia  his  lalv 
atmpositions ;  and  this  volume  will  exhibit  the 
progress  of  hb  style,  as  wdl  aa  the  kirtory  of 
his  mind.     In  this  Edition,  several  new  lenen 
were  introduced  not  in  Dr.  Cnrrie*s  Editis% 
and  which  have  been  taken  from  the  wo^  0t 
Croinek  and  the  more  recent  pQUishers.     The 
series  commences  with  the  Bard's  JLom  Ijttat 
— the  first  four  being  of  that  description.    Thiy 
were  omitted  from  Dr.  Carrie's  EditioB  i  wh|^ 
has  not  been  explained.     They  have  beea  bald 
to  be  sufliciently  interesting  to  be  here  i»«rlBd. 
He  sUtes  the  ioue  of  the  rourtahip  in  these  torvt: 
— "  To  crown  my  distresses,  a  bMeJUU  whom  I 
adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  aoal  to  neet  ■• 
in  the  fiekl  of  matrimony,  jilted  me  with  pee»* 
liar  circumstances  of  mortification.**    Mr.  Lock- 
hart  remarks  iif  the  letters:—**  They  arc  sanly 
BS  well  worth  preserving,  as  many  in  the  Osl- 
lection;  particularly  when  their  eaily  dale  ii 
considered.'*— He  then  quotes  from  them  larg^ 
ly,  and  adds, — *'  In  such  excellent  English  did 
Bums  woo  his  country  maidens,  in  at  niiMl  bii 
SOth  year.*'     But  we  suspect  the  lanll  ef  lbs 
English  was,  that  it  waa  too  good.     It  waa  tut 
coldly  correct  to  suit  the  taste  ul  the  Ukv  msadsn : 
bad  the  wooer  n^  a  sprinkling  ef  his  iiitm 
tongue,  with  a  deeper  inlusioa  of  hia  coostitol 
al  enthuaiaami  he  nug ht  havo  had 


LETTERS,  &c 


LOVE  LETTERS. 

No.L 

(WERTSK  ABOUT  THS  TKAE  1780.) 

1  TSEILT  btlieire,  mj  dear  Elisa,  that  the  pure 
gMiulne  feeling*  of  love,  are  aa  rare  in  the 
world  M  the  pare  genuine  principlea  of  virtue 
and  piety*  This,  1  hope,  will  account  for  the 
oneommoo  atyle  of  all  my  letters  to  you.  By 
aacmnnioiit  I  mean,  their  being  written  in  auch 
a  aerioos  manner,  which,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
haa  made  me  oAen  afraid  lest  you  should  take 
me  for  a  aeakras  bigot,  who  conversed  with  his 
miatreaa  as  he  woiUd  converse  with  his  minis> 
ter.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  my  dear ;  for 
though,  except  3rour  company,  there  is  nothing 
on  earth  that  gives  me  so  much  pleasure  as 
writii^  to  you,  yet  it  never  gives  me  those 
giddy  raptures  so  much  talked  of  among  lovers. 
I  have  often  thought,  that  if  a  well-grounded  af- 
fection be  not  really  a  part  of  virtue,  'tis  some- 
thing extremely  a-kin  to  it.  Whenever  the 
diought  of  my  Eliza  warms  my  heart,  every 
fedinf  of  humanity,  every  principle  of  genero- 
sity, kindles  in  my  breast.  It  extinguishes  every 
dirl^  spark  of  malice  and  envy,  which  are  but 
too  apt  to  infest  me.  I  grasp  every  creature 
in  the  arma  of  universal  benevolence,  and  equal- 
ly participate  in  the  pleasures  of  the  happy,  and 
sympftthise  with  the  miseries  of  the  unfortunate. 
I  aaaure  you,  my  dear,  I  often  look  up  to  the 
divine  Diapoaer  of  events,  with  an  eye  of  gra- 
titude for  the  blessing  which  I  hope  he  intends 
to  bestow  on  me^  in  bestowing  jrou.  I  sincere- 
ly tgiah  that  he  may  blesa  my  endeavours  to 
■lake  your  life  aa  comfortable  aod  happy  as 
posaible,  both  in  sweetening  the  rougher  parts 
of  my  natoral  temper,  and  betteriug  the  un- 
kindly dreomstanoes  of  my  fortune.  This,  my 
dear,  ia  a  paasion,  at  least  in  roy  view,  worthy 
of  a  man,  and  I  will  add,  worthy  of  a  Chris- 
tian. The  sordid  earth-worm  may  profess  love 
to  a  womaa'a  person,  whilst,  in  reality,  his  af- 
fcctioo  is  centered  in  her  pocket ;  and  the  sla- 
vish drudge  may  go  a-wooiog  as  he  goes  to  the 
horse  market,  to  choose  one  who  is  stout  and 
firm,  and,  aa  we  may  say  of  an  old  horse,  one 
who  will  be  a  good  drudge  and  draw  kindly* 
I  disdain  their  dirty,  puny  ideaa.     1  would  be 


heartily  out  of  humour  with  myself,  if  I  thoig^ 
I  were  capable  of  having  so  poor  a  notion  of 
the  sex,  which  were  designed  to  crown  the 
pleasures  of  society.  Poor  devils !  I  don't  envy 
them  their  happiness  who  have  such  notions. 
For  my  part,  I  propose  quite  other  pleasures 
with  my  dear  partner.     .••••• 


No.  IL 


TO  THE  SAME. 

MT  DKAX  KLIXA, 

I  DO  not  remember  in  the  course  of  your  ae» 
quaintanoe  and  mine,  ever  to  have  heard  your 
opioioo  on  the  ordinary  way  of  falling  in  love, 
amongst  people  of  our  station  of  life  :  I  do  not 
mean  the  persons  who  proceed  in  the  way  of 
bargain,  but  those  whose  affection  is  really  pla^ 
ced  on  the  person. 

Though  I  be,  as  you  know  very  well,  but  a 
very  awkward  lover  myself,  yet  as  I  have  some 
opportunities  of  observing  the  conduct  of  otheri 
who  are  much  better  skilled  in  the  affair  of 
courtship  than  I  am,  I  of^n  think  it  is  owing 
to  lucky  (;haoce  more  than  to  good  manage- 
ment, that  there  are  not  more  unhappy  mar- 
riages than  usually  are. 

It  is  nfttural  for  a  young  fellow  to  like  the 
acquaintance  of  the  females,  and  customary  fur 
him  to  kfep  them  company  when  occasion  serves ; 
some  one  o(  them  is  more  agreeable  to  him  than 
the  rent ;  there  is  something,  he  knows  not 
whiit,  pleases  him,  he  knows  not  how,  in  her 
company.  This  I  take  to  be  what  is  called  love 
n-ith  the  greatest  part  of  us,  and  I  must  own, 
my  dear  Eliza,  it  is  a  hard  game  such  a  one  as 
you  have  to  play  when  you  meet  with  such  a 
lover.  You  cannot  refuse  but  he  is  sincere,  and 
yet  though  you  use  him  ever  so  favourably,  per- 
haps in  a  few  months,  or  at  farthest  in  a  year 
or  two,  the  some  unaccountable  fency  may  moke 
him  as  distractedly  fond  of  another,  whilst  yon 
are  quite  forgot.  I  am  aware,  that  perhaps  the 
next  time  I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  you 
may  bid  mc  take  my  own  lesson  home,  and  tell 
me  that  the  paraion  I  have  piofesse<i  for  you  b 
perhapa  one  of  those  transient  flashes  I  have 
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been  describiag ;  but  I  luype*  ray  detr  Elisa, 
you  will  do  me  the  justice  to  believe  me,  when 
I  assure  you,  that  the  love  I  have  for  you  u 
founded  on  the  sacred  principles  of  virtue  and 
honour,  and  by  consequence,  so  long  as  you  con- 
tinue possessed  of  those  amiable  qualities  which 
first  inspired  my  passion  for  you,  so  long  must  I 
continue  to  love  you.  Believe  me,  my  dear,  it 
is  love  like  this  alone  which  can  render  the  mar- 
ried state  happy.  People  may  talk  of  flames  and 
raptures  as  long  as  they  please ;  and  a  warm 
foncy  with  a  flow  of  youthful  spirits,  may  make 
them  feel  something  like  what  tN>v  describe ; 
bat  sure  I  am,  the  nobler  faculties  of  the  mind, 
with  kindred  feelings  of  the  heart,  can  only  be 
the  foundation  of  friendship,  and  it  haa  always 
been  my  opinion,  that  the  married  life  was  only 
Inendabip  in  a  more  exalted  degree. 

If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  grant  my  wishes, 
and  it  should  please  providence  to  spare  us  to 
the  latest  periods  of  life,  I  can  look  forward 
and  see,  that  even  then,  though  bent  down 
with  wrinkled  age ;  even  then,  when  all  other 
worldly  circumstances  will  be  indiflGerent  to  me, 
I  will  regard  my  Eliza  with  the  tenderest  af- 
fection, and  for  this  plain  reason,  because  she 
is  still  possessed  of  those  noble  qualities,  im- 
proved to  a  much  higher  degree,  which  first 
inspired  my  affection  for  her. 

"  O  ;  •-^("pv  state,  when  souls  each  other  draw, 
*'  When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law.'* 

I  know,  were  I  to  speak  in  aach  a  style  to 

many  a  girl  who  thinks  herself  possessed  of  no 

.gj^'i§maXl  share  of  sense,  she  would  think  it  ridi- 

y, ''eulous— but  the  language  of  the  heart  is,  my 

dear  Elisa,  the  only  courtship  I  shall  ever  use 

to  ynu. 

When  I  look  over  what  I  have  written,  I  am 
sensible  it  is  vastly  different  from  the  ordinary 
style  of  courtahip — but  I  shall  make  no  apolo- 
gy— I  know  your  good  nature  will  excuse  what 
vour  good  sense  may  see  amiaa. 


Na  HL 


TO  THE  SAME. 

XT  OIAft  SLIIA, 

I  HA VI  ofiea  thought  it  a  peculiarly  on- 
lucky  circumstance  in  love,  that  though,  in 
tvery  other  situation  in  life,  telling  the  truth  is 
not  only  the  safest,  but  actually  by  Ut  the  easi- 
est way  of  proceeding,  a  lover  is  never  under 
greater  difficulty  in  acting,  or  more  punled  for 
apreaaion,  than  when  his  passion  is  sincere, 
and  hit  intentiona  are  honourable.  I  do  not 
think  that  it  ia  very  difficult  for  a  person  of  or- 
dinary capacity  to  talk  of  love  and  fondness, 
which  are  not  fel^  and  to  make  vowa  of  con- 
tad  fidtlitj,  which  an  ntrir  intended  to 


be  pet  formed,  if  he  be  villain  cnoagk  topva^ 
tiae  such  detestable  conduct :  but  to  a  ma^ 
whoae  heart  glows  with  the  prindplca  of  in- 
tegrity and  truth ;  and  who  sincerely  Wves  a 
woman  of  amiable  person,  uncommon  refinement 
of  sentiment,  and  purity  of  manners — to  such  a 
one,  in  each  circumstances,  I  can  aasore  yoo, 
my  dear,  from  my  own  feelings  at  this  pres«nt 
moment,  courtship  is  a  task  imleed.  There  is 
such  a  number  of  foreboding  fears,  and  distrust- 
ful anxietiea  crowd  into  my  mind  when  I  am  ia 
3rour  company,  or  when  I  sit  down  to  write  to 
yoo,  that  what  to  speak  or  what  to  write  1  am 
altogether  at  a  loss. 

There  is  one  rule  which  I  have  hitWrto  prac- 
tised, and  which  I  shall  invariably  keep  with 
you,  and  that  is,  honestly  to  tell  you  the  plain 
truth.  There  is  something  so  mean  and  un- 
manly in  the  arts  of  dissimulation  and  febehood, 
that  I  am  surprised  they  can  be  used  by  any  ooe 
in  ao  noble,  ao  generoua  a  passion  aa  virtnoea 
love.  No,  my  dear  Elisa,  I  ahall  never  endca> 
vonr  to  gain  your  fevour  by  such  detestable 
practioea.  If  you  will  be  ao  good  and  ao  gmcr- 
ous  as  to  admit  me  for  your  partner,  your  coe»- 
panion,  your  bosom  friend  through  Ufe ;  then 
ia  nothing  on  thia  aide  of  eternity  ahall  give  asc 
greater  tranaport ;  but  I  ahall  never  &ink  af 
purchasing  your  hand  by  any  arta  unworthy  of 
a  man,  and  I  will  add  of  a  Christian.  There  is 
one  thing,  my  dear,  which  I  earnestly  rc<]ue»t  ol 
you,  and  it  'a  thu ;  that  you  would  soon  either 
put  an  end  to  my  hopes  by  a  peremptur}-  refiiMi, 
or  cure  me  of  my  fears  by  a  generous  ctmiieoL 

It  would  oblige  me  much  if  you  would  stoJ 
me  a  line  or  two  when  convenient.  I  shall  on- 
ly add  further,  that  if  a  behaviour  rcf^ulatcd 
(thoogh  perhaps  but  very  imperfectly )  b>  tk 
rules  of  honour  and  virtue,  if  a  heart  derotcd  to 
knre  and  esteem  you,  and  an  earncHt  end«ravaur 
to  promote  your  happineaa;  and  if  thew  ut 
qnalitica  you  would  wish  in  a  friend,  in  a  btiS' 
band  ;  I  hope  you  ahall  ever  find  them  in  vooi 
rati  friend  and  ainoere  lover. 


No.  IV. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

f  OUOHT  in  good  manncra  to  have  aeki 
lodged  the  receipt  of  your  letter  before  thb  tiva. 
but  my  heart  was  so  shocked  with  the  conteaa 
of  it,  that  I  can  scarcely  yet  collect  my  thong  ha 
so  as  to  write  to  you  on  the  subject.  I  will  aol 
attempt  to  describe  what  I  felt  on  receiving  year 
letter.  I  read  it  over  and  over,  again  and  agaiai 
and  though  it  waa  in  the  politcat  Isngui^a  af  r^ 
fiisal,  still  it  wm  peremptory ;  "  yon  were  seny 
you  could  not  make  me  a  return,  b«t  yon  wish 
me**  what,  without  yoot  I  never  can  oblaiab 
**  you  wiahmeallkind  ofhappinesa.**  ItwoeM 
be  weak  and  onmanly  to  any,  that  witkont  yse  1 
can  be  happy ;  b«l  am  I  aa^  ikal  ahtf 
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iDg  lile  with  jou,  would  have  giren  it  a  relish, 
that,  wanting  you,  I  never  can  taste. 

Your  uncommon  penonal  advantages,  and 
jonr  superior  good  sense,  do  not  so  much  strike 
me ;  these,  possibly  in  a  few  instances,  may  be 
met  with  in  others  ;  but  that  amiable  goodness, 
that  tender  feminine  softness,  that  endearing 
•weetneu  of  disposition,  with  all  the  charming 
o&pring  of  a  warm  feeling  heart — these  I  never 
again  expect  to  meet  with  in  such  a  degree  in 
this  world.  All  these  charming  qualities,  heigh- 
tened by  an  education  much  beyond  any  thing 
I  hare  ever  met  with  in  any  woman  I  ever  dar- 
ed to  approach,  have  made  an  impression  on  my 
heart  that  I  do  not  think  the  world  can  ever  ef- 
Sue.  My  imagination  has  fondly  flattered  itself 
with  t  wish,  I  dare  not  say  it  ever  reached  a 
kope,  that  possibly  I  might  one  day  call  you 
mine.  I  had  formed  the  most  delightful  images, 
and  my  fancy  fondly  brooded  over  them ;  but 
now  I  am  wretched  for  the  loss  of  what  I  really 
had  DO  right  expect.  I  must  now  think  no 
more  of  you  as  a  mistreaa,  still  I  presume  to  ask 
to  be  admitted  as  a  friend.  As  such  I  wish  to 
ba  aOowed  to  wait  on  you,  and  as  I  expect  to 
rtmoTc  in  a  few  days  a  little  fiirther  off,  and  you, 
I  sappoae,  will  perhaps  soon  leave  this  place,  I 
wiah  to  !«•  yon  or  hear  from  you  soon ;  and  if 
m  expression  should  perhaps  escape  me  rather 
too  warm  for  friendship,  I  hope  you  will  pardon 
it  illy  my  dear  Miss  ,  (pardon  me  the  dear 
ion  for  once. ) 


LETTERS,  1783,  1784. 

No.  V. 
TO  MR,  JOHN  MURDOCH, 

SCHOOLMASTXR, 
STArLSS  INK  BUILDIKOS,  LONDON. 

DSAft  aiR,  Lochletf  Ibth  January,  I78S. 

Aa  1  have  an  opportunity  of  sending  you  a 
letter,  without  putting  you  to  that  expense 
which  any  production  of  mine  would  but  ill  re- 
pay, I  embrace  it  with  pleasure,  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  not  forgotten,  nor  ever  will  forget,  the 
many  obligations  I  lie  under  to  your  kindness 
and  fnendship. 

I  do  not  doubt.  Sir,  but  you  will  wish  to 
know  what  has  been  the  result  of  all  the  paios 
of  an  indulgent  £ither,  and  a  masterly  teacher  ; 
and  I  wish  I  couM  gratify  your  curiosity  with 
such  a  recital  as  you  would  be  pleased  with ; 
but  that  is  what  I  am  afraid  will  not  be  the  case. 
I  hav^  indeed,  kept  pretty  clear  of  vicious  ha- 
bits ;  and  in  this  respect,  I  hope,  my  conduct 
will  not  disgrace  the  education  I  have  gotten  ; 
but  as  a  man  of  the  world,  I  am  most  miserably 
dffteient.  One  would  have  thought,  that  bred 
M I  htTe  been,  under  a  fother  who  has  figured 


pretty  well  t»  un  homme  des  nffaireSt  I  might 
have  been  what  the  world  calls  a  pushing,  ac- 
tive fellow ;  but,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Sir, 
there  is  hardly  any  thing  more  my  reverse.  I 
seem  to  be  one  sent  into  the  world  to  see,  and 
observe ;  and  I  very  easily  compound  with  the 
knave  who  tricks  me  of  ray  money,  if  there  be 
any  thing  original  about  him  which  shows  me 
human  nature  in  a  different  light  from  any  thing 
I  have  seen  before.  In  short,  the  joy  of  my 
heart  is  to  "  study  men,  their  manners,  and  their 
ways;**  and  for  this  darling  subject,  I  cheer- 
fully sacrifice  every  other  consideration.  I  am 
quite  indolent  about  those  great  concerns  that 
set  the  bustling  busy  sons  of  care  agog  ;  and  if 
I  have  to  answer  for  the  present  hour,  I  am  very 
easy  with  regard  to  any  thing  further.  Even 
the  last,  won>t  shift  *  of  the  unfortunate  and 
the  wretched,  does  not  much  terrify  me :  I  know 
that  even  then  my  talent  for  what  country  folks 
call  **  a  sensible  crack,**  when  once  it  is  sancti- 
fied by  a  hoary  head,  would  procure  me  so  much 
esteem,  that  even  then — I  would  learn  to  be 
happy.  However,  I  am  under  no  apprehensions 
about  that ;  for,  though  indolent,  yet,  so  far  m 
an  extremely  delicate  constitution  permits,  I  am 
not  lazy ;  and  in  many  things,  especially  in  ta- 
vern matters,  I  am  a  strict  economist ;  not  in- 
deed for  the  sake  of  the  money,  but  one  of  the 
principal  parts  in  my  composition  is  a  kind  of 
pride  of  stomach,  and  I  scorn  to  fear  the  face  of 
any  man  living  :  above  every  thing,  I  abhor  m 
hell,  the  idea  of  sueaking  in  a  corner  to  avoid  a 
dun — possibly  some  pitiful,  sordid  wretch,  who 
in  my  heart  I  despise  and  detest.  *Tis  this,  and 
this  alone,  that  endears  economy  to  me.  In  the 
matter  of  books,  indeed,  I  am  very  profuse.  My 
fovourite  authors  are  of  the  sentimental  kind, 
such  as  ShenstoiUf  particularly  his  Elegies ; 
Thomsim  ;  Man  of  Fetling,  a  hook  I  prise  next 
to  the  Bible;  Man  of  the  World;  Stemi, 
especial  ly  his  Sentimental  Journey ;  Macpher" 
eon's  Ossian,  ^.  These  are  the  glorious  mo- 
dels sftc.  which  I  endeavour  to  form  my  con- 
duct ;  and  'tis  mcogruous,  *ti8  absurd,  to  sup- 
pose that  the  roan  whose  mind  glows  with  sen- 
timents lightened  up  at  their  sacred  flame — the 
man  whose  heart  distends  with  benevoksnoe  to 
all  the  human  race — ^he  "  who  can  soar  above 
this  little  scene  of  things,**  can  he  descend  to 
mind  the  paltry  concerns  abcv*^  which  the  teme- 
filial  race  fret,  and  fiiroe,  and  vex  themselves? 

0  how  the  glorious  triumph  swells  my  heart ! 

1  forget  that  1  am  a  poor  insignificant  devil,  un- 
noticed and  unknown,  stalking  up  and  down 
fairs  and  markets,  when  I  happen  to  be  in  them, 
reading  a  page  or  two  of  mankind,  and  '*  catch- 
ing the  manners  living  as  they  rise,*'  whilst  the 
men  of  business  jostle  me  on  every  side  as  an 
idle  encumbrance  in  their  way. — But  I  dare  lay 
I  have  by  this  time  tired  yoor  patience ;  so  I 
shall  conclude  with  b^ging  you  to  give  Mrs. 


*  The  last  shift  alluded  to  bate,  must  be  the  candl 
ion  of  an  itinerant  bsgasr 
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Murdoch — not  my  oompKmenti,  for  that  »  a 
mere  eommon-phice  itory,  bat — mj  warmcft, 
kindest  wishct  for  her  wdfiuv;  and  aecept  of 
the  nme  for  yonrad^  from, 

Dear  Sir, 

Yoort,  kc. 


No  VI. 


[tMK  rOLLOWINO  It  TAKKN  FEOM  TIfC  Mt. 
rmOSX  PEE8BKTCO  BT  CUE  BAED  TO  MB. 
EIDDEL.] 

Oh  mmmaging  over  some  old  papen,  I  light- 
ed on  a  MS.  of  my  early  year*,  in  which  I  had 
determined  to  write  myself  nut,  as  I  was  placed 
by  fortune  among  a  class  of  n^n  to  whom  my 
ideas  wonld  have  been  nonsense.  I  had  meant 
that  the  book  shook)  have  lain  by  me,  in  the 
fond  hope  that,  some  time  or  other,  even  after  I 
was  no  more,  my  thoughts  would  £dl  into  the 
hands  of  somebody  capable  of  appreciating  their 
vahie.     It  sets  off  thus  : 

ObtervationSt  HitttSf  Sonfft,  Serapa  of  Poe^ 
try,  ^  by  JR,  JB^—b.  man  who  had  Uttle  art  in 
making  money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it ;  but 
waa.  however,  a  man  of  some  cense,  and  a  great 
deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounrlti^  good-will  to 
every  creature,  rational  and  irrational.  As  he 
was  bnt  little  indebted  to  scholastic  education, 
and  bred  at  a  plough-tail,  his  performances  must 
be  strongly  tinctured  with  his  unpolished  rustic 
way  of  life ;  hot  as  I  believe  they  are  really  his 
ourn,  it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a  curious 
observer  of  human  nature,  to  sec  how  a  plongh- 
man  thinks  and  feels,  under  the  pressure  of  love, 
ambition,  anxiety,  grief,  with  the  like  cares  and 
passions,  which,  however  diversified  by  the 
modeM  and  manners  of  lii«,  operate  pretty  much 
alike,  I  believe,  on  all  the  species. 

**  There  are  numliers  in  the  world  who  do 
not  want  sense  to  make  a  figure,  so  much  as  an 
(^union  of  their  own  abilities,  to  pat  them  upon 
recording  their  observations,  and  allowing  them 
the  same  importance  which  they  do  to  those 
which  appear  in  print.**— Sbkkstonb. 

**  Pleasing,  when  youth  is  long  expired,  to  trace 
The  forms  our  pencil,  or  our  pen  designed  ! 

Soch  waa  our  youthful  air,  and  shape,  and  foce, 
SocL  the  soft  image  of  our  youthful  mind.** 

Ibid, 

ApHU  1783. 
Notwithstaading  all  that  hw  been  said  against 
krve,  rcapecting  the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads 
a  yonng  inexperienced  mind  into ;  i^ll  I  think  it 
in  a  great  measure  deserves  the  highest  enoo- 
minm  that  have  been  passed  on  it  If  any 
thing  on  earth  deaerves  the  name  of  rapture  or 
lranqM»rt,  it  ia  the  feelings  of  green  eighteen,  in 
the  ooapEiy  of  the  mistreM  of  his  heart,  when  I 


she  rcpeyt  him  with  in  cqul 


txm. 


There  is  certainly  some  connection 
love,  and  music,  and  poetry;  and, 
have  always  thought  a  fine  toocli  of 
passage  in  a  modon  love  compositioa  : 


1 
thrt 


«< 


As  tow*rd  her  cot,  he  jogg*d  along, 
Her  name  was  frequent  io  hie  eoof." 

For  my  own  part,  I  never  had  the  Icasl 
thought  or  inclination  of  tnmii^  poet,  tiU  I  gat 
once  heartily  in  love ;  and  then  rhyme  and  seaf 
were,  in  a  manner,  the  apontaneoos  la^aage  ef 
my  heart. 


I  entirely  agree  with  that  jndieioua  pilose* 
pher,  Mr.  Smith,  in  hie  excellent  Tkmry  af 
Moral  Sentimenia,  that  lenwcae  ia  the 
painful  sentiment  that  can  embitter  the  hi 
bosom.  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitude  auf 
liear  up  tolerably  well,  under  thoee  calaniitia% 
in  the  procurement  of  which  we  ouradvee  have 
had  no  hand ;  bnt  when  oar  fellies  or  crioMi 
have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched,  to  bear 
up  with  manly  firmness,  and  at  the  same  tiflM 
have  a  proper  penitential  sense  of  our  miscen 
duct,  is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command. 

Of  all  the  numerous  ilk  that  hurt  oar  pcecc^ 
That  press  the  soul,  or  wnng  the  mind  with  an- 
guish. 
Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  thoae 
That  to  our  folly  or  our  guilt  we  owe. 
In  every  other  circumstance,  the  mind 
Has  this  to  say — **  It  wsa  no  <lced  of 
But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 
This  sUng  M  added—*'  Blame  thy  foolish  self  !** 
Or  worser  for,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse ; 
The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  gui)^* 
Of  guilt,  perhafM,  where  we*ve  involved  oChsn 
The  jroung,  the  innoceitt,  who  fondly  loved  nSi 
Nay,  more,  that  very  love  their  cause  of  rain ! 
O  burning  hell !  ia  all  thy  store  of  torment^ 
There*s  not  a  keener  lash ! 
Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  heart 
Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  his  rrinse. 
Can  resson  down  its  agonising  throbs ; 
And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment, 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thonghta  lo  peaeti 
O,  happy !  happy !  enviable  man  ! 
O  glonoua  nugnanimity  of  sunL 


.•• 


Mmrtk,  17B4. 

I  have  often  obaerrad,  in  the  coarae  ef  ay 

experience  of  homan  life,  that  every  man,  evea 

the  worat,    has  aonwthing  good    dbont  hims 

though  very  oAan  nothing  cbe  than  a  hafff 
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taDpemntnt  of  eoostitutkm  ineliniog  bim  to 
this  or  that  Tirtne.  For  this  re«ion»  no  man 
can  say  in  what  degree  any  other  perton,  be- 
aidw  hinad^  can  be,  with  ttrict  jaitice,  called 
wricked.  Let  any  of  the  strictest  character  for 
regularity  of  conduct  among  us,  examine  im- 
partially how  many  vices  he  has  never  been 
guilty  of,  not  from  any  qare  or  vigilance,  but 
for  want  of  opportunity,  or  some  accidental  cir- 
cumstance intenrening ;  how  many  of  the  weak- 
Bcaus  of  mankind  he  has  escaped,  because  he 
was  out  of  the  line  of  such  temptation  ;  and, 
what  often,  if  not  always  weighs  more  than  all 
the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world's 
good  opinion,  because  the  world  d:>es  not  know 
all :  I  say,  any  man  who  can  thus  think,  will 
scan  the  fiulings,  nay,  the  faults  and  crimes,  of 
mankind  artxind  him,  with  a  brother's  eye. 

I  have  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of 
that  part  of  mankind  commonly  known  by  the 
i/dinary  phrase  of  bittekffuardif  sometimes  far- 
ther than  was  consistent  with  the  safety  of  my 
diaracter ;  those  who,  by  thoughtless  prodiga- 
Kty  or  headstrong  passions,  have  been  driven 
to  min.  Though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay, 
■ometimes  **  stained  with  guilt,  .... 
•  .  .  •  ,**  I  hare  yet  found  among  them, 
in  not  a  few  instances,  some  of  the  noblest  vir- 
tnca,  magnanimity,  generosity,  disinterested 
IKendsihip,  and  even  modesty. 


April, 

As  I  am  what  the  men  of  the  world,  if  they 
such  a  man,  would  call  a  whimsical  mor- 
tal, I  have  Tarious  sources  of  pleasure  and  en- 
)o3rment,  which  are,  in  a  manner,  peculiar  to 
myself^  or  some  here  and  there  such  other  out- 
of-the-way  person.  Such  is  the  peculiar  plea- 
sure I  take  in  the  season  of  winter,  more  than 
the  rest  of  the  year.  This,  I  believe,  may  be 
partly  owing  to  my  misfortunes  giving  my 
mind  a  melancholy  cast:  but  there  is  some- 
thing even  in  the 

'*  Mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste 
Abrupt   and   deep,   stretch*d   o*er  the   buried 
earth,*'— 

which  raises  the  mind  to  a  serious  sublimity, 
forourable  to  every  thing  great  and  noble. 
There  is  scarcely  any  earthly  object  gives  me 
more — I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  plea- 
sure— but  something  which  exalts  me,  some- 
thing which  enraptures  me — than  to  walk  in 
the  sheltered  side  of  the  wood,  or  high  planta- 
tion, in  a  cloudy  winter-duy,  and  hear  the 
itiiriiiy  wind  howling  among  the  trees,  and 
riving  over  the  plain.  It  is  my  best  reason 
for  devotion  :  my  mind  i«  wrapt  up  in  a  kind 
of  enthu9ia»m  to  Him,  who,  in  the  pompous 
Ullage  of  the  Hebrew  bard,  **  walks  on  the 
wings  of  the  wind.'*     In  one  of  these  seasons. 


just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes,  T  oomposed 
the  following : 

The  wintry  west  extends  his  blast,  fcc. 

See  Songs. 

Shenstone  finely  observes,  that  lore-verseti 
writ  without  any  real  passion,  are  the  most 
nauseous  of  all  conceit*  ;  and  I  have  often 
thought  that  no  man  can  be  a  proper  critic  of 
love-composition,  except  he  himself,  in  one  or 
more  instances,  htve  been  a  warm  rotary  of 
this  passion.  As  I  have  been  all  along  t 
miserable  dupe  to  love,  and  have  been  led  into 
a  thousand  weaknemes  and  follies  by  it,  for 
that  reason  I  put  the  more  confidence  in  my 
critical  skill,  in  distinguishing  foppery,  and  con- 
ceit, from  real  passion  and  nature.  Whether 
the  following  song  will  stand  the  test,  I  will 
not  pretend  to  sa;^,  because  it  is  my  own  ;  only 
I  can  say  it  was  at  the  time,  genuine  from  the 
heart. 


Behind  yon  hills,  &c 


See  Songs. 


I  think  the  whole  species  of  young  men  may 
be  naturally  enough  divided  into  two  grand 
classes,  which  I  shall  call  the  ^are  and  the 
merry  ,•  though,  by  the  bye,  these  terms  do  not 
with  pnopriety  enough  express  my  ideas.  The 
grave  I  shall  cottt  into  the  usual  division  (A 
those  who  are  gnaiiiKl  on  by  the  love  of  money, 
and  those  whoM:  darling  wish  is  to  make  a 
figure  in  the  world.  The  merry  are,  the  men 
of  pleasure  of  all  duitominations ;  the  jovial 
lads,  who  have  too  much  fire  and  spirit  to  have 
any  settled  rule  of  action  ;  but  without  much 
deliberation,  follow  the  strong  impulses  of  na- 
ture ;  the  thoughtless,  the  careless,  the  indo- 
lent— in  particular  Ac,  who,  with  a  happy 
sweetuess  of  natural  temper,  and  a  cheerful  va- 
cancy of  thought,  steals  through  life — generally, 
indeed,  in  poverty  and  obscurity ;  but  poverty 
and  obscurity  arc  only  evils  to  him  who  can 
sit  gravely  down  and  make  a  repining  compa- 
rison between  his  own  situation  and  that  of 
others  ;  and  lastly  to  grace  the  quorum,  such 
are,  generally,  those  headti  are  capable  of  all 
the  towerings  of  genius,  and  whose  hearts  are 
warmed  with  all  the  delicacy  of  fioeliug. 


As  the  grand  end  of  human  life  is  to  cultivate 
an  intercourse  with  that  Being  to  whom  we 
owe  life,  with  *fvery  enjoyment  that  can  render 
life  delightful;  and  to  mainUin  an  integritive 
conduct  towards  our  fellow- creatures  ;  that  so, 
by  furmiug  piety  and  virtue  into  habit,  we  may 
be  fit  members  tor  that  society  of  the  pious  and 
the  good,  which  reason  and  levelation  teach  ua 
to  expect  beyond  the  grave  :  I  do  not  see  that 
the  turn  of  mind,  and  pursuits  of  any  son  of  po- 
verty and  obscurit}',  are  in  the  least  more  inimi- 


us 
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red  iDtacati  of  piatf  ud  nrtur. 
inin  tDc,  eren  livlid,  tnutling  ud  itniiijiig 
itta  the  vorld'i  richca  uti  lumDBri ;  ud  I  du 
not  aee  but  thai  ho  DULf  fun  Uiatcq  b  ivtW 
(vhichf  bj  the  bye,  ii  oo  meui  coDiidentiaDV 
who  utedi  through  lh(  Tile  of  life,  imuiag 
hiondf  Willi  rrtrj  little  flovcr  th*l  fbrtunE 
throin  ia  hii ws( }  •ihawha.UruniiigMni^'lit 
krwvdt  uid  perhtp*  betpatt«riiig  all  Abodi  hint, 
fkiu  lonM  of  Jifb'i  little  emineocM  i  vhere,  af- 
ter elL  he  an  only  He.  uul  be  leeD,  i  little  aave 
ean^cmnily,  thfn  wbit,  in  the  pride  of  bis 
heart,  h*  ii  ipt  to  term  the  poor,  iodalent  ^vil 
U  bu  Irft  behind  him. 


M  be  tbe  work  of  ■  mulerly  hujrl . 
it  hu  often  giiren  rae  Duny  ■  he*rt-ed«  b 
et,  thit  lueh  gTnrioui  old  bude— binU  whc 


1  I* 


Iknea 
nibe, 

vithtbem 


■»! 


cloetd  y<M  >  piece  of  Thymini  ■ 
ptnuiL  I  htve  been  nrj  bny  w 
linen  I  mv  yon,  iihI  hire  rwnpDiT,  WBOng  ■■ 
vfnl  othen,  Tie  Ordituttiim,  ■  ponu  on  ilr. 
M'KinUy'i  heii%  edied  to  Kilnuinock ;  SeeHl 
iMiut,npoeini  Tlit  Cotta't  Sattrdaj  Niiki 
Aa  Addrm  to  (Ac  Drvil,  he.  1  hnre  likewM 
ojmpletcil  my  poem  on  the  Dogt,  bnt  hen  ■■ 
Myd- 


gtniol,  yet  have  i 


lofdii 


cribed  the  e; 
ippoinli 


that  their  irrty  nvna  (O  bow  niortiiying 
bnrd'i  Tuity  \)  ire  tiov  "  buried  unoi^ 
meek  of  tfaingi  which  were." 

ttA  n  MriMgly  end  deuribe  »  well;  the  lui, 

tooagD  fu  infetyr  w  your  flight!,  yet  eyee  Tdui 
pith,  ind  with  trerabling  wiag  wodd  •ometimn 
■wr  ifter  you — 4  poor  ruitic  bud  unknown, 
payi  thii  ■ympatfaetic  peog  la  your  memory  ! 
" —  "*  —  "  "  1,  with  all  tb«  duToa  ol 
e  been  unfbrtunat*  Id  the 


Some  of  y 

ne,  that 


you 


c,  the  loee  of  fiienda,  and. 


H^py  could  ae  hive  done  it  with  yonr  atrcD;;! 
sf  imagination  ud  flow  of  vene  !  May  the  eli 
lie  lightly  on  your  bonee  !  and  miy  you  lu 
mjoy  Ihit  loliee  lad  reet  which  thia  world  h 
dan  givn  to  the  hewt,  toned  to  til  the  beliDgi 


Hue  ia  iH  wortli  qoatiDg  in  oky  IV 


qoiinl  yon  wiUi  abiHit  HaocUia^  ^kj  neJM 
going  OS  in  the  old  wiy.  1  hart  mn*  tery  ia- 
pottut  newB  with  re^icet  to  myacl^  no!  iW 
ma*  IgROhle,  new*  that  I  am  aurc  yon  nuat 
goaa,  bat  I  ihlll  give  yon  the  paiti—lan  in- 
i>chertimik  I  im  tiirrmdy  happy  with  Smith ;f 
he  n  the  only  fheod  I  htvr  wv  is  M — i-Hr- 
I  can  nrcely  forgive  yovi  loof  neglret  «f  ah 
lad  I  beg  yon  will  let  me  beer  fr«a  y«a  nga- 
larly  by  ConoeL  If  yon  wonid  act  yoat  pot  a 
a  r■l■RI^  I  aiu  aiR  neitber  guid  ner  lorf  fa 
nine  ahonld  atru^  or  ilMr  ue.  Exenie  luaa, 
u  I  get  yuui  but  yeatenliy — 1  am, 
Hy  dear  Sir. 

SOBt.  BDRlfBS&t 


Ns.  Tin. 

TO  MR.  H'WHINinE,  Waim,  Atb. 

JTmvM,  lllk  April.  ITBG. 
It  ia  injoring  tomt  hrarl*,  thoaa  beana  thai 
Itganlly  bear  the  imprewon  of  the  nod  Cna- 
<r,  to  uy  tn  them  you  give  them  ^  OoiMe 
I'  obliging  a  ^eod  ;  for  tbia  nainn,  I  only  (dl 
.10  tbit  I  grati^  my  on  fcdinga  in  w^uwiag 
iiur  friendly  oAeei  with  rtapeet  to  the  nii  ImJ. 
ceiSB  I  know  it  will  griti^  yawi  to  imk 
le  in  it  to  the  utmoet  of  yonr  power. 
I  have  tnt  yvu  tbar  copia,  at  1  bavt  na  liB 
■-*-  "  -  n,  which  it  a  great  dni  men 


lihilln 


nmnnber  a  poor  poet  militiM  ii 


LETTERS,  1786. 

NblVIL 

TO  UR.  JOHN  RICHUOND, 

ITT  Dua  na,        Jfaaytrt  Ak  17,  IWa 
I  MATi  aot  timn  at  pmaal  lo  apbraid  yo 


t  Mr.  Jnn  9mUk.  lAea  ■  ihop^tteiw  k  : 
>«  irf  bli  Inait  pwfannaiiiti    "  To  1,  S— . 

"  Daer  » ,  Dk  daat,  paiUia  iMrf.' 

t  Thlt  b  ■)■  «I*  iMMr  Hia  nUHe  ^  ^ ' 
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vbiek  ■tempt  the  dU  witb— witk-^wilk, 
haft  the  dCTul  dwgnoB  of. 
If  7  dtar  Sir, 
Yoo  humbled, 
•fllieted, 
tormented 

robt.  burns. 


per- 


No.  IX. 


TO  M0N8.  JAlfES  SMITH,  Mauchlimx. 
Monday  Morning^  Mougid,  1786. 

MT  DSAE  8IK, 

I  WENT  to  Dr.  Donglat  yesterday  fully  re- 
eolred  to  take  the  opportunity  of  Capt.  Smith ; 
but  I  found  the  Doctor  with  a  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
White,  both  Jamaicans,  and  they  have  deranged 
my  plans  altogether.  They  assure  him  that  to 
•end  me  from  Savannah  la  Mar  to  Port  Antonio 
will  cost  my  master,  Charles  Douglas,  upwards 
of  fiffy  pounds ;  besides  running  the  risk  of 
throwing  myself  into  a  pleuritic  fever  in  conse- 
quence of  hurd  travelling  in  the  sun.  On  these 
aeoounts,  he  refuses  sending  me  with  Smith,  but 
a  vesael  sails  from  Greenock  the  6nt  of  Sept. 
right  for  the  place  of  my  destination.  The  Cap- 
tain of  her  is  an  intimate  of  Mr.  Gavin  Hamil- 
ton's, and  as  good  a  fellow  as  heart  could  wish : 
with  him  1  am  destined  to  go.  Where  I  shall 
shelter,  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to  weather  the 
storm.  Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of  mine  that 
fears  them  !  I  know  their  worst,  and  am  pre- 
pared to  meet 


I'll  laugh,  an*  sing,  an*  shake  my  leg, 

As  lang's  1  dow. 

On  Thursday  morning,  if  you  can  muster  as 
nnch  self-denial  as  to  be  out  of  bed  about  seven 
o*ek)ck«  I  shall  see  you  as  I  ride  through  to 
Comnoek.  After  all.  Heaven  bless  the  sex ! 
I   fed  there  is  still  happiness  for  me  among 


O  WMnan,  lovely  woman  !  Heaven  designed  you 
To  temper  nun !  we  had  been  brutes  without 
yon! 


No.  X. 


TO  MR.  DAVID  BRICE. 

DBAJi  BRicx,  Mougielf  June  19,  1786. 

I  ECCXivED  your  message  by  G.  Pateraon, 
•Old  as  I  am  not  very  throng  at  present,  I  just 
write  to  let  you  know  that  there  u such  a  worth- 
less, rhyming  reprobate,  as  your  humble  servant, 
still  in  the  land  of  the  living,  though  I  con 
scarcely  my,  in  the  place  of  hope.     1  have  no 


news  to  tell  you  that  will  ^ve  me  any  pleasure 
to  mention  or  yon  to  hear. 


And  now  for  a  grand  cure ;  the  ship  is  on  her 
way  home  that  is  to  take  me  out  to  Jamaica ; 
and  then,  farewell  dear  old  Scotland,  and  fare- 
well dear  ungrateful  Jean,  fur  never,  ^never  will 
I  see  you  more. 

You  will  have  heard  that  I  am  going  to  com- 
mence Poet  in  print ;  and  to-morrow  my  works 
go  to  the  press.  I  expect  it  will  be  a  volume  of 
about  two  hundred  pages — it  is  just  the  last  fooM> 
ish  action  I  intend  to  do ;  and  then  turn  a  wise 
man  ufast  a*  pouibU. 

Believe  me  to  be, 

Dear  Beice, 
Your  friend  and  well-wisher. 


No.  XL 


TO  MR.  AIKEN 

(the  oentlxmam  to  whom  the  cottee'i 
8atuedat  niobt  is  addee8sed.) 

8IE,  Ayrihirey  1786. 

I  WAS  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  t'other  day, 
and  settled  all  our  by -gone  matters  between  us. 
After  1  had  paid  him  all  demands,  I  made  him 
the  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on  the  hatard  of 
being  paid  out  of  ^^ie  first  and  readiest,  which 
he  declines.  By  his  account,  the  paper  of  a 
thousand  copies  would  ccMt  about  twenty-seven 
pounds,  and  the  printing  about  fifteen  or  aix- 
teen  :  he  offers  to  agree  to  this  for  the  pnntug, 
if  I  will  advance  for  the  paper  ;  but  this  you 
know,  is  out  of  my  power ;  so  farewell  hopes 
of  a  second  edition  till  I  grow  richer  !-— an 
epocha  which,  I  think,  will  arrive  at  the  pay- 
ment of  the  British  national  debt. 

There  is  scarcely  aiiy  thing  hurts  me  so  much 
in  being  disappointed  of  my  second  edition,  as 
not  having  it  in  my  power  to  show  my  grati- 
tude to  Mr.  Balluntyne,  by  publishing  my  poem 
of  The  Brigs  of  Ayr.  I  would  detest  myself 
as  a  wretch,  if  I  thought  I  were  capable,  in  a 
very  long  life,  of  forgetting  the  honest,  warm, 
and  tender  delicacy  with  which  he  enters  into 
my  interests.  I  am  sometimes  pleased  with  my- 
self in  my  grateful  sensations  ;  but  I  believe,  on 
the  whole,  I  have  very  little  merit  in  it,  as  my 
gratitude  is  not  a  virtue,  the  consequence  of  re- 
flection, but  shecrly  the  instinctive  emotion  of  a 
heart  too  inattentive  to  allow  worldly  maxima 
and  views  to  settle  into  selfish  habits. 

I  have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotation! 
and  movements  within,  re<pecting  the  excise. 
There  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against  it ; 
the  uncertainty  of  getting  toon  into  business,  the 
consequences  of  my  follies,  which  may  perhaps 
make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home ; 
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ftbd  bcfeidct,  1  hare  for  i 


TJtab  like  ■ 


vhich  B 


r  bllto 


If  bj  ibe  cdli  of  •oriii*  ar  the 
He*  of  ibe  muK.  Em  in  the  hour  of 
pairthi  my  guety  ii  the  nadpew  of  aq  inl 
trd  cf  imini]  uoder  the  hinde  of  the  eiecu 
All  tbeie  reooni  urgv  me  to  ^  HLnvd  ; 
ill  iheM  rtuou  I  hin  soly  one  inivt 
hrlini^  of  •  ftlher.     Tbu.  in  (he  pn*tnt 


mijr  perhipi  thlok  it  to  eiiri«*);in 
bill  it  i>  1  Kolimcnt  which  iliike.  bo.D 
»My  »ul :  ihouKb  npticd,  io  n>iD 
of  out  iturreni  belief,  yet,  I  think,  I  hiv 
Tidence  lor  the  rtdiiy  of  a  life  W]'an 
ted  bourne  of  our  prcKat  eiialcnce  ;  , 
I,  ihep  how  abvuld  1,  in  the  pneence  of  thj 


tnmrndoni  B^inj 


\uthor 


Je  npnuchei  of  thnie  wbo  elud 
ID  me  in  the  deir  relitioii  of  chitdirn.  irhoin  I 
denfted  in  the  imiling  innocency  of  htlpli 
GiDcy?  O,  tboa  grtU  unknown  Power! 
Almighty  God  !  she  hul  lighted  up  reu 
my  hnut.  ind  blMHd  iiw  with  imniortillly  !  I 
hiTe  frequently  wudEred  from  that  order  and 
reguluity  BKeiury  for  Ihr  pcrfectioo  of  Ihy 
worlu.  jet  thou  hut  urrcr  left  me  nor  iorukei 


Sine*  I  wrote  the  Utngmi^  (beet,  I  hivi 
■eeo  tomething  of  the  itorm  of  oiUchief  thick- 
aut^OTer  my fblly'deiroled heuL  Shogldyou, 
my  frieiMit,  my  benefactom,  be  t^ocrm'  ' 
your  ipplicuiou  fur  me,  perhipa  it  may  .  __ 
in  my  power  la  (hat  way  to  reap  tba  fniil  of 
your  frwndly  effiuta.  What  1  have  wriltea  in 
the  prtccding  pagea  ia  the  leltled  tenor  of  n 
procat  molution ;  but  ihould  inimical  ei 
cumiuncea  forbid  me  cloaiug   with  j-oor  kii 


To  teO  the  Inilb,  1  hare 
thia  Uat  complaint,  *•  tht  w 
haa  been  kind  to  me,  fully  u| 
I  waa,  tiT  aooM  tJOM  put,  fiut  getting 
pining  diatniatful  Hiafl  at  the  miaaoibi 
•aw  mywir  alone,  unSc  fiw  the  itrujiglt  of  liF^, 
ahiiDking  at  erety  riaing  dond  i 
direetad  atmoiphere  of  fcrtnne, 
fenceleea,  I  looked  about  in  vaii 
ItDerer  occurred  tome,  at  leait  nerer  with  the 
bree  il  deaerred,  that  thii  wurld  ia 
•cia^  and  nua  a  creatnrt  dndnad  lot  t  fn- 


ly  iijlhi  dF  tiuy  htr,  1  wan  "  Maid- 
ing iillr  ill  Ihc  inokel  phi-e,"  or  only  Ut  lb 
ehiM  iif  ihe  lutleiey  from  Ouwer  to  iLvct,  M 


..  DITNLOP,  OP  DDNLOP. 
Aynhirt,  I7M 


mipari 


>Ur  Di 


pHtic  ibiiitira.     I  un   fully  pi 
there  11  not  any  claa  of  Dumkind   eo  fcttisf'y 
alive  Io  the  tilitlaliona  of  applanw  h  tbr  ■» 

ihe  heart  of  the  poor  bard  danoet  with  Tvptor^ 
n-heo  IhoK  wkoK  charteicr  in  life  giia  AcM 
a  ni;hl  to  be  polite  jud^,  bOBonr  hia  irilb 
their  eppiDbition.      f fad  yoa  boM  tbonBUy 


lorhed    i 


i-chonl   a 


■wcelly  than  by  noticing  tr 

hrate  your  illuitrioui  anecalor,  tba  i^amamr  if 

All  Counlrf. 

I      "  Greil,  patriot  ben!  iU-rrquilnd  (UiC' 

whirh  I  petuirJ  with  pleaaurt,  waa  ni  Lifi 
0/  HttHHihal .-  Ihe  »il  waa    Hit  Biavrf  V 

lier  yeaia  I  had  icw  other  auihon;  aad  many  a 
Kililaif  hLiur  have  I  Hole  out,  afkrr  the  laborv 
ou>  ruuiiuoi  of  ihr  day.  Io  *hfd  a  liar  mar 
their  gloTiDua  but  ualorluBali  •torinh  In  ihaa 
ba)'iab   dnyi  I   rcBiflnber   in    pattienUi    beiif 
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■track  with  that  part  of  Wallace's  %tmrj  when 
tbeae  lines  occur — 

"  Syne  to  the  Lcglen  wood,  when  it  was  latCi 
To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat." 

I  cho^e  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day 
my  line  of  life  allowed,  and  walked  half  a  dourn 
of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  wood, 
with  as  much  devout  enthusiasm  as  ever  pil- 
grim did  to  Loretto ;  and,  as  I  explored  every 
dea  and  ddJ  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic 
countryman  to  have  lodged,  I  recollect  (for 
even  then  I  was  a  rhymer ),  that  my  heart  glow- 
ed with  a  wish  to  be  able  to  make  a  song  on 
him  in  some  measuiv  equal  to  his  merits. 


No.  XIII. 
TO  MRS.  STEWART,  OF  STAIR. 

MADAM,  1786. 

The  hurry  of  my  preparations  fur  going  a- 
hraid  has  hindered  me  from  performing  my  pro- 
mise so  iK>on  as  I  intended.  I  have  here  sent  you 
a  pared  of  s<ings,  kc  which  never  made  their 
appearance,  except  to  a  friend  or  two  at  most. 
Perhaps  some  of  them  may  be  no  great  enter- 
tainment to  ynu  :  bot  of  that  I  am  far  from  be- 
ing an  adequate  judge.  The  song  to  the  tune 
of  Ettrick  Bankt,  you  will  easily  see  the  impro- 
priety of  ex]H)siux  much  even  in  manuscript. 
I  think,  myscll,  .t  Uos  some  merit,  both  as  a  to- 
krable  descriptioa  of  one  of  Nature's  sweetest 
scenes,  a  July  evening,  and  one  of  the  finest 
pieces  of  Nature's  workmanship,  the  finest  in- 
deed we  know  any  thing  o(  an  amiable,  beauti- 
fol  young  woman  ;•  but  I  have  no  common 
friend  to  procure  me  that  permission,  without 
which  1  would  not  dare  to  spread  the  copy. 

I  am  quite  aware,  Madam,  what  task  the 
worlil  would  assign  me  in  chis  .etter.  The  jb- 
scure  bard,  when  any  of  the  great  condescend 
to  take  notice  of  him,  should  heap  the  altar  with 
the  incertse  of  flattery.  Their  high  ancestry, 
their  own  great  and  godlike  qualities  and  actions, 
should  be  recounted  with  the  most  exaggerated 
dcM'ription.  This,  Madam,  is  a  task  for  which 
I  am  altogether  unfit  Besides  a  certain  dis- 
qti-difyiag  pride  of  heart,  I  know  nothing  of 
your  connections  in  life,  and  have  no  access  to 
where  your  real  character  is  to  be  found— the 
company  of  your  compeers :  and  more,  I  am  a- 
fraid  that  even  the  most  refined  adulation  is  by 
DO  means  the  road  to  your  good  opinion. 

One  fixture  of  your  character  I  shall  ever 
with  grateful  pleasure  remember — the  reception 
I  got,  when  I  had  the  honimr  of  waiting  on  you 
at  Stair.  I  am  Kttle  acquainted  with  pgfilMiess  ; 
but  I  know  a  good  deal  of  benevolence  of  tern  • 
per  and  goodness  of  heart.  Surely,  did  those  in 
exalted  stations  know  how  happy  they  could 

of  their  inferiors  by  conde- 


scension and  affibility,  they  would  never  stand 
so  high,  measuring  out  with  every  look  the 
height  of  their  elevation,  but  coodesoeiid  as 
sweetly  as  did  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair.* 


•MksA- 


So.  XIV. 
DR.  BLACKLOCK 


TO 


THE  REVEREND  Bflt  O.  LOWRIE. 

aaVFREND  AMD  DXAE  Sift, 

I  OUGHT  to  have  acknowledged  your  fisvonx 
long  ago,  not  only  as  a  testimony  of  your  kind 
rem(*nihrance,  hut  as  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  of 
sharing  one  of  the  finest,  and,  perhaps,  one  of  the 
m<)St  genuine  entertainments,  of  which  the  hwnan 
mind  i<»  Ku><i*eptible.  A  number  of  avocations  re- 
tarded my  progress  in  reading  the  poems ;  at  last^ 
h'lu-evci-,  I  have  finished  that  pleasing  peruaaU 
Many  instances  have  1  seen  of  Nature's  force  and 
beneficence  exerted  under  numerous  and  formid- 
able disadvantages  ;  but  none  equal  to  that  with 
which  you  have  been  kind  enough  to  present  me. 
There  is  a  pathos  and  delicacy  in  his  serious 
|X)ems,  a  vein  of  wit  and  humour  in  those  of  a 
more  feitive  turn,  which  cannot  be  too  much 
admired,  nur  too  warmly  approved  ;  and  I  think 
I  shall  never  open  the  book  without  feeling  my 
astooi»hment  renewed  and  increa.«ed.  It  was  my 
wi^h  to  have  expressed  my  approbation  in  verse; 
but  whether  frum  declining  life,  or  a  temporary 
depresnion  of  spirits,  it  is  at  present  out  of  my 
|)ower  to  accomplish  that  agreeable  intention. 

Mr.  Stewart,  Professor  of  Morals  in  this  Uoi 
versity,  had  formerly  read  me  three  of  the  poems, 
and  I  had  desired  him  to  get  my  name  inserted 
among  the  subscribers;  but  whether  this  was 
done,  or  not,  I  never  could  learn.  I  have  little 
intercourse  with  Dr.  Blair,  but  will  take  care 
to  have  the  poems  communicated  to  him  by  the 
intervention  of  some  mutual  friend.  It  has  been 
told  me  by  a  gentleman,  to  whom  I  showed  the 
performances,  and  who  sought  a  copy  with  dili- 
gence and  ardour,  that  the  whole  impression  is 
already  exhausted.  It  were,  therefore,  much  to 
be  wished,  for  the  sake  of  the  young  man,  that 
a  second  edition,  more  numerous  than  the  former, 
could  immediately  be  printed  ;  as  it  appears  cer- 
tain that  its  intrinsic  merit,  and  the  exertion  of 
the  author's  friends,  might  give  it  a  more  uni- 
versal circulation  than  any  thing  of  the  kind 
which  has  been  published  within  my  memory. f 


•  Ths  long  enclosed  is  that  gifcn  in  the  Life  of  our 
Poet:  beginning, 

'Twss  e'en— the  dewy  fields  were  grsen,  ice, 

f  T'.ie  reader  will  perceive  that  this  Is  the  letter 
which  produced  the  determination  of  our  Bard  to  giv« 
up  his  scheme  of  going  to  the  Weat  Indies,  snd  to  try 
the  fate  of  a  new  edition  of  hit  poems  in  Edinburgh. 
A  'Hipy  of  this  letter  was  sent  by  Mr.  Lowrle  to  Mr.  G. 
Hs.nilton,  and  by  him  commuuieated  to  Bums,  smoog 
•rluue  papers  it  was  fuuud. 
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No.  XV. 

FROM  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFORD. 

SIK,  Edinburgh,  ith  December,  1786. 

I  RECEIVED  your  letter  a  few  days  ago.  I  do 
not  pretend  to  much  interest,  but  what  I  have 
I  shall  be  ready  to  exert  in  procuring  the  attain- 
ment of  any  object  you  have  in  view.  Your 
character  as  a  man  (forgive  my  reversing  your 
order),  as  well  as  a  poet,  entitle  you,  I  think,  to 
the  assistance  of  every  inhabitant  of  Ayrshire. 
I  have  been  told  you  wished  to  be  made  a  gan- 
ger ;  I  submit  it  to  your  consideration,  whether 
it  would  not  be  more  desirable,  if  a  sum  could 
be  raited  by  subscription,  for  a  second  edition  of 
your  poems,  to  lay  it  out  in  the  stocking  of  a 
•nail  fisrro.  I  am  persuaded  it  would  be  a  line 
of  lifip,  much  more  agreeable  to  your  feelings,  and 
in  the  end  more  satisfactory.  When  you  have 
considerBd  this,  kt  me  know,  and  whatever  you 
determine  upon,  I  will  endeavour  to  promote  as 
fiu-  as  my  abilities  will  permit.  With  compli 
ments  to  my  friend  the  doctor,  I  am. 

Your  friend  and  well-wisher, 
JOHN  WHITEFORD. 

P.  8. — I  shall  take  it  as  a  fiivour  when  you 
M  any  time  aend  me  a  new  production. 


No.  XVL 


FROM  THE  REV.  MR  G.  LOWRIE. 

DBAE  SIR,  22d  December,  1786. 

i  LAST  week  received  a  letter  from  Dr.  Black- 
lock,  in  which  he  expresses  a  desire  of  seeing 
yon.  I  write  this  to  you,  that  you  may  lose  no 
time  in  waiting  upon  him,  ahould  you  not  yet 
have  seen  him. 


I  rejoice  to  hear,  from  afl  corners,  of  jrour 
rising  fame,  and  I  wish  and  expect  it  may  tower 
still  higher  by  the  new  publication.  But,  as  a 
friend,  1  warn  you  to  prepare  to  meet  with  your 
•bare  of  detraction  and  envy^-a  train  that  al- 
ways accompany  great  men.  For  your  comfort, 
I  am  in  great  hopes  that  the  number  of  your 
friends  and  admirers  will  increase,  and  that  you 
have  some  chance  of  ministerial,  or  even  •  •  •  • 
patronage.  Now,  my  friend,  such  rapid  success 
is  very  uncommon  :  and  do  you  think  yountelf 
in  no  danger  of  suflEering  by  applause  and  a  full 
purse  ?  Remember  Solomon's  advice,  which  he 
•poke  from  experience,  **  stronger  is  he  that  con- 
quers,*' &c  Keep  fast  hold  of  your  rural  sim- 
plicity and  purity,  like  Telemachui,  by  Mentor's 
aid,  in  Calypso's  isle,  or  even  in  that  of  Cyprus. 
I  hope  pou  have  ?*«>  ]^linervR  with  you.  1 
need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  modest  diffidence 
«Dd  invincible  temperaoce  Adorn  the  nuNt  shin- 


ini;  talents,  and  elevate  the  mind,  and  cuh  tmi 
refine  the  iin  4^iut>un  even  of  a 

I  hope  yuu  will  nut  imagine  I 
suiipicion  or  evil  report.  I  assure  yon  I  spesk 
from  love  and  good  report,  and  g«>od  opinion, 
and  a  strong  desire  to  see  you  shine  as  much  in 
the  sunshine  as  you  have  done  in  the  shade,  and 
in  the  practice  as  you  do  in  the  tbenry  of  virtoe. 
This  is  my  prayer,  in  return  for  yonr  elcgaat 
composition  in  verse.  All  here  join  in  compli- 
ments,  and  good  wiahea  for  yoar  fiirther  pr«»- 
perity. 


No.  XVIL 


TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON, 


MAUCHLIKX. 

Edimbwyh,  Dee.  7,  17B& 

HOKOURBO  SIR, 

I  HAVE  paid  every  attention  to  your 
mands,  but  can  only  say  what  perhaps  yon  wil 
have  heard  before  this  rearh  you,  that  Mair- 
kirklands  were  bought  by  a  John  Gordon,  W.  S, 
but  fur  whom  I  know  not ;  MauchUoda,  HangN 
Miln,  &C.  by  a  Frederick  Fotberingham,  m^ 
posed  to  he  for  Rallochmyle  Laird,  and  Adai>> 
hill  and  Shawood  were  bought  for  Oswald's 
fjiks. — This  is  so  imperCect  an  account,  and  wiD 
be  so  late  ere  it  reach  you,  that  were  it  uol  t» 
discharge  my  conscience  I  would  not  tronUs 
you  with  it ;  but  after  all  my  diligence  1  coiJ'l 
make  it  no  sooner  nor  better. 

For  my  own  affairs  I  am  in  a  fair  way  of  be- 
coming as  eminent  m»  Thuma*  a  fCempis  or  Joha 
Buoy  an  ;  and  you  may  expect  henceforth  to  see 
my  birth-day  inserted  among  the  wooderfiki 
events,  in  the  p(X>r  Robin's  and  Alierdccn  AU 
manacks,  along  with  the  Black  Monday,  and  tkt 
battle  of  Both  well  Bridge.— My  lord  Olencaira 
and  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  Bfr.  H.  Erskine,  luv« 
taken  me  under  their  wing  ;  and  by  aU  profan* 
bility  I  shall  soon  be  the  tenth  worthy,  and  the 
eighth  wise  man  of  the  world.  Throngh  ay 
lord's  influence  it  is  inserted  in  the  rrcorissif 
the  CaledonLin  hunt,  that  they  univnraally,  cm 
and  all,  subscribe  fur  the  second  edition. — iij 
sub«:ription  bills  come  out  to-morrow,  and  yon 
shall  have  some  of  them  next  post.— I  haw  md 
in  Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield,  what  Snlumen 
emphatically  calla,  '*  A  friend  that  stickcth 
closer  than  a  brother."  ^The  wnrmth  with 
which  he  interests  himself  in  my  affiurs  is  of  tht 
same  e^usiastic  kind  which  you,  Mr.  Aike% 
and  t/Km  patropa  that  took  notice  oi  ny  ear- 
lier |B>c  days,  ahawcd  for  tka  poor  nnlncky 
devil  of  a  poeL 

I  always  remembtr  Mn.  HaaOlon  and  Mm 
Kennedy  in  my  poetic  praytrs,  but  jinn  bock  ■ 
proae  and  vent. 
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Maj  eanld  ne^er  caich  you  but  *  a  hap^ 
Nor  hunger  bat  in  plenty's  Up  1 


No.  XVIIL 
TO  DR.  M'KENZIE,  Madchlikk. 

(xVCLOSIirO  HIM  THE  KXTEMrORI  VER8SS  OM 
BINIMO  WITH  LORD  DACR.) 

DEAR  SIR,  Wednesday  Momimg, 

I  NEVER  speut  an  afternoon  among  great 
folks  with  half  that  pleasure  as  when,  in  com- 
pany with  you,  I  had  the  honour  of  paying  my 
deroiis  to  that  plain,  honest,  worthy  man,  the 
professor.-f*  I  would  be  delighted  to  see  him 
perform  acts  of  kindness  and  friendship,  though 
I  were  not  the  object ;  he  does  it  with  such  a 
grace.  I  think  his  character,  divided  into  ten 
parts,  stands  thus— four  parts  Socrates  four 
parts  Nathaniel — and  two  pcu-ts  Shakespeare's 
Brutus. 

The  foregoing  verses  were  really  extempore, 
but  a  little  conected  since.  They  may  enter- 
tain ]roa  a  little  with  the  help  of  that  partiality 
with  which  you  are  so  good  as  &vour  the  per- 
of 
Dear  Sir, 

Your  very  humble  Servant. 


No.  XIX. 


TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Esq.  Banker, 

Ayr. 

Edinburgh^  13M  Dec,  1786. 

MT  HONOURED  PRIEKD, 

I  WOULD  not  write  you  till  I  could  have  it 
in  tny  power  to  give  you  some  account  of  my- 
self and  my  matters,  which  by  the  bye  is  often 
DO  easy  task. — I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday  was 
•e*onight,  and  have  su0ered  ever  since  I  came 
to  town  with  a  mit«rable  head-ache  and 
stomach  complaint,  but  am  now  a  good  deal 
better.— I  have  found  a  worthy  warm  friend  in 
Bfr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orangetield,  who  introduced 
me  to  Lord  Glencaim,  a  man  whose  worth  and 
brotherly  kindness  to  me,  1  shall  remember 
when  time  shall  be  no  more. — By  his  interest  it 
is  paswd  in  the  Caledonian  hunt,  and  entered 
IB  xYmt  books,  that  tliey  are  to  take  each  a 
copy  ui  the  second  edition,  for  which  they  are 
to  pay  one  guinea.— >I  have  been  introduced  to 
a  giMMl  many  of  the  AM/etse,  but  my  avowed 
patraoa  and  patrooesees  are,   the   Duchess  o^ 


Gordon — The  Countess  of  Gleneairo,  with  my 
Lord,  and  Lady  Betty*— The  Dean  of  Fsculty 
—-Sir  John  Whitefuord. — I  have  likewise  warm 
friende  among  the  literati ;  Professors  Stewart, 
Blair,  and  Mr.  M'Kenzie— the  Man  of  Feeling. 
— An  unknown  hand  left  ten  guineas  for  the 
Ayrshire  bard  with  Mr.  Sibbald,  which  I  got. 
—I  since  have  discovered  my  generous  unknowro 
friend  to  be  Patrick  Miller,  Esq.  brother  to  the 
Justice  Clerk ;  and  drank  a  glass  of  claret  with 
him  by  iuvitition  at  his  own  houtie  yesternight. 
I  am  nearly  agreed  with  Creech  to  print  my 
book,  and  I  suppose  I  will  begin  on  Monday.  I 
will  send  a  subscription  bill  or  two,  next  post ; 
when  I  intend  writing  my  first  kind  pation, 
Mr.  Aiken.  I  saw  liis  son  to-day  and  he  it 
very  well. 

Dugald  Stewart,  and  some  of  my  learned 
friends,  put  me  in  the  periodical  paper  called 
the  Luunger,f  a  copy  of  which  I  here  endoit 
you — I  was.  Sir,  when  I  was  first  honoured  with 
your  notice,  too  obscure  ;  now  I  tremble  Icrt  I 
should  be  ruined  by  being  dragged  too  suddenly 
into  the  glare  of  polite  and  learned  observation. 

I  shall  certainly,  my  ever  honoured  patron, 
write  you  an  account  of  my  every  step ;  and 
better  health  and  more  spirits  may  enable  mt  to 
make  it  something  better  than  this  stupid  mat- 
ter of  fact  epistle. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 
Good  Sir, 
Your  ever  grateful  humble  Servant 

If  any  of  my  friends  write  me,  my  direction 
is,  care  of  Mr.  Creech,  bookseber. 


•  •'  Botf  b  fluently  used  for  ••  wittioutf*  f  •. 
t  PrateorDugakl StcwMt 


No.  XX.  t 

TO  MR.  WILLLVM  CHALM^SlS, 
Writer,  Atr. 

Edinburgh,  Dec,  27,  1786. 

MT  DEAR  FRIEND, 

I  CONFESS  I  have  sinned  the  sin  for  which 
there  is  hardly  any  forgiveness— ingratitude  to 
friendship— in  not  writing  you  sooner  ;  but  of 
all  men  living,  1  had  intended  to  send  you  an 
entertaining  letter;  and  by  all  the  plodding, 
stupid  powers,  that  in  nodding,  conceited  ma- 
jesty, preside  over  the  dull  routine  of  business 
A  heavily-solemn  oath  this ! — I  am,  and  have 
lieen,  ever  since  I  came  to  Edinbuigh,  as  unfit 
to  write  a  letter  of  humour,  as  to  write  a  oam- 
mentary  on  the  Revelation  of  St.  John  the  Di- 
vine, who  was  banished  to  the  Isle  of  Patmoa, 
by  the  cruel  and  bloody  Domitian,  son  to  Vi^ 
pasian  and  brother  to  Titus,  both  emperors  of 
Rome,  and  who  waa  hiaaelf  an  emperac^  and 


•  Lady  Betty  Cunulnaham. 
f  Hie  paper  hers  alluded  to,  was  .. 
M*KadDiie,  tbeeeletiratad  author  of  the 

I  Tbiilttlvlinow 


Mnof 


brlfr. 
fTM- 
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ition,  I  fbrgtt 


which,  tgiiatt  the  Cbrbi 
iBg  lEie  wd  ApoMte  John,  broElwr  to  Ib«  Apcwtle 
JudM,  coninaiil)'  eilltd  Jun»  tht  greater,  to 
diniDguiih  him  from  lootlier  Jtmo,  irho  xra. 


«WroQ  of  bo 

ing  oil.  from 

■'hi 

h  he  TO  mi- 

nujulonilj  pi» 

<crvfd,  he  Inn 

•hHlhep 

o  1  dwrl  i>l( 

the  A 

chipe- 

l,«Q,wh«Tb< 

«■„  gifW  «.i. 

hth 

•ight, 

wd   uw  u 

niny  wild  hru 

I  hi 

•inMlciIm 

0  Edinbwgh  ; 

whi 

h,  -. 

•toiy 

flliog. 

bring!  mt  luc 

l>  lo  where  1  « 

To  m.k.  y 

u  nmc  aoKiid 

»h,t,  before 

yoD  Rich  thi 

p.t.iSr.ph.  yn 

Ihavr 

■ufibr. 

ed;  ItudoK 

yoD  two  pom. 

edtod 

q,a>i  ■io«  I  put  Glenbuck. 

Om  bluk 

Id  the  addre> 

Edinb 

urgh— 

"FkifB , 

-UhfivenlyA 

»E 

umel, 

daogb. 

t<r  to  Lord  Monboddo,  at  <r 

boee 

hwH 

lb... 

lud  Iht  bonou 

t  to  be  m»n  ibin  a 

Tbmhu 

ot  bnn  iny  th 

ngn 

e«lyl 

hh«, 

goadono,  the  Great  Creator  hai  foraied,  noc 
Miltoo'i  Eve  oo  the  Gut  day  ot  her  eiiiteoce. 

chant.  Bridge' Sireel. 
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No.  XXI. 
TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Esq. 

EdinbHrg),,  Jan.  I*,  1787, 


myKlf  that  I 
Gaff'i  llule, 

iiiiithitriiToiii 


III 


.till  ■•  dark  u 


ie  .ymptnin  of  grace,  thut  when 
I  in  the  cue  of  thi.  letter,  telti 
Kimethlng  undone  thit  I  ought 
Dilly  till  !  do  il. 


hnrily.  Hy  generoui  f^ieod.  Mr.  Patrick  Mll- 
kr,  hia  been  Islking  with  me  about  a  leue  ol 

ton,  whirh  \r  hu  lately  bought  near  Duinfrin. 
Some  lile-rrntcd  tmbiitcTing  rrcollnlion.  nh le- 
per me  ihil  I  will  be  b*|i|iiFr  any  where  Ihtu 
ID  my  old  nfighbaurhint.  but  Mr.  Miller  ii  no 
judge  oTlaEvI ;  and  though  1  dire  uy  he  nimij. 


aaygiin 


n  idvautageoQi  bai^n, 


Wonhipful-Onnd  Alutcr  C 
and  all  the  Gnod-Lodge  of  Scotland  Tinted.— 
The  mcctii^  <ru  numeroue  and  elegant ;  til  iba 
different  Lodse.  aboot  town  were  prewnt,  is  all 
ibelr  p<imp.      The  Grind  Mutrr,  who  pmided 

geDlkmnn  lod  MaMn,  ainonf;  othrr  geneni 
tooif  gave  "  Culednnia,  and  Cjirilania'i  Bud, 

Brother  19 ."  nhich  rting  ihcoogh  the  whok 

BKembly  with  innlti|>lied  hnnnun  and  rt|iBted 

would  happen,  1  waftflowDrighl  thunder-timek, 

turn  in  my  power.  Juft  aa  ]  bad  finiehed,  .ove 
of  the  grand  oflieen  Hid,  en  loud  thai  I  coaU 
hear,  with  (  oicM  eonitirting  •ccent,  "  Voy 
well  indeed  !"  which  nime  Hmetbing  to  rigble 


No.  XXIL 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  EGLINTON. 
MT  LOiu,  EditAuryk,  Jam.  I78T. 

phy,'ln"'    "'""■ 


I  of  the  1 


r  all  thoH  BBliol 


I  in  the  breut  of  a  Scotchman.  Then  it 
!ly  «.y  thing  to  whieh  I  am  «  Miagly 
u  the  honour  and  welfiirt  iif  my  coaatry ; 
la  a  poet,  1  havenu  higher  enjt>yntefittbitt 
If  h^  Mine  and  daugl.len.  Fate  bad  <■> 
^tion  in  the  verie-I  .bule.  of  lit^  i  bat  ■•■ 
id  a  heart  pant  mm  anlenily  Ibaa  wim, 
-  ■  '  '  -  -"lough,  till  Tery  litriy,  I 
I  (ide  fir  a  ray  nl  light. 


lified  with  the  rounteoanre  and  approliatiDa  tl 

Mr.  Waucbope  called  on  me  yritenlay,  on  At 

Krt  of  your  lordihip.  Your  iiinsi&k-Fsec.  ay 
■d,  certainly  dr^rm  niy  vert  grurful  ac- 
koowlcd^nienta  i  but  your  patrnnigti*  a  biM^ 
ty  pecuiiirly  "uited  to  my  feelings  ]  aa  not 
matter  enough  of  the  etiquette  of  Ufa  to  ktaw 
whether  Iben  be  ddI  tamr  impropriety  ia 
ttonbUng  ynor  lordihip  with  my  tkcnk.;  kkl 


gntitnde,  1  hope,  I  am  incapable  oi 
ceufj  MTrility,  I  tnnt,  I  ah*ll  c 
m^  boaM  piidt  it  Is  dNart. 


No.  XZIIL 
rO  MRS.  DKNLOP. 


COBREiJPONDHNCE. 
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ul  though 

eir 
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DwEmbi 
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rt  I  dould 
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Kl  ibout  it.     I  knoo  bb  fime 

od 
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trr. 

tnrl  I  am  one  of  •'  the  wd<  of 

ttle 

To 

write  him  >  mere  d» 

>f. 

r,  lit. 

eirhiot'i  nriter,  HODid  be  diiera 

thelir 

tic 

luthor 

of  Tlu  Viim  of  Sociilf 

and  Wan 

>  ltl<<' 

ott 

nitiuieut— 1  declare 

•erjr  «rtery  i 

n.  «.!. 

he  thought.      [  fhill 

rr.howev 

r,  t 

faim 

i.    Hbk 

od 

ntetpo- 

dtioD  in  u,j  bctuUf  I  hiv 

•treodye 

iperiewid 

Eentlrniu.  «.it«l  on 

me  tit  other 

•y.  Po 

At 

part  of  Lord  Eglmton 

with  tea 

V 

netthy 

The  word  you  cfajecl  to  in  the  mention  1 


athen  of  the  nime.  ^K 
F7n«i,  king  tga,  I  hjd  =n, 
ofKyle,  ofwhiidi  the  kIiII 
put,  B  it  origliully  >t<>»l 


lOrroired  froni 
■  own  judgmi 


M,;l, 


■it*  of  the   Sariaar  i>f  hi,    ».•>( 

You  are  afr^  I  ihoU  giow  inio 
ny  protperily  aa  a  poel.  ALt! 
kaow  myieif  and  thr  world  too  irri 
mein  any  lire  nf  aflected  modetry 


the  atudy  of  men  of  the  fint  i 
aided  with  alt  the  powera  of  |i 
piilite  boobs  and   polite  eompanv 


held— 


ityandi 


^n  1  tell  you  1  trcml. 
The  Doitlty  of  a  poet  i 
without  any    of  thoae 

BE  ihi*  time  of  dav,  hai 


rained  a  |i  irtial  tide  of 
>  bnmr.-  me  to  a  height 
.  feelingly  certain,  my 

e,  pcchapi,  ■■  hr  below 


1 1  i  )>tLon  ii  a  trifle.      Hu  a  paltry  iuhacriptioa- 

d  H'ith  the  pitronage  of  the  deKfodaot  of  the 
nmortal  Wallace? 


No.  XXiV. 
TO  DR.  MOORE. 


1787. 
to  lend  m 


Ma-t  DuHLor  hii  been  lo  kinc 
eitnen  of  letter*  <he  haa  hnd  from  ynn,  when 

him  and  hii  work*.     ThoK  who  haie  Ml  the 

know  what  pteaauic  il  givri  to  be  noticed  in  lueb 
■  manner  by  judgea  of  the  Gnt  characleT.  Your 
rriticiima,  Sat,  I  receive  with  rewrenc*  :  naly, 
I  am  aorry  they  moitiy  dame  too  late ;  a  Jicceiat 
pa*»ge  or  two,  that  I  wonld  certainly  hate  al- 

The  hope  to  be  idniireil  for  a^^n  i>,  in  by  far 

of  repute,  an  unnibslantial  dream.  For  my  part, 
my  £rtt  auilJlliDn  wan,  and  tlJt  my  atroi^rat 
with  ia,  In  pleaae  my  rompeen,  tiie  ruatir  in* 
iJet,  while  erur  changing  lan- 


guage ■ 


underxood.     I  a 
ihiit  t  have  aoine  pncti 
ifatiy  writers  cither  r 
n.,.U.ly  .c.,u-inted  with  th. 
imnng  whom  1  h.iTe  chiefly 


ibilities ;  and  bb  £nr, 
ecla-ei  of' mankind 


I,  which  n 
II  I  koo 


*   '''^  bei^nntnj  lliird  lUn 


'  rharai-ti  r  ha''  by  hx  the  gmteet  rltare  i 
'irnvd  and  polite  notice  1  hare  lately  hod 
n  II  Iiiigu4^  whefL'  Poi<e  and  Chotchi' 
r*i'«d  ibe  Uugb,  and  Sben-tone  and  Qra 
u  the  te.ir — where  Thoinaoii  and  Beattii 
punted  the  laiidBcape,  and  Lyttletoo  an 
.1  ilrwribed  thn  heart.  I  am  not  Tain  e 
I  to  hojie  bir  diatinguiihed  |K-ciic  tiOM 


BURNS'  WORKS. 
Ko.  XXT. 

FROM  DR.  HOORE. 

Oiffiird  SlTMl,Jaa.  2S,  l?G 
t  jdit  rectivHl  ywr  leUat,  bf  vhii 
m  RuoB  to  eDmplua  »S  tty  St 


from  my  kttcn  to  her,  by  much  Iod  fnclf  u 
log  euilml/  wrilttn  for  jniir  pernML     ' 
forgin  her,   hoirever,  in  eo"  "' 

for  lh«  fretdom  I  uh  with  o 


in  gtDRjI.     If  I  nuy  j<u)g«  of  the  autfan 
pontion  from  hii  worlo,  inth  ill  tha  othtr  gooil 
quilitict  of  a  poelf  he  hu  Dot  tht  irritaAit  u 
per  ueribeil  to  thit  rta  of  men  b;  one  of  i)i 
owa  nnmber,  vhorn  joa  hin  the  hippinen 
membla  in  am  end  euiioia  fdicity  of  eipra- 
tUm.     lodnd   the   poetical  boutia^    hoh'i 
origine] 


:gli(  1  from  lude  iflietiaD  lUeU  U^  bni, 
nil  bcaTco-nnglii  d     ~ 


thTbv4. 

lebenelfvi 


No.  XXVL 
TO  DR.  UOOBB. 

i.  IM  FA.  1187. 


attend  oa  tli*  eutb  BetWewd  litt, 
llDaDtaiB-DMr,"  elMritlwil  hjr  ihc 
A  poet  inw  from  h— «,  ilul]  n 
U,  like  that  looelj  flown  the  poet 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


961 


•rribara*  namct,  ao  if  tnj  of  my  Ayr  friends 
have  anbeenption  bills,  they  must  be  sent  in  to 
Creech  directly. — I  am  getting  my  phii  done  by 
sn  eoiinent  ecgrarer  ;  and  if  it  csn  be  ready  in 
time,  I  irill  appear  in  my  book  looking  like  other 
foM»f  to  my  title  page.* 

I  hare  the  honour  to  be, 
Erer  your  grateful,  Ste. 


No.  XXVIII. 

FROM  DR.  MOORE. 
CUffurd  Street,  28M  Ftb,  1787. 

DRAE  SIE, 

YouE  letter  of  the  I5th  gave  me  a  great  deal 
of  pleasure.  It  is  not  surprising  that  you  im- 
prove in  correctness  and  taste,  conitidering  where 
you  hsve  been  for  some  time  post.  And  I  dare 
Bwe«r  there  is  no  danger  of  your  admitting  any 
polish  which  might  weaken  the  vigour  of  your 
native  powers. 

I  am  glad  to  perreive  that  you  disdain  the 
nauseous  affectation  of  decrying  your  own  merit 
as  a  poet — an  ofl^tation  which  is  displayed  with 
most  ostentition  by  tho«  who  have  the  greatest 
share  of  wlf-conceit,  and  which  only  adds  unde- 
ceiving fidwhood  to  disgusting  vanity.  For  you 
to  deny  the  merit  of  your  poems  would  be  ar- 
raigning the  fixed  opinion  of  the  public. 

As  the  new  edition  of  my  View  of  Soeietjf 
is  not  yet  ready,  I  have  sent  you  the  former 
edition,  which,  I  b^  you  will  accept  as  a  small 
mark  of  my  esteem.  It  is  sent  by  nca,  to  the 
care  of  Mr.  Creech  ;  and,  along  with  these  four 
Tolnmes  for  yourself,  I  have  also  sent  my  Medi- 
eai  Sketches,  in  one  volume,  for  my  friend  Mrs. 
Duiilop  of  Diiiiliip  :  this  yuu  will  be  so  obliging 
a«  tu  transmit,  or  if  you  chance  to  pass  boon  by 
Ihinlop,  to  give  to  her. 

I  am  happy  to  hear  thit  your  sub^^'ription  is 
so  ample,  and  shall  rejoice  at  every  piece  of  good 
fortune  that  befdlls  you  :  fur  you  are  a  very 
great  favourite  in  my  family  ;  ani  this  is  a 
higher  compliment  than  perha|>9  yuu  are  aware 
of.  It  includes  almost  all  the  professions,  and 
of  courae  is  a  proof  that  your  writings  are  adapt- 
ed to  variooN  tastes  and  situation!*.  My  young* 
c«t  son  who  is  at  Winehe»tir  school,  writes  to 
me  that  he  is  translating  some  stanzas  of  your 
HuOowe'en  into  Latin  verse,  for  the  benefit  of 
hie  comrades.  This  union  of  ta^te  partly  pro- 
ceeds, no  doubt,  from  the  cement  i>f  Scuttith 
partiality,  with  which  they  are  ull  somewhat 
tinctured.   Even  your  translator ,  who  left  Scot- 


•  This  portrait  Is  engraved  by  Mr.  Deugo,  an  artist 
spho  well  merits  the  epithet  bestowed  no  him  by  the 
poet,  after  ■  picture  of  Mr.  Nasroyth,  which  he  paint* 
ed  ran  aimort,  and  liberally  presented  to  Bums.  Tills 
pialiira  is  of  the     ' 


land  too  early  in  Bli  for  rccoUection.  ie 
without  it. 


I  remain,  with  greatest  tineerity, 
Your  obedient  aenrant, 

J.  MOOR& 


So,  XXIX. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN. 

MT  LOED,  Edinhwrgh,  1787. 

I  WANTEo  to  purchase  a  profile  of  your  lor^ 
ship,  which  I  was  told  was  to  be  got  in  town ; 
but  I  am  truly  sorry  to  see  that  a  blundering 
painter  has  spoiled  a  "  human  face  divine.* 
The  enclosed  stanias  I  intended  to  hare  written 
below  a  picture  or  profile  of  your  lordahip,  could 
I  have  been  so  happy  as  to  procure  one  with  any 
thing  uf  a  likeness. 

As  I  will  soon  return  to  my  shades,  I  wanted 
to  have  something  like  a  material  object  for  my 
gratitude  ;  I  wanted  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  to  a  friend,  There  is  my  noble  patron,  my 
generous  benefactor.     Allow  me,  my  lord,   to 
publish  these  verses.     I  conjure  your  lordahip 
by  the  honest  throe  of  gratitude,  by  the  gene- 
rous wiiih  uf  benevolence,  by  all  the  powers  and 
feelings  which  compose  the  magnanimous  mind, 
do  not  deny  me  this  petition.*     I  owe  to  yoor 
lordship  ;  and  what  has  not  in  some  other  in 
htances  always  been  the  case  with  me,  the  weigh 
of  the  obligation  is  a  pleasing  load.     I  trust, 
have  a  heart  as  independent  as  your  lordahip*^ 
than   which  I  can  say  nothing  more :  and 
would  not  lie  lieholiien  to  favours  that  wouli 
crucify  my  feelings.     Your  dignified  charactcl 
in  life,  and  manner  of  supporting  that  character 
are  flattering  to  uiy  pride ;  and  I  would  be  je»» 
lous  of  the  purity  uf  my  grateful  attachment, 
where  I  was  under  the  putronige  of  one  of  tho 
much  £ivuured  sons  of  fortune. 

Almost  every  poet  haa  celebrated  his  patrons, 
particularly  when  they  were  names  dear  to  fame, 
and  illustrious  in  their  country  ;  allow  me,  then* 
my  lord,  if  you  think  the  vemes  have  intrinaia 
merit,  to  tell  the  world  how  much  I  have  the 
honour  to  be 

Your  lordship*8  highly  indebted, 
And  ever  grateful  humble  servant 


*  It  docs  not  appear  that  the  Earl  granted  this  r^ 
quett,  nor  have  the  verMs  alluded  to  been  (bund 
among  the  MSS. 


SM 
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No.  XXX. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 

MY  LOEO, 

Tri  honour  your  bnUiip  htt  done  me,  bj 
yoar  notice  and  advice  in  youn  of  the  let  in- 
•tanty  I  shall  ever  gratefully  remember  : 

"  Praiae  from  thy  lipe  'tis  mine  with  joy  to 

boast. 
They  beet  can  give  it  who  deserve  it  most 


t» . 


Your  lordship  touches  the  darling  chord  of 
my  heart,  whra  you  advise  me  to  fire  my  muse 
at  Scottish  ntory  aud  Scottish  scenes.  I  wish 
for  nothing  more  than  to  make  a  leisurely  pil- 
grimage through  my  native  country  ;  to  sit  and 
muse  on  those  once  hard- contended  fields,  where 
Caledonia,  rejoicing,  saw  her  bloody  lion  borne 
through  broken  ranks  to  victory  and  fame  ;  and, 
catching  the  inspiration,  to  pour  the  deathless 
names  in  song.  But,  my  lord,  in  the  midst  of 
these  enthusiasdc  reveries,  a  long-visaged,  dry, 
moral* looking  phantom  strides  across  my  imagi- 
nation, and  pronounces  these  emphatic  wonis, 
**  I,  Wisdom,  dwell  with  prudence.'* 


This,  my  lord,  is  unanswerable.  I  must  re- 
turn to  my  humble  station,  and  woo  my  rustic 
muse  in  my  wonted  way  at  the  pSough-taiL 
Still,  my  lord,  while  the  drops  of  life  warm  my 
heart,  gratitude  to  that  dear -loved  country  in 
which  I  boast  my  birth,  and  gratitude  to  those 
her  distinguished  suns,  who  have  honoured  me 
so  much  with  their  patronage  and  approbation, 
shall,  while  stealing  through  my  humble  shades, 
ever  distend  my  bosom,  and  at  times  draw 
forth  the  swelling  tear. 


No.  XXXL 

Ext.  Proptrtjf  in  favour  of  Mr.  Robert 
Burns,  to  erect  and  keep  up  a  Headsioue  in 
mamorjf  of  Poet  Firgubson,  1787. 

Seetion-^owMet  within  the  Kirk  of  Ca- 
nongate,  the  twenty-second  day  of 
February,  one  thousand  seven  hun- 
dred and  eighty-seven  years. 

Sederunt  of  the  managers  of  the  Kirk  and  Kirk- 
yard  Funds  of  Canongate. 

Which  day,  the  treasurer  to  the  said  fundu 
produced  a  letter  from  Mr.  Robert  Bums,  of 
date  the  sixth  cunent,  which  was  read,  and 
appointed  to  be  engrosaed  in  their  seder unt- 
book,  and  of  which  letter  the  tenor  follows . 
'*  To  the   Hooourablt  Bailiaa  of  CanongAte,] 


Edinburgh.  Gentlemen,  I  am  aorry  to  bi  trii 
that  the  remains  ci  Robert  Fcrgnsaon,  the  s» 
justly  ceMwated  poet,  a  man  whoae  talenta,  for 
agea  to  come,  wUl  do  honour  to  oar  Cakdo> 
nian  name,  lie  in  your  church-yard,  Rflsong  the 
ignoble  dead,  unnoticed  and  nnknown. 

**  Some  memorial  to  direct  the  steps  of  the 
lovers  of  Scottish  song,  when  they  wish  to  shed 
a  tear  over  the  "  narrow  house,**  of  the  hard 
who  is  no  more,  is  surely  a  tribute  due  to  Per- 
gusson's  memory ;  a  tribute  I  wnh  to  have  the 
honour  of  payiug. 

**  I  petition  you,  then.  Gentlemen,  to  permit 
me  to  lay  a  simple  stone  over  his  revered  ashes, 
to  remain  an  unalienable  property  to  his  death- 
less fome.  I  luve  the  honour  to  be.  Gentlemen, 
your  very  humble  servant,  (sic  gmbteribiimr), 

"  ROBERT  BURNS.'* 

Thereafter  the  said  managers,  in  considers* 
tion  of  the  laudable  and  disinterested  motu« 
of  Mr.  Bums,  and  the  propriety  of  his  miuest, 
did,  and  hereby  do,  unanimously  grant  pnwcr 
and  liberty  to  the  said  Robert  Bums  tu  erect 
a  headstone  at  the  grave  of  the  aaid  Rubtrt 
Fergusaon,  and  to  keep  up  and  preserve  the 
same  to  his  memory  in  all  time  comii^.  Ex- 
tracted forth  of  the  records  of  the  managers,  by 

William  Smorr,  Oerk. 


No.  XXXIL 
TO 


MT  DIAR  SIR, 

Yoo  may  think,  and  too  justly,  that  I  an  s 
selfish  ungrateful  felk>w,  having  received  so 
many  repeated  instances  of  kindness  frum  you. 
and  yet  never  putting  p«n  to  paper  to  m\  — 
thank  you  ;  but  if  you  knew  what  a  devil  of  a 
life  my  conscience  has  ]»!  me  on  that  arronDL 
your  good  heart  would  tliiok  yoursvlf  too  much 
avenged.  By  the  bye,  there  is  nuthing  in  the 
whole  frame  of  man  which  seems  tu  me  m» 
unaccounuble  as  that  thing  called  ooosciebce. 
Had  the  troublesome  3relping  cur  posi'ers  rfi- 
cient  to  prevent  a  mi«chiri|  he  might  be  U 
use  :  but  at  the  beginning  uf  the  bu«inr«,  hi* 
feeble  eflbrta  are  to  the  workings  of  pasmoa  ss 
the  infant  fnists  of  an  autumnal  morning  to  the 
unclouded  fervour  of  the  riwug  sun  :  and  uo 
sooner  are  the  tumultuous  doings  of  the  wv'kcd 
deed  over,  than,  amidst  the  hitler  native  co«- 
vequences  of  folly,  in  tlie  very  vortvx  of  uor 
horrors,  up  starts  conscience,  aud  harrows  us 
with  the  feehngs  of  the  d . 

I  have  enclosed  you.  by  way  uf  rxpiitluo, 
some  verse  and  prose,  that,  if  they  merit  a  plant 
in  your  traly  enteruining  mi«relLiny,  yvm  an 
welcome  to.  The  prose  extract  is  literally  as 
Mr.  Sprott  tcot  it  me. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
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TlU  hueriptum  on  the  SUmt  is  atfoUowt : 
HERE  LIES  ROBERT  FERGUSSON, 

rOET. 

Bom  Septrmb€T hth^  MSI— Died,  ICth  October  1T74. 

No  »cu1ptttrefi  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay* 
**  No  storied  nrii  nor  animated  bu9t  ;" 

Thi«  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia  s  way 
To  puur  her  sorrours  o*er  her  poet's  dust. 

On  the  other  iide  of  the  Stone  ii  aafoUowi  : 

**  By  special  grant  of  the  Blanagers  to  Robert 
Burns,  who  erected  this  stone,  this  burial-place 
is  to  remain  £>r  ever  facred  to  che  memory  of 
Robert  Fergusson.** 


No.  XXXIII. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER 
FROM 

SM  March,  1787. 

I  AM  truly  happy  to  kuovir  you  have  found  a 
friend  in  ■  ;   his  patronage  of  you  does 

him  great  honour.  He  is  truly  a  good  man ; 
by  far  the  best  I  ever  knew,  or,  perhaps,  ever 
shall  know,  in  this  world.  But  I  must  not 
tpeak  all  1  think  of  him,  lest  I  should  be  thought 
pirtia.!. 

So  you  have  obtained  liberty  from  the  magis- 
trates to  erect  a  stone  over  Fergu<*sob's  grave  ? 
I  do  not  doubt  it ;  such  thing)*  have  been,  as 
Shakespeare  says,  **  in  the  olden  time  :" 

**  The  poet*s  fate«  is  here  in  emblem  shown. 
He  a^k*d  for  bread,  and  he  received  a  stone." 

It  is,  I  believe,  upon  poor  Butler's  tomb  that 
thil  is  written.  But  how  many  brothers  of 
Parnassus,  as  well  as  poor  Butler  ami  poor  Fer- 
gunon,  have  asked  for  bread,  and  been  served 
with  the  same  sauce  ! 

The  magistrates  gaee  you  Uberlt/y  did  they  ? 
O  generous  magistrate's!  ....  celebrated 
over  the  thn.'e  kingdoms  for  his  public  spirit, 
^ivet  a  poor  poet  liberty  to  raise  a  tomb  to  a 
poor  poet's  memory  !  — most  generous !  .  .  . 
once  U(>on  a  time  gave  that  uime  pm-t  the  mighty 
•urn  of  eighteen  pence  for  a  copy  of  his  works. 
But  then  it  must  be  considered  that  the  \)oet  was 
At  this  time  absolutely  starving,  and  besought 
his  aid  with  all  the  earne^tness  of  hunger ;  and, 

over  and  above,  he  recti  veil  a worth,  at 

least  one-third  of  the  value,  in  exchange,  but 
which,  I  believe  the  poet  afterwards  very  un- 
gratefully expunged. 

Next  week  1  hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
■eeing  you  in  Edinburgh  ;  and  as  my  stay  wih 
be  for  eight  or  ten  days,  I  wish  you  or 


would  tflke  a  soug.  well-aired  bed-room  tor  me, 
where  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  jroii 
over  a  niuining  cup  of  tea.  But  by  all  accounts, 
it  will  be  a  matter  of  some  difficulty  to  tee  yoo 
at  all,  unlets  your  company  is  bespoke  a  week 
befure-hand.  There  is  a  great  rumour  liere  con- 
cerning your  great  intimacy  with  the  DucheM  ot 
,  and  other  lidies  of  distinction.     I  am 


really  told  that  *'  cards  to  invite  fly  by  thousands 
each  night  ;**  and,  if  you  had  one,  I  suppose 
there  would  also  be  **  bribes  to  your  old  lecre- 
tary.*'  It  seems  you  are  resolved  to  make  hay 
while  the  sun  shines,  and  avoid,  if  possible,  the 

fate  of  poor  Fergusson, 

Quarenda  pecunia  primum  eat,  virtut  pott  uwm^ 
mo8,  is  a  good  maxim  to  thrive  by  :  you  seemed 
to  despise  it  while  in  this  country  ;  but  proba- 
bly some  philosopher  in  Edinburgh  has  tanght 
you  better  sense. 

Pray,  are  you  yet  engrraving  as  well  as  print- 
ing ? — Are  you  yet  seised 

"  With  itch  of  picture  in  the  front. 
With  bays  of  wicked  rhyme  upon't  !** 

But  I  must  give  op  this  trifling,  and  attend 
to  matters  that  more  concern  myself  :  so,  as  the 
Aberdeen  wit  says,  adieu  dryly,  we  $al  drink 
phan  we  meet,* 


No.  XXXIV. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDLISH, 
Student  in  Physic,  Collfuk,  GtA?Gew. 

Edinburgh,  March  21,  1787. 

MT  KVER  DEAR  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE, 

I  WAS  equally  surprised  and  pleaxed  at  your 
letter ;  though  I  dare  say  you  will  think  by  my 
delaying  so  long  to  write  to  yoo,  that  I  am  so 
drowned  in  the  intoxication  of  good  fortune  as 
to  be  indifferent  to  old  and  once  dear  connec- 
tions. The  truth  is,  I  was  determined  to  write 
a  good  letter,  full  of  argument,  amplification, 
erudition,  and,  as  Baycs  says,  all  thnt.  I  thought 
of  it,  and  thought  of  it,  but  for  my  soul  I  can- 
not :  and  lest  you  should  mistake  the  cause  of 
my  silence,  I  just  sit  down  to  tell  you  no.  Don't 
give  yourself  credit  though,  that  the  strength  of 
your  logic  scares  me  ;  the  truth  is,  I  never  mean 
to   meet  you  on  that  ground  at  all.     You  have 


*  The  abo'  e  extract  is  from  a  letter  of  one  of  the 
ablest  of  our  |K>efs  correspondent!,  which  contains 
some  interesting  anecdotes  ol  Fergusi«>n,  that  we  should 
have  been  tiappy  to  have  inserted,  if  they  could  have 
been  authenticated,  'llie  writer  is  mittaken  in  suiijms. 
ing  tlie  magistrates  of  fulinbiirgh  had  any  share  in  the 
transaction  respecting  the  monument  erected  for  Fcr^ 
Busson  by  o\\x  bard ;  tln»,  it  i*  evident,  passetl  between 
Burns  and  the  Kirk  SetsionoftheCanon^ate.  Neither 
at  Kilinburgh,  nor  anywhere  el<ie,  do  in«)i'>trato4  utu. 
ally  trouble  t>iemteive«  to  inquire  how  the  house  of  a 
poor  |K)«:  is  furnisheti.  or  bow  his  grave  u  adomcdi 
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BURNS'  woaKa 


•hewn  me  one  iMag,  wUeh  ww  to  be  denoo- 
•tnted  ;  that  ttrong  pride  of  reeeoning,  with  t 
little  eflectatioQ  of  nngulerity,  maj  mislead  tlie 
beat  of  hearts.  I,  likewise,  ainoe  you  and  I 
were  first  acquainted,  in  the  pride  of  despising 
old  women's  stories,  rentured  in  **  the  daring 
path  Spinoaa  trod  ;"  but  experience  of  the 
weakness,  not  the  strength,  of  human  powers, 
made  me  glad  to  grasp  at  revealed  religion. 

I  must  stop,  but  don*t  impute  my  brevity  to 
t  wrong  cause.  I  am  still,  in  the  Apostle  Paul's 
phrase,  **  The  old  man  with  his  deeds'*  a»  when 
we  were  sporting  about  the  lady  thorn.  I  shall 
be  four  weeks  here  yet,  at  least ;  and  so  I  shall 
expect  to  hear  from  yon— welcome  sense,  wel- 
come BonsensOi 

I  am,  with  the  warmest  sincerity. 
My  dear  old  friend, 

Yoonu 


No.  XXXV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

MT  DBAK  FRIEND, 

If  once  I  were  gone  from  this  scene  of  hurry 
and  dissipation,  I  promise  mywlf  the  pleasure 
of  that  correspondence  being  renewed  which  has 
been  so  long  broken.  At  present  I  have  time 
for  nothing.  Dissipation  and  business  engross 
every  moment.  1  am  engaged  in  assisting  an 
honest  Scots  cnthuiiiast,  *  a  friend  of  mine,  who 
is  an  engraver,  and  hns  taken  it  into  his  head  to 
publish  a  collection  of  all  our  songs  set  to  music, 
of  which  the  woi  di  and  music  are  done  by  Scots- 
men. This,  you  will  eiisily  guess,  is  an  under- 
taking exactly  tu  my  uste.  I  have  collected, 
begged,  iMirrowed,  aud  stolen  all  the  aongs  I 
could  meet  with.  Pumpey*s  Ghost,  words  and 
music,  I  beg  from  you  immediately,  to  go  into 
bia  second  number :  the  first  is  already  pub- 
Uahed.  1  shall  shew  you  the  first  number  when 
I  see  you  in  Glasgow,  which  will  be  in  a  fort- 
night or  less.  Do  be  so  kind  as  send  me  the 
aong  in  a  day  or  two  :  you  cannot  imagine  how 
much  it  will  oblige  me. 

Direct  to  me  at  Mr.  W.  Cruikshank*a,  St. 
Jamfla*s  Square,  New  Town,  Edinburgh. 


No.  XXXVL 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  Edimburgkt  March  22,  1787. 

I  KXAD  your  letter  with  watery  eyea.  A  lit- 
tle, very  little  while  ago,  /  had  tearee  a  friend 
bui  the  thtbbom  pride  of  my  own  hoeum ;  now 
I  am  diatinguiahod,  patiomaad,  befriended  by 
yoo.     Yoor  friendly  advioea,  I  will  not  give 
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them  the  eoU  name  of  entidami^  I  reeabe  wi& 
reverence.  I  have  made  aocne  amaD  alterafiona 
in  what  I  before  had  printed  I  have  the  ad 
vice  of  some  very  judicioua  frienda  among  ^ 
literati  here,  but  with  them  I  aometimes  find  it 
nfceasary  to  claim  the  privil^e  of  thinkiog  fior 
m)'self.  The  noble  Earl  of  Gl<!ncmim,  to  whom 
I  owe  more  than  to  any  man,  docs  me  the  boa. 
our  of  giving  me  his  strictures  i  his  hints  wilk 
respect  to  impropriety  or  indelicary.  1  follow  im. 
plicitly. 

You  kindly  interest  yourself  in  my  fotan 
viewa  and  prospecta ;  there  I  can  give  yoa  us 
light ;  it  is  all 

"  Dark  as  was  chaos,  ere  the  infant  sna 
Waa  roird  together,  or  had  tried  his  beaMs 
Athwart  the  gloom  profound.** 

The  ap{)elUtJon  of  a  Scottiiili  bard  is  by  frr 
my  highest  pride ;  to  continue  to  deserve  it  is 
my  most  exalted  ambition.  Scottish  soenea  aad 
Scottish  story  are  the  themes  I  could  wi«h  la 
aing.  1  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it  b 
my  power,  unplagued  with  the  routine  oi  bvi- 
ness,  for  which  heaven  knows  I  sm  unfit  enoogk, 
to  make  leisurely  pilgrimages  through  Calcdeoia; 


to  sit  on  the  fields  of  her  battle 


to  wander  aa 


the  ronumtic  banks  of  her  rivers  ;  ami  to  mass 
by  the  stately  towers  or  veneral>le  ruixi%  ooee 
the  honoured  abodes  of  her  heroes. 

Dut  the^e  are  all  Utopian  thought* :  I  have 
dallied  long  enough  with  life  :  *tis  time  to  beia 
earnest  I  have  a  fond,  an  aged  mother  to  cafe 
for  ;  and  some  other  bosom  ties  prrhap*  equally 
tender.  Where  the  individual  ouly  suflers  by 
the  consequences  of  his  own  though  tlvsaoess,  i»- 
dolenoe,  or  foUy,  he  may  be  excusable :  nay, 
shining  abilities,  and  some  of  the  nobler  virtue^ 
may  half-sanctify  a  hecdiees  character :  but 
where  God  and  nature  have  intrusted  the  wel- 
fare of  others  to  his  care  ;  where  tlic  trust  is  i^ 
cred,  and  tlie  ti«a  are  drar,  that  mau  mast  be 
far  gone  in  aelfiKhness,  or  strangely  lust  to  rcArc- 
tion,  whom  these  connections  will  not  rouse  la 
exertion. 

I  guess  that  I  shall  clear  between  two  sad 
three  hundred  |munds  by  my  authorship ;  with 
that  sum  I  intend,  so  far  as  I  may  he  saal  ta 
have  any  intention,  to  return  to  my  old  acquaii^ 
tanoe,  the  plough,  and,  if  I  can  nseet  with  a 
lease  by  which  I  can  live,  to  commence  fiirmrr. 
I  do  not  intend  to  give  up  poetry  :  bring  bred 
to  labour  secures  me  independence ;  and  tht 
muses  are  my  chief,  aometimes  have  bera  my 
only  enjoyment.  If  my  practice  aeoood  my  la- 
solution,  I  shall  have  priucipil.y  at  heart  the  »- 
rious  business  of  lifi; :  but  while  foUwwiag  my 
plough,  or  building  up  my  shucks,  1  »haL]  cast  a 
leisure  glance  to  that  dear,  that  only  Aratart  of 
my  character,  which  gave  me  the  notice  of  asy 
country  and  the  patronage  of  a  Wallace. 

Thus,  honoured  madam,  I  have  given  yoa  tbt 
bard,  his  situation,  and  his  views,  aative  as  tW» 
are  in  his  own  bueom. 


COERESPONDENCE. 
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Ko.  xxxvn 

TO  THE  SAME. 

%fADAM,         Edinfmrpht  Ibth  Aprilf  1787. 

TiicKK  it  an  affectation  of  gratitude  which  I 
Hio'ike.  The  periodi  of  Johnaon  and  the  fMiuaea 
f*f  Sterne  may  hide  a  iielfi<>h  heart.  For  my 
pirt.  Madam,  T  trunt  I  have  too  much  pride  for 
iu  rvility,  and  too  little  prudence  for  aeUuhneaa. 
I  hive  this  moment  broke  open  your  letter, 
but 

**  Rude  am  I  in  vpeech, 
And  therefore  little  can  T  grace  my  cauae 
In  speaking  for  myself — *' 

•o  T  «hall  not  troohle  you  with  any  fine  apeechea 
and  hunted  figt>re».  I  ahall  junt  lay  my  hand 
on  my  heart,  and  aay,  1  hope  I  shall  erer  have 
the  trtiest,  the  warmest,  aenne  of  your  goodness. 

I  come  abroad  in  print  for  certain  on  Wed- 
nesday. Your  order*  I  shall  punctually  attend 
to ;  only,  by  the  way,  I  must  tell  ynu  that  I 
was  paid  before  for  Dr.  Moore's  and  Miss  W.*8 
copies,  through  the  medium  of  Commissioner 
Cochrane  in  this  place ;  but  that  we  can  aettle 
when  I  hare  the  hononr  of  waiting  on  yocu 

Dr.  Smith*  waa  just  gone  to  London  the 
morning  before  I  received  your  letter  to  him. 


No.  XXXVIIL 
TO  DR.  MOORE. 

EdiMburffh,  \13d  April,  1797. 

I  ESCEivKD  the  books,  and  nent  the  one  you 
mentioned  to  Bfrs.  Dunlop.  I  am  ill-skilled  in 
beating  the  covertu  of  imagination  for  metaphors 
of  gratitude.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  for  the  honour 
you  have  done  me ;  and  to  my  latest  hour  will 
warmly  remember  it.  To  be  highly  pleased 
with  your  book,  is  what  I  have  in  common 
witli  the  world  ;  but  to  regard  these  vuluroesaa 
a  mark  of  the  author's  friendly  esteem,  is  a  still 
wore  supreme  gratification. 

I  leave  Edinburgh  in  the  course  of  ten  days 
or  a  fortnight ;  and  after  a  few  pilgrimages  over 
some  of  the  daasic  ground  of  Caledonia,  Cow^ 
dem-  KnowtMt  Banks  of  Yarrow^  Tweedy  ^e, 
I  shall  return  to  my  rural  shades,  in  all  likeli- 
bood  never  more  to  quit  them  I  have  formed 
many  intimacies  and  friendships  here,  but  I  am 
afraid  they  are  all  of  too  teuder  a  conatmction 
to  bear  carriage  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles.  To 
the  rich,  the  great,  the  ^hiouable,  the  polite, 
7  have  no  equivalent  to  ofler ;  and  I  am  afraid 
my  nteteor  appearance  will  by  no  means  entitle 
me  to  a  settled  correspondence  with  any  of  you, 
who  are  the  permanent  lighta  of  geniua  and  li- 
teraturt. 


Smith. 


My  moat  retpeetfnl  eompUmenta  to  Bfist  W. 
If  onee  this  tangent  flight  of  mine  were  orer» 
and  I  were  retamed  to  my  wonted  leborely 
motion  in  my  oU  circle,  I  may  probably  eodea- 
Tonr  to  return  her  poetie  compliment  in  kind. 


No.  XXXIX 

EXTEACT  OP  A  LBTTEE 

TO  MRS    DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  SOM  Af^U  1787. 

-^— —  YooE  criticisms,  Madam,  I  under- 
stand very  well,  and  could  have  wished  to  have 
pleaited  you  better.  You  are  right  in  your  guess 
that  I  am  not  very  amenable  to  cuunjHrl.  Piieta, 
much  my  superiors,  have  so  flattered  tlinse  who 
possessed  the  adventitious  qualities  of  wealth  and 
power,  that  I  am  determined  to  flatter  no  cre- 
ated being  either  in  pro«ie  or  ven*e. 

I  wet  as  little  by ,  lords,  clergy,  cri- 
tics, &c.  n%  all  these  respective  gentry  do  by 
my  hardship.  I  know  what  I  may  expect  from 
the  world  by  and  by — illiberal  abuse,  and  per- 
haps contemptuous  neglect. 

I  am  happy,  Madam,  that  some  of  my  own 
fovourite  pieces  are  diatinguished  by  your  par- 
ticular  approbation.  For  my  Drenm,  which 
has  unfortunately  incurred  your  loyal  displea* 
sure,  I  hope  in  four  weeks,  or  lesa,  to  have  the 
honour  of  appearing  at  Dunlop  in  its  defence,  in 
person. 


No.   XL. 


TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  HUGH  BLAIR, 
Laien-Afariett  Edinburph,  Sd  May,  1787. 

ECVRRCND  AND  MUCH  EEXrRCTED  8IE, 

I  LEAVE  Edinburgh  to-morrow  morning,  but 
could  not  go  without  troubling  you  with  half  a 
line,  sincerely  to  thank  you  for  the  kindness, 
patronige,  and  friendahip  you  have  shown  me. 
I  often  felt  the  embarraa^ment  of  my  singular  si 
tuatioo  ;  drawn  forth  from  the  veriei*t  shades 
of  life  to  the  glare  of  remark  ;  and  honoured  by 
the  notice  of  thoae  illustrious  names  of  my  coun- 
try, whose  works,  while  they  are  appUuded  to 
the  end  of  time,  will  ever  instruct  and  mend  the 
heart.  However  the  meteor-like  novelty  of  my 
appearance  in  the  world  might  attract  notice, 
and  honour  me  with  the  acquaintance  of  the 
permanent  lights  of  genius  and  literature,  those 
who  are  truly  benefactors  of  the  immortal  na- 
trre  of  man  ;  I  knew  very  well,  that  my  u(int«t 
merit  was  far  unequal  to  the  task  of  preserving 
that  character  when  once  the  novelty  waa  over. 
I  have  made  up  my  mind,  that  abaae,  or  almaat 
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No.  XLL 
FROM  DR.  BLAIR. 

Aryyl'-Sjnm,  Edinburgh,  M  May,  ITOT. 

1  Hjkt  (aVGund  ihia  foreniwa  vith  your  rer; 
obliging  litter,  ic^lier  with  in  impreaiDn  u: 
jrour  portrait,  for  whirh  [  rvliiro  you  my  be*) 
tfaankn.     The  •»«-»>  v.'ii  luvc  mtt  with  I  di 

it  gira  OM  gnu  plM-urd.  I  know  no  wai  in 
whivh  literary  jwnoiis  vLio  are  advanced  in 
yvarfl.  can  do  mart  Hcrvicc  to  thu  worlJ,  tha/i 
in  fbrwardins  the  itturU  uf  fining  genius,  oi 
bridging  faith  unknown  merit  from  obwurily. 

orld,  Iha  poenu  of  Onian :  Gnt 


by  the 

publiabnl,  and  irteiwiTdi,  hy  my  ictlinj 
fint  the  undertaking  fur  collecting  ar  ' 
ing  the  Wurki"/  0»Ja»  .-  >od  I  h 


Your  lilujlion.  «i  vou 

wy 

«-ll 

uiieed  retr 

•ingiilir  ;  and,  in  bring  1 

rouL 

ht.« 

from  the  .hide,  of  d,^'He.t   p 

to  »  great 

*  ihan  of  rublic   notiee 

aw 

ub«- 

vatioD,  you 

had  to  .tand  *  lercK  tri 

. 

h-ppy  Ih^t 

you  have  •tool  it  w  «.it 

a.  f. 

r  a.  I  hav. 

known  .«■  hear-l,  though 

r  i..i^ 

-.  of  man, 

.UL- 

.ur  cbaruv 

You  a«  now.  1  prcun 

to  a  more 

11  conduct 

yourMir  there  wilhVml?. 

■'■■, 

lurlen 

;.  .ind  ho. 

will  DccuionaUy  Dwei  with  the  altackt  of  ilii- 
brral  c«uure,  which  it  ii  alvjyt  be*t  to  orrr- 
look  and  detpiK.      Ha  will  be  ineiined  Bcnc- 


think   himKlf  i 


fleelBl  if  hr  be  nM  liwip 
tikea  the  liberty,  yon  lee.  if 
ve  Idvire  and  make  reflei'tkiBI 


Eirmi 


»n,  jou  are  goinf,  I  .b.nji.l  .up 
shin,  lo  look  at  hhic  of  hU. 
I  heartily  wiah  tlw  oBen  l< 


luavdii 


hearted  proprietor  lo  lire  under  than  Mr.  Mil- 
ler. Vlken  yOD  Wurn,  if  you  rome  tbii  way, 
'  *ll  be  b.ipp)f  to  lee  you,  and  to  know  oa- 
ing  your  futurt  plant  of  lil^  Y„a  vH 
me,  by  the  S»i  of  ihii  ownth,  dm  in  k; 
e  in  Argvle  Square,  hut  at  a  CDuntry-hM 
eitalriit,  about  a  mileuat  from  Ediubui^ 
the  Muaelburgh  road.  Wishing  you  al 
•  -  -,p,ri(y_  I  un,  with  ral  ngmi 


Dear  S 


public  i-btn'tn  lu  the  iiiidi>i  nf  ihiw  tmplny- 
mvtit^,  which  niur  Mtitation  will  tender  proper, 
jvB  H'tU  not,  )  bii|>.^  ncf-lrrt  u-  pruinole  that 


No.  XLIL 
TO  WILLIAM  CREECH,  Emi. 

(o/Bdiitlnirgh,)  Lohdom. 

Sdkirt,  laiiMaj,  ITST. 
[moNDuaiD  raiiHD, 

Till  encloMd-  I  bare  juit  wrote,  oearl<-  fi- 
Fmpore,  in  a  loHtajy  inn  in  Selkirk,  after  a 
liarnble  wet  day'i  riding.— I  have  been  nrtt 
loet  of  Eait  Lolbiu.  Benriek,  Roibu^  aed 
i^lkitkahira  ;  and  next  vrvk  1  begin  ■  tiiai 
irough  the  noith  of  England.  Ynterdiy  1 
iued  with  Lady  Harlot,  litter  to  my  nuUc  pa- 
-on,  QeeK  DtM,  oMMml  /  I  would  wHk  tifl 

ir«  tay  bjr  tbii  time  yon  are  with  ■lelcbed 
frje,  but  I  am  jaded  to  death  ;  n,  wilb  agntK 
il  ftrewell. 

I  hiK  the  hoDoor  to  be. 

Oood  Sir,  yoon  Mtonly. 


•  ClinronW.C 


a  grtod  poet  without  bdn|[  •iiawwhii  of  a  phi-. 
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No.  XLIIL 
FROM  DR.  MOORE. 
Glifford  Street,  May  2S,  1787. 

I  HAD  the  pleasure  of  your  letter  by  Mr. 
Creech,  and  sooa  after  he  sent  me  the  new  edi- 
tion of  your  p<ie[R8.  You  »«em  to  think  it  in- 
curolient  on  you  to  send  to  each  subscriber  a 
number  of  copies  proportionate  to  his  subscrip-' 
tion  money ;  but  you  may  depend  upon  it,  few 
subscribers  expect  more  than  one  copy,  what^- 
ever  they  subscribed.  I  mu;it  inform  you,  how- 
ever, that  I  took  twelve  copies  for  those  subscri- 
bers for  4vhose  money  you  were  so  accurate  a<t 
to  iH^nd  me  a  receipt ;  and  Lord  Eglintun  told 
me  he  had  sent  for  six  copies  for  himself,  as  he 
wished  to  give  fire  of  them  in  presents. 

Some  of  the  poems  you  have  added  in  this 
iasi  edition  are  beautiful,  particularly  the  Win- 
ter  Nighty  the  Address  tt  Edinburgh^  Gretn 
grow  the  Rashes,  and  the  two  soni^  immedi;ite- 
ly  fiillowing  ;  the  latter  of  which  was  exquisite. 
By  the  way,  I  imagine  you  have  a  peculiar  ta- 
Irnt  fur  such  compositions,  which  you  ought  to 
indulge.  *  No  kind  of  poetry  demands  more 
<leliiacy  or  higher  polishing.  Horace  is  more 
admired  on  account  of  his  Odes  than  all  his 
other  writings.  But  nothing  now  added  '\* 
equal  to  your  Vision  and  Ottter^s  Saturdtig 
Night,  In  these  are  united  fine  imagery,  na- 
tural and  pathetic  description,  with  tiuhliinity  of 
language  and  thought.  It  is  evident  that  you 
already  pof^sess  a  great  variety  of  expression  and 
command  of  the  English  language  ;  you  ought, 
therefore,  to  deal  more  sparingly  for  the  future 
in  the  provincial  d'.olect  : — why  should  you,  by 
using  that^  limit  the  number  of  your  admirers  tu 
those  who  understand  the  Seottinh,  when  you 
can  extend  it  to  all  persons  of  tiste  who  under- 
stand the  English  language?  In  my  opinion, 
you  should  plan  some  larger  work  than  any  you 
have  as  yet  attempted.  I  m^ran,  reflect  upon 
some  proper  subject,  and  arrange  the  plan  in 
your  mind,  without  beginning  to  execute  any 
part  of  it  till  )ou  have  studied  most  of  the  best 
Engliith  poets,  and  leod  a  little  more  of  history. 
The  Greek  and  Roman  stories  you  can  read  in 
tome  abridgment,  and  soon  become  master  of 
the  moat  brilliant  fdct%  which  must  highly  de- 
light a  poetical  mind.  You  should  also,  and 
very  soon  tftag,  become  master  of  the  heathen 
mythology,  to  which  there  are  everlasting  allu- 
•ions  in  all  the  ]M)et^  and  which  in  itself  is 
charmingly  fanciful.  Wiut  will  require  to  be 
studied  with  more  attention,  is  modern  history  , 
that  is,  the  history  of  France  and  Great  Britain, 
from  the  beginning  of  Henry  the  Seventh's  reign. 
I  know  very  well  you  have  a  mind  capable  of 
attaining  knowledge  by  a  shorter  process  than 
IS  commonly  used,  and  I  am  certain  you  are  ca- 


•  His  sutMequent  cnmpnsioons  will  bear  tcsunooy 
to  the  atvuxacy  of  Or.  Moure's  judgment 


pable  of  making  a  better  use  of  it,  when  attain 
ed,  than  is  generally  done. 

I  beg  you  will  not  give  yourself  the  troubit 
of  writing  to  me  when  it  is  inconvenient,  and 
make  no  apology,  when  you  do  write,  for  ha- 
ving postponed  it ;  be  assured  of  this,  however, 
that  I  shall  always  be  happy  to  hear  from  you 
I  think  my  friend  Mr.  — — >  told  me  that  you 
had  some  poems  in  manuscript  by  you  of  a  sati- 
rical and  humorous  nature  (in  which,  by  the 
way,  I  think  you  very  strong),  which  your  pru- 
dent friends  prevailed  on  you  to  omit,  particu- 
larly one  called  Somebody's  Confession  ;  if  you 
will  entrust  me  with  a  sight  of  any  of  these,  I 
will  pawn  my  word  to  give  no  copies,  imd  will 
be  ol)li<;ed  to  you  fur  a  perusal  of  them. 

I  un'lerntand  you  intend  to  take  a  farm,  and 
make  the  u»eftii  aud  retipectable  business  of  hus- 
bandry youi  chief  occupation  ;  this,  I  hope,  will 
not  prevent  your  making  occasional  addresses  to 
the  nine  ladies  who  have  shown  you  such  fa- 
vour, one  of  whom  visited  you  in  the  auld  clay 
biggin.  Virgil,  before  you,  proved  to  the  world 
that  rhere  is  nothing  in  the  business  of  husband- 
ry inimical  to  p<»etry  ;  and  I  sincerely  hope  that 
)uu  may  ulTord  an  example  of  a  good  poet  beii^ 
a  Miitves^fiil  farniei.  I  fear  it  will  not  he  in  my 
po-.vcr  ro  vi»it  Scotland  this  season  ;  when  I  do. 
Til  endeavour  to  fiud  you  out,  fur  I  heartily 
wixh  to  >ee  and  convenw  with  you.  If  ever 
your  occasions  call  yuu  tt>  this  place,  I  make  no 
doubt  of  your  paying  me  a  visit,  and  you  may 
depeud  on  a  very  cordial  welcome  from  thb  &- 
mily.      I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  friend  and  obedient  servant, 

J.  MOORE. 


No.  XLIV. 

TO  MR.   W.  NICOLL, 
Master  of  the  High-School,  Edinburgh. 

Curlsle,  June  1,  1787. 

KIND,  HONrsT- HEARTED  WILLIE. 

I'm  sitten  down  here,  after  seven  and  forty 
miles  ridin,  e'en  us  forjesket  and  forniaw'd  as  a 
forfoughten  cock,  lo  gie  you  some  not.un  o*  ray 
land  lowper-like  stravaguin  sin  the  sorrowfu* 
hour  that  I  sheuk  hands  and  parted  wi'  auld 
Reekie, 

My  auld,  ga*d  gleyde  o*  a  meere  has  huchy- 
aird  up  hill  and  down  brae,  in  Scotland  and 
England,  as  tcugh  and  bimie  as  a  veia  devil  wi* 
me.*     It's  true,   bhe*s  as  poor's  a  s<ing-uiaker 


*  Thb  mare  was  the  Poet's  favourite  Jrnnt  Oki>' 
DBS,  of  whom  hommmble  and  roost  humorous  men- 
tion b  made  In  a  letter,  inserted  in  Dr.  Currie's  editkn, 
vol.  i.  p.  165. 

This  old  and  fkithful  servant  of  the  Poet's  wss  named 
hy  him,  after  the  old  woman,  who  m  her  seal  against 
religious  innovstton,  threw  a  stool  at  the  Dean  of 
Edinburgh's  head,  when  he  attempted  in  ir37.  to  in 
troduee  (he  Scottish  JMu  g^    •*  On  Sunday,  the  S3d 
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and  u  bard's  a  kirk,  and  dpper^pert  when 
■he  taks  the  gate,  first  like  a  lady's  gentlewoman 
in  a  minuwae,  or  a  hen  on  a  het  girdle,  but 
sbe*s  a  yauld,  poutherie  Girran  for  a*  that,  and 
has  a  stomack  like  Willie  Stalker's  meere  that 
wad  hae  di^eested  tambler-wbeels,  for  she'll 
whip  me  aff  her  five  stiroparts  o*  the  best  aits 
at  a  down-sittin  and  ne'er  hsh  her  thumb. 
When  ance  her  ringbanes  and  spavies,  her  crucks 
and  cramps,  are  fairly  soupl'd,  she  beets  to, 
beets  to,  and  ay  the  hindmost  hour  the  tightest. 
I  could  wager  her  price  to  a  thretty  pennies 
that,  for  twa  or  three  wooks  ridin  at  fifty  mile 
a  day,  the  ddl-sticket  a  five  gallopers  acqueesh 
Oyde  and  Whithorn  could  cast  saut  on  her  tail. 

I  hae  danderM  owre  a*  the  kintra  frae  Dum- 
bar  to  Selcraig,  and  hae  forgather'd  wi*  mony  a 
gnid  fallow,  and  mooie  a  weelfar'd  hixzie.  I 
met  wi*  twa  dink  quines  in  particlar,  ane  o' 
them  a  sonsie,  fine,  fodgel  lass,  baith  braw  and 
bonie  ;  the  tither  was  a  clean-!>hankit,  straught, 
tight,  weelfar'd  winch,  as  blithe's  a  lintwhite 
on  a  flowerie  thorn,  and  as  sweet  and  modest*s 
•  new  blawn  plumrose  in  a  hazle  shaw.  They 
were  baith  brtfd  ti>  mainern  by  the  beuk,  and 
ooie  ane  o*  them  had  as  muckle  smeddum  and 
rumblgumtion  as  the  half  o'  some  presby tries 
that  you  and  I  baith  ken.  They  play'd  me  sik 
a  deevil  o'  a  shavie  that  I  daur  say  if  my  hari> 
gals  wtfre  turn*d  out,  ye  wad  see  twa  nicks  i*  the 
heart  o*  me  like  the  mark  o*  a  kail-whittle  in  a 
castock. 

I  was  gaun  to  write  you  a  lang  pystle,  but, 
Gude  forgie  me,  I  gat  mysel  sae  notouriously 
bitchify'd  the  day  after  kail-time  that  I  can 
hardly  stotter  but  and  ben. 

My  best  respecks  to  the  gnidwife  and  a*  our 
common  friens,  especiall  Mr.  and  Mrs  Cruik- 
shank  and  the  hone«t  guidman  o*  Jock's  Lodge. 

ril  be  in  Dumfries  the  mom  gif  the  beast  be 
to  the  fure,  ami  the  branks  bide  bale. 

Gude  be  wi*  you,  Willie  ! 

Amen  !— 


No.  XLV. 

FROM  MR.  JOHN  HUTCHINSON. 
Jattudea^  St,  Ann*$,  XUh  June,  1787. 


SIR, 


I  RKceivBD  yours,  dated  Edinburgh,  8d  Ja- 
nuary, 1787,  wherein  you  acquaint  me  you  were 
engaged  with  Mr.  Douglas  of  Port  Antonio,  fur 


three  years,  at  thirty  ponnd«  sterling  a-year; 
and  am  happy  some  unexpected  accidents  inl»- 
▼ened  that  prerented  your  sailing  with  the  mn. 
sel,  as  I  have  great  reason  to  think  Mr.  Don- 
glas's  employ  would  by  no  means  have  answer- 
ed your  expectations.  I  received  a  oc^  of  yov 
publications,  for  which  I  return  yon  my  thajdci, 
and  it  is  my  own  opinion,  as  well  as  that  of  sorll 
of  my  friends  as  have  seen  them,  diey  are  nuMt 
excellent  in  their  kind ;  although  some  conU 
have  wished  they  had  been  in  the  English  iCyk^ 
as  they  allege  the  Scottish  dialect  is  now  bc^ 
coming  obsolete,  and  thereby  the  elegance  aoj 
beauties  of  yonr  poems  are  in  a  great  mfisri 
lost  to  &r  the  greater  part  of  the  oooimanily. 
Nevertheless  there  is  no  doubt  yon  had  Inffdssl 
reasons  for  your  oondnct— perhaps  the  wiriM 
of  some  of  the  Scottish  nobility  and  gentry,  year 
patrons,  who  will  always  relish  tlieir  owo  sU 
country  style;  and  your  own  inclinations  fcr 
the  same.  It  is  evident  from  several  pins^n 
in  your  works,  you  are  as  capable  uf  wndiy  it 
the  English  as  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  and  las 
in  great  hopes  your  genius  for  poetry,  from  ikt 
;  specimen  you  have  already  given,  will  turn  snt 
I  both  for  profit  and  honour  to  yonisetf  aad 
country.  I  can  by  no  means  advise  yon  nav 
to  think  of  coming  to  the  West  Indies,  ai,  I 
assure  you,  there  is  no  encouragement  ftr  • 
man  of  learning  and  genius  here ;  and  am  ftiy 
confident  yon  can  do  far  better  in  Great  B»> 
tain,  than  in  Jamaica.  I  am  glad  to  hear  mj 
friends  are  well,  and  shall  always  be  happy  li 
hear  from  yon  at  all  convenient  opportunities 
wishing  you  success  in  all  your  nndertaki^evi 
I  will  esteem  it  a  particular  fitvour  if  you  viB 
send  me  a  copy  of  the  other  edition  yon  are  nav 
printing. 

I  am,  with  respect. 

Dear  Sir,  yours,  fcc 

JOHN  HUTCHINSOH. 


of  July,  the  Desn  of  Edinbursh  prepared  to  oflldate 
in  St.  Oile»'s.  The  eoncregation  ciHitinued  quiet  till 
the  service  beiran,  when  an  old  woman,  impdled  by 
sudden  uuliKnatioo.  started  up.  and  exciaimin^  alotid. 
*  VUlain !  Uort  thou  say  the  Mass  at  mv  lus  t*  threw 
the  vtool  on  which  the  KiA  been  sittlnff.  at  the  Doan't 
head.  A  wild  uproar  commenced  that  Infant.  The 
asrvice  ww  intemiptsd.  The  women  invaded  the 
de*k  with  execrations  and  outcries,  aiid  the  Dean  di«.  : 
•n(ra«d  himself  from  his  surplice  lo  escape  trom  their 
handL"-L«Jv',  HUi  qtScoiMmd.  voL  flL  p.  1 W.      , 


No.  XLVL 
TO  MR.  W.  NICOLL. 

Mauchlime,  June  \B,  1787. 

MT  DCAR  rniBND, 

I  AM  now  arrived  aafe  in  my  native  country, 
after  a  very  agreeable  jaunt,  ami  have  the  pres- 
sure to  find  all  my  frti>niis  well.  I  bn*akfaMri 
with  your  grey-hfaiietl,  rrvrreml  friend,  Mr. 
Smith  ;  and  was  highly  pleaded  both  with  tbs 
cordi.d  welcome  he  gave  me,  and  hta  most  tx- 
cellent  api>earance  and  oterliog  good  semw. 

I  have  lieen  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dii»wintoo, 
and  am  ttt  meet  him  again  in  August.  Froa 
my  view  of  the  l.ind«  au.|  his  rrcrption  of  my 
hardship,  my  hopes  in  that  bu<«ii.e9«  are  rat'.irir 
uif  nded  ;  but  %t\\\  they  are  but  »l.*nder. 

I  am  quite  charmed  with  Dumfries  fiilka— 
Mr.  Buruaide,  the  riergyinan,  in  pnrticniar.  ii 
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ft  nmo  whom  I  shall  ever  gratefully  remember ; 
ind  his  wife,  Gudt  forgie  me,  I  had  almoat 
broke  the  tenth  commandmeot  on  her  accouut. 
Simplicity,  elegance,  good  sense,  nweetness  of 
duppotition,  good  humour,  kind  hospitahty,  are 
the  con»tituents  of  her  manner  and  heart ;  in 
aliort — but  if  I  say  one  word  more  about  her,  I 
•kail  be  directly  in  love  with  her. 

I  never,  my  friend,  thought  mankind  very 
capable  of  any  thing  generous  ;  but  the  vtateli- 
neas  of  the  Patricians  in  Edinburgh,  and  the 
ficrvility  of  my  plebeian  brethren,  (who,  per- 
haps, formerly  eyed  me  askance),  since  I  re- 
tamed  home,  have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit 
•Ifeogether  with  my  species.  I  have  bought  a 
pocket  Milton  which  I  carry  perpetually  about 
with  me,  in  order  t«)  study  the  sentiments — the 
dauntlew  magnanimity ;  the  intrepid,  unyield- 
iag  iodepeudeoce,  the  desperate  daring,  and 
wMt  defiance  of  hardship,  in  that  great  per- 
tooage^  Satan.  *Tis  true,  I  have  just  now  a 
little  cash  ;  but  I  am  afraid  the  star  that  hith- 
«rto  has  shed  itM  malijj^nant,  purpone-blasting 
fmjrs  full  in  my  zenith  ;  that  noxious  planet  so 
baneful  in  its  influences  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  I 
anch  dread  it  is  not  yet  beneath  my  horizon. — 
Misfortune  dodges  the  path  of  humin  life  ;  the 
poetic  mind  finds  it^If  miserably  deranged  in, 
ind  unfit  for  the  walks  of  business ;  add  to  all, 
duit,  thoughtless  follies  and  hare-brained  whims, 
lik«  so  many  iiptes  fatui^  eternally  divei'ging 
from  the  right  line  uf  colter  discretion,  sparkle 
with  step-bewitching  bl.ize  in  the  idly-gazing 
qres  of  the  poor  heeilleHs  Biird,  till,  pop,  *'  he 
■Its  like  Lucifer,  never  to  hope  again.**  God 
grant  tkU  may  be  an  unreal  picture  with  re- 
Meet  to  me !  but  should  it  not,  I  have  very 
httle  dependence  on  mankind.  I  will  close  my 
letter  with  this  tribute  my  heart  bids  me  pay 
foo — the  many  ties  of  acquaintance  and  friend- 
dhip  which  I  h.ive,  or  think  I  have  in  life,  I 
have  felt  along  the  lines,  and,  d — n  them !  they 
•re  almost  all  of  them  of  such  frail  contexture, 
diat  I  am  sure  they  would  not  stand  the  breath 
of  the  least  adverse  breeze  of  fortune  ;  but  from 
you,  my  ever  dear  Sir,  I  look  with  confidence 
fer  the  Apostolic  love  that  shall  wait  on  me 
"  through  good  report  and  bad  report'* — the 
love  which  Solomon  emphatically  says  **  Is 
strong  as  death.**  My  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Niaril,  and  all  the  circle  of  our  common  friends. 

P.  S.  I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  about  the  Utter 
Old  of  July. 


and  Stirling,  and  am  delighted  with  their  ap- 
pearance :  richly  waving  crops  of  wheat,  barl^, 
&c.  but  no  harvest  at  all  yet,  except  in  one  or 
two  places,  an  old  Wi^'s  Ridge.— Yesterday 
morning  I  rode  from  this  town  op  the  mean- 
dring  Devon's  banks  to  pay  my  respects  to  some 
Ayrshire  folks  at  Flarvieston.  After  breakfiut, 
we  made  a  party  to  go  and  see  the  famous  Cau- 
dron-linn,  a  remarkable  cascade  in  the  Devon, 
about  five  miles  above  Harvieston;  and  after 
spending  one  of  the  most  pleasant  days  I  ever 
had  in  my  life,  I  returned  to  Stirling  in  the 
evening.  They  are  a  family.  Sir,  though  I  had 
not  had  any  prior  tie  ;  though  they  had  not  been 
the  brother  and  si>t«rs  of  a  certain  generous 
friend  of  mine,  I  would  never  forget  them.  I 
am  told  you  have  not  seen  them  these  several 
yean«,  so  you  can  have  very  little  idea  of  what 
these  young  folks  are  now.  APuur  brother  is  as 
tall  as  you  are,  but  slender  rather  than  other- 
wise ;  and  I  have  the  satisfaction  U}  inform  you 
that  he  is  getting  the  l>c>tter  of  those  consump- 
tive Nymptoins  which  I  suppose  you  know  were 
threatening  him.  His  make,  and  particularly 
his  manner,  re<^mble  you,  but  he  will  still  have 
a  finer  face.  (I  put  in  the  word  atHl,  to  please 
Mrs.  Hamilton.)  Good  sense,  modesty,  and  at 
the  same  time  a  just  idea  of  that  respect  that 
man  owes  to  man,  and  has  a  right  in  his  turn 
to  exact,  are  striking  features  in  his  character  j 
and,  what  with  me  is  the  Alpha  and  the  Ome> 
gd,  he  has  a  heart  might  adorn  the  breast  of  a 
poet  !  Grace  has  a  good  figure  and  the  look  of 
health  and  cheerfulne^,  but  nothing  else  re- 
markable in  her  |>er8on.  T  scarcely  ever  saw  so 
striking  a  likeness  as  is  between  her  and  your 
little  Beeoie  ;  the  mouth  and  chin  particularly. 
She  is  reserved  at  first ;  but  as  we  grew  bette- 
acquainted,  I  was  delighted  with  the  native 
frankness  of  her  manner,  and  the  sterling  sense 
of  her  observation.  Of  Charlotte,  I  canuot 
speak  in  common  terms  of  admiration :  she  is 
not  only  beautiful,  but  lovely.  Her  form  is  ele- 
gant ;  her  features  not  regular,  but  they  have 
the  4m<le  of  sweetness  and  the  settled  compla- 
cency of  good  nature  in  the  highest  degree  ;  and 
her  complexion,  now  that  she  has  happily  re- 
covered her  wonted  health,  is  equal  to  Miss 
Burnet's.  After  the  exercise  of  our  riding  to 
the  Falls,  Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr.  Doooe'a 
mbtress : 


« 


Her  pure  and  eloquent  Mood 


Spoke    in    her    cheeks,    and    so   distinctly 

wrought. 
That  one  would  almost  say  her  body  thought.*' 


No.XLyiL 


TO  OAVIN  HAMILTON,  Esq. 


Her  ejres  are  fiucinating  ;  at  once  expressive  of 
good  tense,  tenderness,  and  a  noble  mind. 

I  do  not  give  you  all  thb  account,  my  good 
Sir,  to  flatter  you.     I  mean  it  to  reproach  yoa« 
Such  relations  the  first  peer  in  the  realm  might 
Stiriinff,  28th  Aug,  1787.     own  with  pride ;  then  why  do  you  not  keep  up 
Hkrb  sin  I  on  my  way  to  Inverness.    I  have  more   correspondence   with   these   so    amiable 
tltWed  orer  the  rich,  fertile  canes  of  Falkirk  young  folks  ?    I  had  a  thousand  questiom  to 
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Aoiwer  about  yon  .VI :  T  Ii.hI  to  deacribe  the 
little  oni*A  with  tlie  minntt>nc««  (»f  anatomj. 
Tkej  were  liigh'.y  del'^htcii  when  I  told  them 
that  John*  u'.t<*  *o  •;(*  td  .1  f>«>y,  and  no  fine  a 
■choUr,  and  thit  Wi!lief  Wis  goinjj  on  itUI 
Terr  pretty  ;  hut  I  h.ive  it  in  commiwiion  to 
tell  her  from  them  that  Uauty  is  a  poor  silly 
bauble  without  she  lie  j^mI.  Mim  Chalmers  I 
had  left  in  Kiliiilmri^h,  but  I  h.id  the  pleasure 
of  meetinfi:  with  Mrs,  Chalinem,  only  Lady 
Bf^Kensie  beiii<^  mther  a  little  alarmingly  ill  of 
a  aore-throat,  «()mewhat  marr'd  our  enjoyment. 
I  shall  not  be  in  Avnthire  for  four  weeks. 
My  most  respectful  compliments  to  Mrs.  Ha- 
milton, Miss  Kennedy,  and  Dr.  M'KeDxie.  I 
■hall  probably  write  him  from  some  stiige  or 
other. 

I  am  ever,  Sir, 

Yours  most  gratefully. 


able  company,  raiae*  in  hnns^t  gl  iw  in  ny  bi> 
som. 


No.  XLVIII. 

TO  MR.  WALKER,  BLAIR  OF 
ATHOI  F 

Invemeut  btk  Sept.  1787. 

MT  DBAR  SIR, 

I  HATK  just  time  to  write  the  foregoing,  \ 
Aod  to  tell  you  that  it  wan  (at  least  most  part 
of  it),  the  eflTuHion  of  an  half  hour  I  spent  at 
Bruar.  I  do  not  mean  it  was  extempore,  for  I 
have  endeavoured  to  brush  it  up  as  well  as  Mr. 
N  's  chat,  and  the  jogging  of  the  chaise, 

would  allow.  It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal, 
as  rhyme  is  the  coin  with  which  a  poet  pays  his 
debts  of  honour  or  gratitude.  What  I  owe  to 
the  noble  family  of  Athole,  of  the  first  kind,  I 
shall  ever  proudly  boast ;  what  I  owe  of  the 
last,  so  help  me  God  in  my  hour  of  need,  I 
•hall  never  forget. 

The  little  '<  angel  baod  !— I  declare  I  pray- 
ed for  them  very  sincerely  to-day  at  the  Pall  of 
Fyars.  I  shall  never  forget  the  fine  family- 
piece  I  saw  at  Blair ;  the  amiable,  the  truly 
noble  Duchess,  wilh  her  smiling  little  seraph 
in  her  Iap»  at  the  head  of  tlie  table  ;  the  lovely 
**  olive  plants,'*  as  the  Hebrew  bard  finely  sayv, 
round  the  happy  mother ;  the  beautiful  Mrs. 

G ;  the  lovely,  sweet  Miss  C  &c.     I  wish 

I  had  the  powers  of  Guido  to  do  them  justice ! 
My  Lord  Duke*«  kind  hospitality,  markedly 
kind,  indeed  >— 'Mr   G.  of  F        -*8  charms  of 

conversation — Sir   W.  M *s  friendship— in 

■hort,  the  recollection  of  all  that  polite,  agree- 


•  This  Is  the  '*  wee eurUe  Johnnie'  mentionod  In 
Burm's  dedication  to  Gavin  Hamilton.  Emq.  To  thit 
eentleman,  and  everv  braneh  of  the  Amiily,  the  Editor 
Is  Indebted  for  much'  tnformatioQ  rcspeecing  the  poet, 
and  very  sratefulljr  acknowlsdfst  the  kindne«  shewn 
tohlfmelr 

t  Now  married  to  the  Rer.  John  Tod,  Minister  of 
Mauchlint-. 

I  "  llitf  humble  Petition  of  Bnitt^Walv  to  the 
Dukeof  AtJiole^* 


No.  XLIX. 
TO  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS. 

Edinbttrgh,  17/A  S<pi,  17^7 

MT  DSAR  BROTHER, 

I  ARRIVED  here  safe  yesterday  evenia:;,  afWi 
a  tour  of  twenty-two  d:iy«,  and  travelling  bcbt 
six  hundred  miles  windings  included.  Mf 
farthest  stretch  was  about  ten  miles  beyood  Up 
verne«.  I  went  through  the  heart  of  dM 
Highlands,  by  Crieff^  T.iymuuth,  the  tankias 
seat  of  Lord  Breadalbtne,  down  the  T^, 
among  cascades  and  druidical  circles  of  ttoacs 
to  Dunkeld,  a  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Atbok; 
thence  cross  Tay,  and  up  one  of  his  tribetiry 
streams  to  Blair  of  Athole,  another  of  the 
Duke*8  seats,  where  I  hid  the  honour  of  «peo4- 
ing  nearly  two  di)'S  with  his  Grace  and  family ; 
thence  many  miles  through  a  wild  country,  ft- 
mong  cliflBi  grey  with  eternal  snows,  and  gKioay 
sivage  glens,  till  I  crossed  Spey  and  went  dovm 
the  stream  through  Strathspey,  so  Cftuions  ia 
Scottish  music,  Badenoch,  kr.  till  I  rrachsd 
Grant  Castle,  where  I  spent  half  a  djy  sri^ 
Sir  James  Grant  and  family  ;  and  then  crosnd 
the  country  for  Fort  George,  but  called  by  the 
way  at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  seat  of  Macbeath  ; 
there  I  saw  tbe  identical  bed  in  which,  tradi- 
tion saj'B,  King  Duncan  was  murdered :  la»tly, 
from  Fort  George  to  Inverness. 

I  returned  by  the  coast,  through  Nairn,  Fib- 
res, and  so  on.  to  Aberdeen ;  tbence  to  8toQ^> 
hive,  where  James  Bumes,  At>ra  Montrose,  met 
me  by  appointment  I  spent  two  days  amoaf 
our  relations,  and  found  our  aunts,  Jean  ud 
Isalwl,  still  alive,  and  bale  old  women.  Jobs 
Caird,  though  bom  the  same  year  with  our  ft- 
ther,  walks  as  vigorously  an  I  con  ;  they  have 
had  several  letters  from  his  son  in  New  \tn\. 
William  Brand  is  likewise  r  stout  old  fellirw  : 
but  further  particulars  I  delay  till  I  see  yoo, 
which  will  be  in  two  or  three  weeks.  The 
rest  of  my  stages  are  not  worth  rrliejrkiu; : 
warm  as  I  was  from  Os4iin*s  country,  wherv  1 
had  seen  his  very  grave,  whtt  cared  I  f  >r  fi4i< 
iog  towns  or  fertile  carses  f  I  slept  at  the  f** 
mous  Brodie  of  Brodie's  one  night,  and  dised 
at  Gordon  Ca«tle  next  dav  with  the  Duke. 
Duchess,  and  family.  I  am  thinking  to  cao^ 
mv  old  Inare  to  meet  me,  bv  tnean<*  <»f  Jiiha 
Ronald,  at  Glasgow  ;  but  you  shall  hear  fiithrf 
from  me  before  I  lenve  Edioboi^h.  .My  dutr. 
and  many  compliments  from  the  north,  to  my 
mother,  and  my  brotherly  oumpUoieots  t«>  the 
rest.  I  have  hm  trying  for  a  birth  for  Wil- 
liam, but  am  not  likely  to  be 
FarewriL 
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No.  L. 
FROM  MR.  R< 


•IK,  Oehtertyre^  22d  October,  1787. 

'TwAS  only  yefterday  I  got  Colonel  Edroon- 
■toon*t  an9weri  that  neither  the  words  of 
Down  the  bum  1}ame,  nor  Dainty  Davie  (I 
forgot  which  you  mentioned),  were  written  by 
Colonel  Q.  Crawford.  Next  time  I  meet  him, 
I  will  inquire  about  his  cousin's  poetical  talents. 

Enclosed  are  the  inscriptions  you  requested, 
and  a  letter  to  Mr.  Young,  whose  company  and 
musical  talents  will,  I  am  persuaded,  be  a  feast 
to  yon.*  Nobody  can  give  you  better  hints, 
to  your  present  plan,  than  he.  Receive 
Omeron  Cameron,  which  seemed  to  make 
•nch  a  deep  imprenion  on  your  imagination, 
that  I  am  not  without  hopes  it  will  b^et  some- 

*  These  Inscriptions,  so  mudi  admired  by  Burns, 
nvbslow:— 

WtlTTBN  IH  1768. 

rOR  THE  SALICTUM     AT  OCHTERTYRE. 

SaLuaarrATis  voluptatisque  causa. 

Hoc  Salictum, 

Paludem  olim  infidam, 

Mihi  meisque  desicco  et  exomo. 

Hie,  procul  ne^otiis  strepituque 

Innoctiis  delicils 

flilvulas  inter  nascentes  reptandi, 

Apiuroque  laboret  suspiciendi, 

Fruor, 

Hie,  si  faxit  Dcus  opL  max. 

Prope  hunc  fontem  pellucidum. 

Cum  quadara  Juventutis  amieo  luperstite, 

S«pe  connuiesoam,  aenex, 

.  .«0tentus  mod  ids,  meoque  Isrtus ' 

Sin  aliter— 

JBviqoe  paululum  supefsit, 

Vos  siJvul«,  et  amid, 

Ccteraque  arocena, 

Valetc,  diuque  Isrtamini  I 


XNGUSHBD. 

To  improve  both  air  and  soil, 

1  dxam  and  decorate  tiiis  plantation  of  willows. 

Which  WW  lately  an  unprofitable  morass. 

live,  far  from  noise  and  strife, 

I  love  to  wander. 

Now  fondly  marking  the  progreu  of  my  trees, 

Now  studying  the  we,  its  aru  and  manners. 

Here,  if  it  pleases  Almighty  God, 

May  I  often  rest  in  Uie  evening  of  life. 

Near  that  transpiirent  fountain. 

With  some  surviving  friend  of  my  youtkl 

Contented  with  a  competency. 

And  happy  with  my  lot 

If  vain  these  humble  wishes. 

And  life  draws  near  a  dose. 

Ye  trees  and  friends. 

And  whatever  else  is  dear, 

FarawcU,  and  long  may  ye  flourish. 


ABOVE  THE  DOOR  OF  THE  HOUSE. 

wairraN  m  1773. 

Mrai  meisque  utinam  oontingat, 

Prope  Taidii  marglnem, 

Avito  in  Agello, 

Rane  viverc  fsuMeque  ukm'!  ! 


thing  to  delight  the  public  in  due  time  :  and, 
no  doubt,  the  circumstance**  of  this  little  tale 
might  be  varied  or  extended,  so  as  to  make 
part  of  a  pastoral  comedy.  Age  or  wounda 
might  have  kept  Omeron  at  home,  whilst  his 
countrymen  were  in  the  field.  His  station 
may  be  somewhat  varied,  without  losing  hit 
simplicity  and  kindness  ....  A  group 
of  characters,  male  and  female,  connected  with 
the  plot,  might  be  formed  from  hi^  family,  or 
■ome  neighbouring  one  of  rank.  It  is  not  in- 
dispensable that  the  guest  should  be  a  man  of 
high  station ;  nor  is  the  political  quarrel  in 
which  he  is  engaged,  of  much  importance,  un- 
less to  call  forth  the  exercise  of  generosity  and 
faithfulness,  grafted  on  patriarchal  hospitality. 
To  introduce  state  affiiirs,  would  raise  the 
style  above  comedy ;  though  a  small  spice  of 
them  would  season  the  converse  of  swaina. 
Upon  this  head  I  cannot  say  more  than  to  re- 
commend the  study  of  the  character  of  Eumaeus 
in  the  Odyssey,  which,  in  Mr.  Pope's  transla- 
tion, is  an  exquisite  and  invaluable  drawing 
from  nature,  that  would  suit  some  of  our  coun- 
try elders  of  the  present  day. 

There  must  be  love  in  the  plot,  and  a  happy 
discovery ;  and  peace  and  pardon  may  be  the 
reward  of  hospitality,  and  hone«t  attachment 
to  misguided  principles.  When  you  have  once 
thought  of  a  plot,  and  brought  the  story  into 
form.  Dr.  Blackluck,  or  Mr.  H.  Mackenzie, 
may  be  useful  in  dividing  it  into  acts  and 
scenes ;  for  in  these  matters  one  must  pay 
some  attention  to  certain  rules  of  the  drama. 
These  you  could  afterwards  fill  up  at  your  lei- 
sure. But,  whilst  I  presume  to  give  a  few 
well-meant  hints,  let  me  advise  you  to  study 
the  spirit  of  my  namesake's  dialogue,  *  which 
is  natural  without  being  low,  and,  under  the 
trammels  of  verse,  is  such  as  country  people  in 
their  situations  speak  every  day.  You  have 
only  to  bring  down  your  own  strain  a  very  lit- 
tle. A  great  plan,  such  as  this,  would  con- 
center all  your  idea*,  which  facilitates  the  exe« 
cution,  and  makes  it  a  part  of  one's  pleasure. 

i  approve  of  your  plan  of  retiring  from  din 
and  dissipation  to  a  farm  of  very  moderate  size, 
sufficient  to  find  exercise  for  mind  aud  body, 
but  not  so  great  as  to  absorb  better  things. 
And  if  some  intellectual  pursuit  be  well  chu»cn 
and  steadily  pursued,  it  will  be  more  lucrative 
than  most  farms,  in  this  age  of  rapid  improve- 
ment. 

Upon  thia  subject,  as  your  welUwisher  an'l 
admirer,  permit  me  to  go  a  step  farther.     Let 


J 


BirausHBO. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Teith, 

In  the  small  but  sweet  inheritanee 

Of  my  fathers. 

If  ay  I  and  mine  live  in  peace. 

And  die  in  Joyful  hope ! 

These  inscriptlom,  and  ths  translations,  are  in  the 

h^nd. writing  of  Mr.  11 . 

•  Allan  iCamsay,  In  the  Gentle  Shqthe  d. 


vn 
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|b<M  btight  UlcBli  wtiicb  tke  Alroight;  1 
bMtowed  DB  yon,  ba  hsaetbiCh  employed 
the  Dobk  purpoH  of  lopport^Dg  the  cdute 
BTith  mi  Tirtue.  An  imipiution  to  vir 
and  forcible  u  foan,  nuf  do  ihia  in  mioy  i 


unoat,  which  you  han  been  to  gwiJ  pucpoK  ; 
good  morili  may  be  reeammendcd  in  a  comedy, 

to  the  beat  and  ineiperiniM  o(  youth-. — ind 
fcv  pacta  can  boart,  likg  Thanuon.  of  never 
haring  written  a  line,  vhich,  dyiog,  they  wnuld 
wiih  to  blot.  In  (umicular,  I  wuh  you  to 
keep  clear  of  the  thorny  walkl  ol  »lire.  which 
make*  a  man  a  huadred  euemiot  for  oae  frieqd, 
and  ii  doubly  datigeroui  whrb  one  it  luppcned 
to  extend  the  alipa  and  vaahumea  nf  indivi- 
dual! to  their  aect  or  party.  About  loDdea  of 
tailh,  aerioD)  and  cieellcnt  men  have  alwayi 
diflerrd  ;  aod  there  an  ecrtaio  cnrioui  que*- 
tiona,  which  nuy  affind  acopv  to  mea  of  meta- 
phyaicil  hnda,  but  iieldoin  inend  the  heart  or 
temper.     Whjltt  IheK  poiota   itt  beyond  ha- 


lTo.Lt 
FaOU  UR.  V  . 

Alhalt  Boa-,  ISA  SiplKmbir,  17BT. 

ua  lelf  of  the  6th  reached  ■«  only  an 
the  I  Ith ;  what  awkward  roale  it  bad  laka  I 
know  not  1  but  it  deprived  me  of  the  plmara 


diiappoia taunt  oi 

tM  great    a»     appeana   num    ymr    rifHWHWi. 

Thia  ia  the  beat   eonaolalion  for  th*  greataaa 

ill'limed  iodiipoaltioD  which  lott  at  a 


inlhei 


it  iaaufficient  that  all  o 

what  think  you  of  good   luly  C.  7 
r  fthe  u  ao  deaf,  and  iiKaki  ao  ind' 
of  the  mi 


■ioiu  of  our  gentry  of  the  latt  aj 
pitality  and  eltT4tion  of  mind  ^ 
oui  amidtt  phin  fin  aod  pluir 
iball  be  glad  to  hear  from  you 


1  boa. 


V«  C^^lefl 


»  yo-jpi 


n  <I«P 


I  latter,) 
■ad  taleaa 

ilbeDOe 


Dundat  havt  the  pleaaan  of  yi 


lot   perhipi   yon    do    not   know 

thich  they  drvutd.  with  their  n 

a  loourcca.     Oaa  of  the  aemsta  wae  »>  • 

four  driver  to  brllH  him  to  looaen  or  piill  etf 

iboe  from  one  of  hit  honel,  but  tb*  arnbv 


Hit, 


aUa.  cDiilmaiiJed  l>T  Duoal 

lof  rlmely  inreUigeitce  of  .,- —  _,.,.. 
jtenti  rot  vff  [vnipltalely  to  the  opiA 


fas 


ight.  lumr-L..,!  ilitm,  Ullal  the 


NeitmoniiBf  Iheihad  ■  plentlAit  teeakBur.  and  ■ 
hli  .lepiilurtliU  (ueu^a*  Camevm.  ir  he  »i« 
Za'^^'n*.  ■■  S one af  OMkia^oS^Vin^ 

hMltafy™  l^*  l<™  uy  nUmniiM'.  fMI  m  <»(unw 
UlbecHllicf  KlUnrniinie,-— ■•  tl,  tilf*~n(  Ir  •«* 

The  ro,al  arm.  w..  iDon  ■(!«  i»*-«i.«*nl :  ~l  At 
iDMnieilB,  IM6^  tbetluHitl  uoiMe  la  male  lw< 
•(>Ia<l  It  dtipmeil.  The  M-DonaUv  hnwv.cr.  ft 
noticv  ifiai  OmeT"n  had  been  the  F^ri  hem.  m» 
fi>tH!dh-niioBTUi«™iw,.^Hej: 


I  a  eumbn'  of  CaBMU  4amMM  id  tkk  hJSS 
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fuhed.     Prok  mirum  !     The  driver  was  ineor*'  rect,  and  •ome  pAitieuIar  stanxu  would  give 

rmpiibUm     Yoar  verice  have  given   ut  much  univeraal  pleasure.     Let  me  know,  however,  if 

ddight,  and  I  think  will  produce  their  proper  you  incline  to  give  them  any  farther  touches. 

Act.*     They  produced   a  powerful  one  im-  Were  they  in  some  of  the  public  papers,  we 

mediately ;  for  the  morning  after  I  read  them,  could  more  easily  disseminate  them  among  our 

frt  all  set  out  in  procesiuun  to  the  Bruar,  where  friends,  which  many  of  us  are  anxious  to  do. 

aoae  of  the   ladies  had   been    these  seven  or  When  you  pay  your  promised  visit  to  the 

a%ht   years,   and   again   enjoyeil    them   there.  Braes  of  Ochtertyre,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Graham  of 

The  passages  we  most  admired  are  the  descrip-  Balguwan  b<^  tu  have  the  pleasure  of  conduct- 

tioo   of  the  tiding  trotUs,     Of  the  high  fall  ing  you  to  the  bower  of  Bessy  Sell  and  Mary 

*'  twisting  strength,*'  is  a  happy  picture  of  the  Gray,  which  is  now  in  their  possession.     The 

vpper    part.     The   characters    of    the    birds,  Duchess  would  give  any  consideration  fur  an- 

**  mild  and  mellow,**  is  the  thrush  itself.     The  other  sight  of  your  letter  to  Dr.  Moore ;  we 

benevolent  anxiety  for  their  happiness  and  safe-  must  fall  upon  some  method  uf  procuring  it  for 

tf   I   highly   approve.     The   two  stanzas  be-  her.     I  xholl  enclose  this  to  our  mutual  friend 

giaaing  "  Here  haply  too**— -darkly  daslting  is  Dr.  B             ,  who  may  forward  it.     I  shall  be 

Boat  diescriptively  OsHianic  extremely  happy  to  hear  from  you  at  your  first 

leisure.     Enclose  your  letter  in  a  cover  addres»- 

ed  to  the  Duke  of  Athole,  Dunkcld. 

God  blesi  you. 

Here  I  cannot  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  J              W 


itioning  an  incident  which  happened  yester- 
6Kf  at  the  Bruar.     As  we  passed  the  duor  of  a 

noat  miserable  hovel,  an  old  woman  curtnicd  ""^""^ 

to  OS  with  looks  of  such  poverty,  and  such  cun- 

tntment,  that  each  of  us  involuntirily  gave  her  t^     *  |v 

■anw  money.     She  was  astonished,  and  in  the 
eonfoaion  of  her  gratitude,  invited  us  in.     Misat  vnrwM  xt o     a  »t 

C  and  I,  that  we  might  not  hurt  her  delicacy,  tROM  MR.  A M . 

entered — ^but,  good  God,  what  wretched ne^^s !  a  i,  r\   -ju-   tPtan 

It  was  a  CHW-house— her  own  cottage  had  l>eeii  *'^,;  .     ,  ,  ®      petojer,  I7B7. 

bamt  last  winter.     The  poor  <,ld  creature  stu<Hl        ^'^^^^^  P't  arrived  from  abroad,  I  had  yoor 

pfffeetly  silent— looked  at  Miss  C.  then  to  the  P*^'"*  1'"'  '"^  ""X  *»">^ ''   ?*^  P'^l****  '  "^ 

nwoey,  and  burst  into  tears-M'^oi  C.  joined  f*?'*^*  '°  ^"^'""^  '*»«"•  ^f*  »°1"**^  me  to  io. 

her,  and,  with  a  vehemence  of  sensibility,  tm.k  »'cit  your  liberty  to  publish  them  amongst  a 

•Qt  her  purse,  and  emptied  it  into  the  old  wo-  ""JP^er  of  our  countrymen   in   America,   (tc 

man*a  lip.    What  a  charming  scene  !— A  sweet  "^^'^^  t^f  ^  *^*"  Portly  return),   and  where 

•eeomplished  girl  of  seventeen  in  so  angelic  a  ^^^Y"^'^  ^  f  ^J^^  «f  ■"«»»  excellence,  that  i 

aUnation !    Take  your  pencil  and  paint  her  in  !^«"'**  ^  "  >°J"7  ^  your  merit  and  their  feeU 

yoar  nioit  glowing  tints.— Hold  her  up  amidst  »°ej°  P"^^*?*  '^«''  •PPe*'»ag  in  public, 

the  darkness  of  this  scene  of  human  woe,  to  the  ,   Receive  the  following   hastily-wntten   Ln« 

hey  dames  that  flaunt  through  the  gaieties  of  life,  '™™  *  weU-wisher. 
without  ever  feeling  one  generous,  one  great 

tnotioo.  Fair  fa*  yonr  pen,  mv  dainty  Rob» 

Two  da)i  after  you  left  us,  I  went  to  Tay-       Your  leisom  way  o  writing, 

■Mttth.      it  ia  a  charming  i)lBce,  but  still  I  Whiles,  glowring  o'er  your  works  I  sob, 
think  art  has  been  too  busy.     Let  me  be  your       Whiles  laugh,  whiles  downright  greeting 

CSeerooe  for  two  days  at  Dunkeld,  *  and  you  Your  sonsie  tykes  may  charm  a  chiel, 
will  acknowledge  that  in  the  beauties  of  naked       Their  words  are  wondrous  bonny, 

nature  we  are  not  surpassed.     The  loch,  the  But  guid  Scotch  drink  the  truth  does  laj 
Gothic  arcade,  and  the  fall  of  the  hermitage,       It  is  as  guid  aa  ony 
mm  me  most  delight.     But  I  think  the  last  Wi'  yon  this  day. 

haa  not  been  taken  proper  advantage  of.     The 

hvmitage  is  too  much  in  the  common-place  Poor  Mailie^  troth,  1*11  nae  but  thinks 
ttyle.  Every  body  expects  the  couch,  the  book-       Ye  did  the  poor  thing  wrang, 

■rtia,  a:.d  the  Lairy  gown.     The  Duke*s  idea  To  leave  her  tether'd  on  the  brink 
I  diink  better.     A  rich  and  elegant  apartment        Of  stank  sae  wide  and  lang  ; 

in  an  excellent  contrast  to  a  scene  of  Alpine  Her  dying  words  upbraid  ye  iaift 
hifTora.  Cry  fye  on  your  neglect ; 

I  must  now  beg  your  permission  (unless  you  Guid  feith  !  gin  ye  haid  got  play  ftir» 
hBvn  some  other  design)  to  have  your  verses  This  deed  had  stretch*d  your  neck 
printed.     They  appear  to  me  extremely  cor-  That  moumfa*  dq^ 


•  -The  humble  petftkm  of  Bruar.Water  la  the  ^"^7^*»  "^  ^^  ^_^  *"*  *^ 
IMtarAthgta.*  g,  Wa*  ne  *  wumbi  binU% 
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Hlia  great  an*  taniCn  begun  to  danti 
And  uk*  him  hy  the  gardie  ; 

At  Mta  na  ony  lawland  chiel. 
Like  you  tu  verae  or  rhyme. 

Fur  few  like  you  can  fley  the  de*il, 
And  tkelp  auld  wither'd  Time 
Oa  ony  day. 

It*s  fair  to  praise  ilk  cinty  callan, 

Be  he  of  purevt  fame. 
If  he  but  tries  to  raise  as  Allan, 

Auld  Scotia*8  bonny  name  ; 
To  you,  therefore,  in  humble  rhyme, 

Better  I  canna  gi'e. 
And  tho*  it's  but  a  swatch  of  thine, 

Accept  these  lines  frat  me, 

Upo'  this  day. 


Frae  Joc\^  o*  Groats  to  bonny  Tweed, 

Frae  that  e*en  to  the  line. 
In  ilka  place  where  Scohimen  bleed. 

There  shall  your  hardship  shine ; 
Ilk  honest  chiel  wha  reads  your  buick, 

Will  there  aye  meet  a  brither. 
He  lang  may  seek,  and  lang  will  look, 

Ere  he  fin*  sic  anither 

On  ony  day. 

Peart  that  my  cniicket  Terse  should  spairge 

Some  wark  of  wordie  mak*, 
I*se  nae  mair  o*  this  head  enlai^e, 

But  now  my  farewell  tak' : 
Lang  may  you  live,  lang  may  you  write, 

And  sing  like  English  Weischell, 
This  prayer  I  do  myself  indite, 

From  yours  still,  A M  , 

This  very  diiy. 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


No.  LIIL 


FROM  MR.  J.  RAMSAY, 

TO  THE 

REVEREND  W.  YOUNG,  at  Erskinb. 

OCAR  SIR,  Cfchtertyre,  22rf  Oct.  1787. 

Allow  me  to  introduce  Mr.  Burns,  whose 
poems,  I  dare  say,  have  given  you  much  plea- 
sure. Upon  a  personal  acquaintance,  I  doubt 
not,  you  will  relish  the  man  as  much  as  his 
works,  in  which  there  is  a  rich  vein  of  intel- 
lectual ore.  He  baa  heard  some  of  our  High- 
land luinifft  or  aoags  played,  which  delighted 
him  so  much  that  he  has  made  words  to  one 
or  two  of  them,  which  will  render  theae  more 
popular.  As  he  has  thought  of  being  in  your 
quarter,  I  am  pervuaded  you  will  not  think  it 
labour  kwt  to  indulge  the  poet  of  nature  with  a 
sample  of  thoae  sweet  artless  melodies,  which 
only  want  to  be  married  (in  Milton's  phrase) 
to  congeaial  wonii.    I  wkh  wt  ooaki  eoBJure 


up  the  ghost  of  Joseph  M<D.  to  infnae  iato  «w 
bard  a  portion  of  his  enthnaiaem  for  thoae  a^ 
glected  airs,  which  do  not  svh  the  fanliin— 
musicians  of  the  present  hour.  But  if  it  bt 
true  that  Corelli  (whom  I  looked  oo  as  the 
Homer  of  muiiic)  is  out  of  date,  it  is  no  proaf 
of  their  taste  ; — this,  however,  is  goii^  oat  of 
my  province.  You  ran  ahow  Mr.  Burns  tho 
manner  of  singing  these  same  l^tinigs ;  and,  if 
he  can  humour  it  in  words,  I  do  not  despair  of 
seeing  one  of  them  sung  upon  the  stage,  in  tho 
original  styl^  round  a  napkin. 

I  am  very  sorry  we  are  likely  to  meet  so  sel- 
dom in  thio  neighbourhood.  It  is  one  of  dv 
greatest  drawbacks  that  attenda  obscurity,  that 
one  has  so  few  opportunities  of  cnltivatiof  ae- 
quaintances  at  a  distance.  1  hope,  kowevor, 
aome  time  or  other,  to  have  the  pleaoaro  of 
beating  up  your  quarters  at  Erakine,  aad  of 
hauling  you  away  to  Paisley,  fcc  ;  racaawkili 
I  beg  to  be  remembered  to  Measn.  Boog  aad 
Mylne. 

If  Mr.  B.  goes  by ,  give  him  a  hiDcC  oa 

our  friend  Mr.  Stuart,   who,    I  preoame,  dsoi 
not  dread  the  frown  of  his  dioeuatu 
I  am.  Dear  Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  humble  onraat, 

J.  RAMSAT. 


No.  LIV. 


FROM  MR.  RAMSAY, 

TO 

DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

DEAR  SIR,  OcA/erTyre,  87/A  Oct:  1W7. 

I  RXCEivKD  yours  by  Mr.  Bums,  aad  fifo 
you  many  thanks  for  giving  me  an  opportaaily 
of  conversing  with  a  man  of  his  calibre.  Ho 
will,  1  doubt  not,  let  you  know  what  pasMd  ho- 
tweeu  us  on  the  subject  of  my  hinta,  to  whk^  I 
have  made  additions,  in  a  letter  aent  ham  t*olkr 
day  to  your  care. 


You  may  tell  Mr.  Buma,  when  yoa  sec  hia^ 
that  Colonel  Edmonstoune  told  roe  t*othcr  diy, 
that  his  coukin.  Colonel  George  Crawford,  wai 
no  |ioi>t,  but  a  great  ainger  of  songs ;  bat  thai 
his  eldest  brother  Robert  (by  a  former  marriifo) 
had  a  great  turn  that  way,  having  writtra  tk 
words  of  The  Btuk  ahooH  Traqwair^  aad 
Tweedside,  That  the  Mary  to  whom  it  w« 
addressed  waa  Mary  Stewart  of  the  Casilciailk 
family,  afterwards  wife  of  Mr.  John  Reicboik 
The  Colonel  never  oaw  Robert  Crawfoi^,  thoMh 
he  waa  at  bio  burial  fifty-lhre  ycare  ifa  W 
waa  a  pretty  voong  man,  and  had  Kred  loag  ii 
France.  Lady  Ankerville  ia  hia  bmo^  aad  mf 
know  moRof  '* 
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•Boti|*cr  Ilka  me  miglit  moraliie  npoa  the  vaaitj 
■f  life,  and  the  vanity  of  thoae  tweet  ttfutione. 
—Bat  1  have  hardly  room  to  ofier  my  best  oom- 
ploMnta  to  Mrt.  Blacklock  ;  and  I  am, 
Dear  Doctor, 
Yo«r  moat  obedient  hamble  terrant, 

J.  RAMSAY. 


No.LV. 


FROM  IfR.  JOHN  MURDOCH. 

«r  DKAE  aia,       LoneUm^  28th  Oct,  1787. 

At  my  friend,  Mr.  Brown,  is  going  from  this 
plaee  to  yonr  neighbonrhood,  I  embrace  the  op* 
portanity  of  tdling  you  that  I  am  yet  alive,  to- 
trably  well,  and  iJwajrs  in  expectation  of  beii^ 
By  the  much- valued  letters  before  me,  I 
that  it  was  my  duty  to  have  given  you  this  in- 
eeHigenoe  about  three  years  and  nine  months  ago ; 
and  have  nothing  to  all^  as  an  excuse  but  Uiat 
we  poor,  busy,  bustling  bodies  in  London,  are  so 
much  taken  up  with  the  various  pursuits  in  which 
we  are  here  engaged,  that  we  sekiom  think  of 
any  person,  creature,  place,  or  thing,  that  is  ab- 
Bnt  this  is  not  altogether  the  case  with 
fisr  I  often  think  of  you,  and  Humie,  and 
JKfatfM/,  and  an  unfathomed  depth,  and  Unattn 
brunatamet  all  in  the  same  minute,  although  you 
and  they  are  (as  I  suppose)  at  a  considerable  di»> 
taoce.  I  flatter  mysebf,  however,  with  the  pleas- 
ing thought,  that  you  and  I  shall  meet  some 
time  or  other  either  in  Scotland  or  England. 
If  ever  you  come  hither,  you  will  have  the  satis- 
£Mtion  of  seeing  your  poems  relished  by  the  Csf* 
ledonians  in  London,  full  as  much  as  they  can 
be  by  those  of  Edinburgh.  We  frequently  re- 
peat some  of  your  verses  in  our  Caledonian  so- 
ciety ;  and  you  may  believe,  that  I  am  not  a 
little  vain  that  I  have  had  some  share  in  culti- 
vating such  a  geniuK.  I  was  not  absolutely  cer- 
tain that  yon  were  the  author,  till  a  few  days  a^ 
go,  when  I  made  a  visit  to  Mrs.  Hill,  Dr. 
M*Comb*s  eldest  daughter,  who  lives  in  town, 
and  who  told  me  that  she  was  informed  of  it  by 
a  Irtter  from  her  sister  in  Eilinbnrgh,  with  whom 
yoti  had  been  in  company  when  in  that  capital. 

Pray  let  me  know  if  you  have  any  intention 
of  viniting  this  huge,  overgrown  metropolis  ?  It 
wftuid  afiurd  matter  jfor  a  large  poem.  Here  you 
would  have  an  opportunity  of  indulging  your 
vein  in  the  study  of  mankind,  perhaps  to  a  great- 
er 4ftgn9  iJian  in  any  city  upon  the  fact  of  the 
globe ;  for  the  inhabitants  of  London,  as  you 
know,  are  a  collection  of  all  nationa^  kindreds, 
and  tongues,  who  make  it,  ss  it  were,  the  centre 
of  their  eommeroe. 


Present  my  respectful  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Borne,  to  my  dear  friend  Gilbert,  and  all  the 
Kit  of  ber  amiable  children.  May  the  Father 
of  the  vniverse  bless  you  all  with  those  princi* 
pits  «id  dispositiooi  that  the  best  of  parcati 


took  such  uncommon  pains  to  instil  into  your 
minds  from  your  earliest  in&ncy  '  May  you  live 
as  he  did  !  if  you  do,  you  can  never  be  unhappy. 
I  feel  myself  grown  serious  all  at  once,  and  af- 
iiBCted  in  a  manner  I  cannot  describe.  I  shall 
only  add,  that  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  pleasures 
I  promise  myself  before  I  die,  that  of  seeing  the 
family  of  a  man  whose  memory  I  revere  more 
than  that  of  any  person  that  ever  I  was  ac- 
quainted with. 

I  am,  my  dear  Friend, 

Yours  sincerely, 

JOHN  MURDOCH. 


No.  LVL 


FROM  MR. 


SIR,        Gifrdim  Cattle,  S\tt  October,  1787. 

Ip  yon  were  not  sensible  of  your  fault  as  well 
as  of  your  loss  in  leaving  this  place  so  suddenly, 
I  should  condemn  you  to  starve  upon  cauld  hail 
for  ae  towmoni  at  least ;  and  as  for  Dich  Xo- 
(I'fie,*  your  travelling  companion,  without  ban- 
ning him  wV  a*  the  curses  contained  in  your  let- 
ter, (which  he*Il  no  value  a  bawbee),  I  should 
give  him  nought  but  Stra*bogie  eastoche  to  chew 
for  $ax  ouhe,  or  aye  imtil  he  was  as  sensible  of 
his  error  as  you  seem  t)  be  of  yours. 


Your  song  I  showed  without  producing  the 
author ;  and  it  was  judged  by  the  Duchess  to  be 
the  production  of  Dr.  Beattie.  I  sent  a  copy  of 
it,  by  her  Grace's  desire,  to  a  BIrs.  M'Phenon 
in  Badenoch,  who  sings  Morag  and  all  other 
Gaelic  songs  in  great  perfection.  I  have  re- 
corded it  likewise,  by  Lady  Charlotte's  desire, 
in  a  book  belonging  to  her  ladyship,  where  it  is 
in  company  with  a  great  many  other  poems  and 
verses,  some  of  the  writers  of  which  are  no  less 
eminent  for  their  political  than  for  their  poetical 
abilities.  When  the  Duchess  was  informed  that 
you  were  the  author  she  wished  you  had  written 
the  verses  in  Scotch. 

Any  letter  directed  to  me  here  will  come  to 
hand  safely,  and,  if  sent  under  the  Duke*s  cover, 
it  will  likewise  come  free ;  that  is,  as  long  as  the 
Duke  is  in  this  country. 

I  am.  Sir,  yours  sincerely. 


No.  LVIL 

FROM  THE  REV.  JOHN  SKINNER. 

SIR,  Zinehartf  }Uh  Abr.  1787. 

Your  kind  return  without  date,  but  of  post- 
mark October  25th,  came  to  my  hand  only  this 
day  ;  and,  to  testify  my  punctuality  to  my  po- 


•  Mr.  Nleou. 
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etic  engagement,  I  xit  down  immediately  to  an- 
swer it  in  kind.  Your  acknowledgment  of  mjr 
poor  but  jutt  encomiums  on  your  surprising  ge- 
nius, and  your  opinion  of  my  rhyming  excur- 
sions, are  tioth,  I  think,  by  far  too  bigh.  The 
difference  between  our  two  tracts  of  education 
and  way4  of  life  is  entirely  in  your  favour,  and 
gives  you  the  preference  every  manner  of  way. 
I  know  a  clai^icul  education  will  not  create  a 
versifying  ta<>t«,  bat  it  mightily  improves  and  as- 
sists it;  and  though,  where  both  these  meet, 
there  may  sometimes  be  ground  for  approbation, 
yet  where  taste  appears  single,  as  it  were,  and 
neither  cramped  nor  supported  by  acquisition, 
I  will  always  sustain  the  justice  of  its  prior  claim 
to  applause.  A  small  portion  of  taste,  this  way, 
I  have  had  almost  horn  childhood,  especially  in 
the  old  Scottish  dialect :  and  it  is  as  old  a  thing 
as  I  remember,  my  fondness  for  ChrUt  kirk  o* 
the  Green,  which  I  had  by  heart  ere  I  was 
twelve  years  of  age,  and  which,  some  years  ago, 
I  attempted  to  turn  into  Latin  verse.  While  I 
was  young,  I  dabbled  a  good  deal  in  these  things  ; 
but,  on  getting  the  black  gown,  I  gave  it  pretty 
much  over,  till  my  daughters  grew  up,  who,  bts 
ing  all  good  singers,  plagued  me  for  words  to 
some  of  their  favourite  tunes,  and  so  extorted 
these  effusions,  which  have  mide  a  public  appear- 
ance beyond  my  expectations,  and  contrary  to 
my  intentions,  at  tlie  same  time  that  I  hope  there 
is  nothing  to  be  found  in  them  uncharacter- 
istic, or  unbecoming  the  cloth,  which  I  would 
always  wisth  to  see  respected. 

As  to  the  assistance  you  propose  from  me  in 
the  undertaking  you  are  engaged  in,  *  I  am  surry 
1  cannot  give  it  so  far  as  I  could  wish,  and  you, 
perhaps,  expect.  My  daughters,  who  were  my 
only  intelligencers,  are  iW/urie  famUitit*^  uud 
the  old  womiin  their  mother  his  lost  that  toitte. 
There  are  two  from  my  own  fien,  which  I  might 
gpve  you,  if  worth  the  while.  One  to  the  old 
Scotch  tune  of  Dnininrton»  Drunts. 

The  other  perhaps  you  have  met  with,  as 
your  noble  friend  the  Duchess  has,  I  am  told, 
heard  of  it.  It  was  squeezed  out  of  me  by  a 
brother  parson  in  her  neiglilwurhofKl,  to  accom- 
uiodate  a  new  Highland  itscl  for  the  Marquis's 
birth*day,  to  the  stanza  of 

**  Tune  your  fiddles,  tune  them  sweetly,"  kc 

If  this  last  answer  your  purpose,  you  may 
have  it  from  a  brother  of  mine,  Mr.  James  Skin- 
ner, writer  in  Edinburgh,  who,  I  believe,  can 
give  the  music  too. 

There  is  another  humorous  thing,  I  have  heard 
•aid  to  be  done  by  the  Catholic  priest  Geddes, 
and  which  hit  my  taste  much  : 

**  There  was  a  wee  wileikie  was  coming  frae  the 

fi&ir, 
Had  gotten  a  little  drapikie,  which  bred  her 

meikle  care; 


•  VA  pin  of  puliliihiQg  a  compltti  •oIleetloQ  of 


It  took  upo'  the  wifie's  heart,  tad  she 

And  quo*  the  wee  wifetkie,  I  wish  I  huna  fsa, 
Iwi$k,  ^^ 

I  have  heard  of  another  new  eompositioo,  bf 
a  young  ploughman  of  my  acquaintancf^  that  I 
am  vastly  pleased  with,  to  the  taoe  of  TV  hu- 
mours of  GUfLt  which  I  fiear  won't  do,  as  the 
music,  I  am  told,  is  of  Irish  originaL  I  havf 
mentioned  these,  such  as  they  are,  to  show  wr 
readiness  to  oblige  you,  and  to  contribute  nr 
mite,  if  I  could,  to  the  patriodc  work  yoa  hive 
in  hand,  and  which  I  wish  all  sncoeaa  to.  Y<« 
have  only  to  notify  your  mind«  and  what  jwi 
want  of  the  above  shall  be  sent  yo«. 

Mcintime,  while  you  are  thus  pnblirlr,  I 
may  say,  employed,  do  not  sheath  yoor  eva 
proper  and  piercing  weapon.  From  wlist  I 
have  seen  of  yours  already,  I  am  inclined  is 
hope  for  much  good.  One  leawa  of  rirtac  ni 
morality,  delivered  in  your  amoaing  style,  aad 
from  such  as  you,  will  operate  more  than  doaeai 
would  do  from  such  as  me,  who  shall  be  toU  it 
is  our  employment,  and  be  never  more  BioM : 
whereas,  from  a  pen  like  yonn,  u  being  one  d 
the  many,  what  comes  will  be  ndmirad.  Ad- 
miration will  produce  regard,  and  fcgazd  viQ 
leave  an  impretdiioo,  especially  wAen  examfk 
pi  es  along. 

Now  binna  saying  I*m  ill  bred, 
£!•«,  by  my  troth,  1*11  not  be  glad 
Fur  codgers,  ye  have  heard  it  said. 

And  sic  like  fiy. 
Maun  aye  be  harland  in  their  trada. 

And  aae  maun  L 


Winhing  yon  from  my  poet-pen,  all 
and   in  uiy  otiier  character,  all  happinesi  a 
heave  lily  direction, 

I  remain,  with  esteem. 

Your  sincere  friend, 

JOHN  SKINNER. 


No.  LVIII. 
FROM  MRS.  ROSS. 

SIR.         KUraroek  CaatUy  SOM  J\or.  I7S7. 

I  Horx  you  will  do  me  the  justice  tn  bdicvs 
that  it  was  no  defect  in  gratitud*  ^ir  yoet 
punctual  performance  of  your  patting  pntoiin 
that  has  ma<le  roe  so  lung  in  acknowlcdgini  iL 
but  merely  the  difficulty  I  hail  in  gettia;  th« 
Highland  songs  you  wished  to  have,  acrursldT 
noted  ;  they  are  at  hut  enclosed  :  bat  kuw  ikiU 
I  convey  along  with  them  those  graces  thrr  ic- 
qaired  from  the  melodiona  voice  of  om  of  ikr 
fiur  spirits  of  the  hiU  of  KiMrwnmie !  Tkm\ 
mnst  leavo  to  yoar  imagination  to  wpply*  '* 
hM  powtn  wfliBiMil  lo  twpqrt  jwi  to  b* 
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■ide,  to  reeall  her  aceents,  ind  to  make  them 
■till  Tiorato  m  tbe  can  of  memory.  To  her  I, 
im  indebted  for  {getting  the  enclosed  notes.' 
They  are  clothed  with  "  thoughts  that  breathe, 
and  words  thct  bnm."  ThuCi  however,  being 
in  an  vdbioaim  tongue  to  you,  yon  must  again 
have  reeoune  to  that  same  fertile  imagination 
of  yonrs  to  interpret  them,  and  auppoae  a  lover  s 
deKriptioo  of  the  beautiea  of  an  adored  miatrets 
«>why  did  I  say  unknown  ?  The  langu^^e  of 
tore  is  an  universal  one,  thit  seems  to  have 
escaped  the  confusion  of  Babel,  and  to  be  un- 
derstood by  all  nations. 

I  rejoice  to  find  that  you  were  pleased  with 
so  many  things,  persons,  and  places  in  your 
northern  tour,  because  it  leads  me  to  hope  vou 
may  be  induced  to  revisit  them  again.     That 

rbe  old  castle  of  K k,  and  its  inhabitants, 

were  amongst  these,  adds  to  my  satisfaction.  I 
am  eren  vain  enough  to  admit  your  very  flat- 
tering application  of  the  line  of  Addison's  ;  at 
any  rate,  allow  me  to  believe  that  "  friendship 
will  maintain  the  ground  she  has  occupied"  in 
both  our  hearts,  in  spite  of  alMence,  and  that, 
when  we  do  meet,  it  will  be  as  acquaintince  of 
a  score  of  years  standing ;  and  on  this  footing, 
eonsider  me  as  interested  in  the  future  course  of 
your  fiime,  so  splendidly  commenced.  Any 
communications  of  tlie  progrens  of  your  muse 
will  he  received  with  ((teat  gratitude,  and  the 
fire  of  your  genius  will  have  pciwur  to  warm, 
even  us,  fniecn  sisters  of  the  north. 

The  friends  of  K k  and    K -e 

unite  in  coniial  regards  to  you.  When  you  in- 
cline to  fif^ure  either  in  your  i«lea,  nuppoM!  souie 
of  us  reading  your  poemsi,  and  Roine  of  us  singing 
ynur  songs,  and  my  little  Hugh  l(K)king  at  yuur 
pictiire,  and  you*U  seldom  be  wnmg.  We  re- 
mmiber  BIr.  N.  with  as  miirh  good  will  as  we 
do  any  bo<ly,  who  hurried  Mr.  Burns  from  us. 

Farewell,  Sir,  1  can  only  contribute  the 
widoK*s  mite  to  the  esteem  and  ailuiiration  ex- 
rite«l  by  your  merits  ami  genius  but  this  1  give 
as  she  did,  with  all  my  heart-— being  sincerely 
Toun^  £•  I^ 


trtends  of  Job,  of  affliction-bearing  rotmory, 
when  they  sat  down  with  him  seven  days  and 
seven  niglits,  and  spoke  not  a  word. 


I  am  naturally  of  a  superstitious  cast,  and  aa 
soon  as  my  wonder-scared  imsgination  regained 
its  consciousnets  and  resumed  its  functions,  I 
cast  about  what  this  mania  of  yours  might  por- 
tend. My  foreboding  ideas  had  the  wide  stretch 
of  possibility  ;  and  several  events,  great  in  their 
magnitude,  and  important  in  their  consequences, 
occurred  to  my  fancy.  The  downfal  of  the 
conclave,  or  the  crushing  of  the  cork  rumps ;  a 
ducal  coronet  to  Lord  George  Q  and  the 

pro^estant  interest ;  or  St.  Peter's  keys  to  .  • 
.... 

You  want  to  know  how  I  come  on.  I  am 
jast  in  statu  quo,  or,  not  to  iohult  a  gentleman 
with  my  Latin,  "  in  auld  une  and  wont."  The 
noble  Earl  of  Glencairn  took  me  by  the  hand 
to-day,  and  iutereyted  liimMvlf  in  my  concerns, 
with  a  goodness  like  that  benevolent  being, 
whose  image  he  i>o  richly  bears.  He  is  a 
stronger  proof  of  the  immortality  of  the  soni, 
than  any  that  philosophy  ever  produced.  A 
mind  like  his  can  never  die.  Let  the  worship- 
ful squire,  H.  L.  or  the  reverend  Moss  J.  BL 
go  into  their  primitive  nothing.  At  best  they 
are  but  ill-dige«ted  lump^  of  chaos,  only  one  of 
them  strongly  tin^ofl  with  bituminous  particles 
and  sulphureous  effluvia.  But  my  nuble  pa- 
tron, eti'rnal  as  tlie  hi>roic  swt-U  of  magnanimi- 
ty, and  the  generous  throb  of  benevolence,  shall 
look  on  with  princely  eye  at  '*  the  war  of  ele- 
ments, the  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crash  of 
worlds." 


TO 


No.  LIX. 

.DALRYMPLE,  Esq,  OF 
ORANGEFI^LD. 


DKAft  Uftf  EfJinburph,  1787. 

I  auprosK  tne  devil  is  so  elated  with  his  suo- 
cc«  with  you,  that  he  is  determined  by  a  co«;i 
ds  wtaiu  to  complete  his  purposes  on  you  all  at 
onre,  in  making  you  a  poeL  I  broke  open  the 
letter  you  sent  me  ;  hummed  over  the  rhymes ; 
and,  as  I  saw  they  were  extempore,  said  to  my- 
se'f  they  were  very  well  :  but  when  1  saw  at 
the  bottom  a  name  that  I  shall  ever  value  with 
gritrful  fr«pect,  *'  I  gapit  wide  hut  naething 
•pjik."     I  wss  Dearly  aa  much  atruck  aa  the 


Thk  following  fragments  are  all  that  now  ex- 
i9t  of  twelve  or  fourteen  of  the  finest  letters 
thst  Bums  ever  wrote.  In  an  evil  hour,  the 
originals  were  thrown  into  the  fire  by  the 
Ute  Mrs.  Adair  of  Scarlwniugh  ;  the  Char" 
lotte  so  often  mentioned  in  this  rorrespon- 
dcnce,  snil  the  la<lv  to  whom  '*  The  Bauhs 
of  the  Devon**  is  addressed.  E. 

No.  LX. 

TO  MISS  MARGARET  CHALMERS, 
(now  uaa.  hat,  or  ■oinbuegh). 

Sept.  26,  1787. 
I  SEND  Charlotte  the  first  number  of  the 
sougs ;  I  would  not  wait  for  the  iccond  num- 
ber ;  I  hate  delays  in  little  marks  of  friend- 
ship, as  I  hate  diMimulation  in  the  language  of 
the  heart.  I  am  determined  to  pay  Charlotto 
a  poetic  compliment,  if  1  could  hit  on  some 
glorious  old   Scotch  air,   in  number  second.* 

•  Of  Uie  Sooci  Muaicol  Muteum. 
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Yon  will  tee  a  unmO  attempt  on  a  ahred  of  pa- 
per in  the  book;  but  though  Dr.  Blaeklock 
commended  it  very  highly,  I  am  not  just  satia- 
fied  with  it  myself.  I  intend  to  make  it  de- 
■cription  of  some  kind  :  the  whining  cant  of 
lavty  except  in  real  passion,  and  by  a  masterly 
band,  is  to  me  as  insufferable  as  the  preaching 
cant  of  old  Father  Smeaton,  Whig-minister  at 
KilmauTS.  Darts,  flames,  cupids,  loves,  graces, 
and  all  that  farrago,  are  just  a  Mauchline 
•     .     .  —a  senseless  rabble. 

I  got  an  excellent  poetic  epistle  yesternight 
from  the  old,  venerable  author  of  TuUochigo- 
rum,  John  of  Badeuyon,  &c  I  suppose  you 
know  he  is  a  clergyman.  It  is  by  far  the  finest 
poetic  compliment  I  ever  got.  I  will  send  you 
a  copy  of  it. 

I  go  on  Thursday  or  Friday  to  Dumfries  to 
wait  on  Mr.  Miller  about  his  fiu-ms. — Do  tell 
that  to  Lady  M^Kenzie,  that  she  may  give  me 
credit  for  a  little  wisdom.  **  I  wUdom  dwell 
with  prudence.**  What  a  blessed  fire-side ! 
How  happy  should  I  be  to  pass  a  winter  even- 
ing under  their  venerable  roof !  and  smoke  a 
pipe  of  tobacco,  or  drink  water-gruel  with  them  ! 
What  solemn,  lengthened,  laughter-quashing 
gravity  of  phiz!  What  sage  remarks  on  the 
good-for-nothing  sons  and  daughters  of  indis- 
cretion and  folly !  And  what  frugal  lessons,  as 
we  straitened  the  fire-side  circle,  on  the  uses  of 
the  poker  and  tongs  ! 

Miss  N.  is  very  well,  and  begs  to  be  remem- 
bered in  the  old  way  to  you.  I  used  all  my 
eloquence,  all  the  persuasive  flourishes  of  the 
hand,  and  heart-melting  modulation  of  periods 
in  my  power,  to  ur^  her  nut  to  Herveiston, 
but  all  in  vain.  My  rhetoric  seems  quite  to 
have  lost  its  effect  on  the  lovely  half  of  man- 
kind. I  have  seen  the  day — but  that  is  a  **  tale 
of  other  years." — In  my  conscience  I  believe 
that  my  heart  has  been  so  oft  on  fire  that  it  is 
absolutely  vitrified.  I  look  on  the  sex  with 
something  like  the  admiration  with  which  I  re* 
gard  the  starry  sky  in  a  frosty  December  night. 
I  admire  the  beauty  of  the  Creator**  workman- 
ship ;  I  am  charmed  with  the  wild  but  grace- 
ful eccentricity  of  their  motions,  aud---wi8h 
them  good  night.  I  mean  this  with  respect  to 
a  certain  passion  dont  j*  ai  eu  Vhonneur  tfetre 
vn  miserable  esclave :  as  for  friendship,  you 
and  Charlotte  have  given  me  pleasure,  perma- 
nent pleasure,  *'  which  the  world  cannot  give, 
nor  take  away,**  I  hope  ;  and  which  will  out- 
last the  heavens  and  the  earth. 


Without  date, 
I  HAVS  been  at  Dumfries,  and  at  one  visit 
more  shall  be  decided  about  a  turn  in  that  coun- 
try. I  am  rather  hopeless  in  it ;  but  as  my 
brother  is  an  excellent  farmer,  and  is,  besides, 
an  exceedingly  prudent,  sobi'r  man,  (qualities 
which  are  only  a  younger  brother's  fortune  in 


onr  ftimily),  I  am  determined*  if  my  DamfiiM 
business  fail  me,  to  return  into  partacnhip  with 
him,  and  at  oar  letsune  taka  another  hrm  m 
the  neighbourhood.  I  assurt  you  I  look  (or 
high  compliments  from  yoa  and  Charlotte  m 
this  very  sage  instance  oi  my  unfathomable,  in- 
comprehensible wisdom.  Talking  of  CharloM^ 
I  must  tell  her  that  I  have  to  the  best  of  my 
power,  paid  her  a  poetic  comptiment,  now  com- 
pleted. The  air  is  admirable  :  trve  old  High- 
land. It  was  the  tune  of  a  Gaelic  song  which 
an  Inverness  Isdy  song  me  when  I  was  theie ; 
and  I  was  so  charmed  with  it  that  I  begged  hw 
to  write  me  a  set  of  it  from  her  singing  ;  for  it 
had  never  been  set  before.  I  am  fixed  that  it 
shall  go  in  Johnsun*s  next  namber ;  so  Char- 
lotte and  you  need  not  spend  yonr  preciom  tiar 
in  contradicting  me.  I  won*t  say  the  poetry  is 
first-rate ;  though  I  am  convinced  it  is  very 
well :  and,  what  is  not  alwa)ra  the  case  vitk 
compliments  to  Udies,  it  is  not  only  aiaccrt  bat 
juit. 

(Herefilhwe  the  itrng  of  '*  The  Banke  o/tk 


Edinburph,  Nop.  21,  17^7. 
I  HAVE  one  vexatious  fiiult  to  the  kamfiv- 

• 

welcome,  well  filled  sheet  which  I  ow<e  to  yssr 
and  Charlotte's  goodness — it  contains  too  msdi 
sense,  sentiment,  and  good-spelling.  It  is  m- 
possible  that  even  you  two,  whom  1  declare  is 
my  God,  I  will  give  credit  for  any  drgrer  «f 
excellence  the  sex  are  capable  of  attaining,  it  n 
impossible  you  can  go  on  to  correspond  at  iIaI 
rate  ;  so  like  those  who,  Shenstiine  say«,  rrtirt 
because  they  have  made  a  good  speech,  1  liuQ 
after  a  few  letters  hear  no  mure  uf  von.  1  ia* 
sist  that  you  shall  write  whatever  comes  fir»t: 
what  you  see,  what  you  read,  mhat  yo«  hfr. 
what  you  admire,  what  you  dislike,  trifles  Use* 
atellea,  nonsense;  or  to  fill  up  a  ourarr.  c'es 
put  down  a  laugh  at  full  length.  Now  a^ra 
of  your  polite  hints  about  flattery  :  I  lrs%r  thsl 
to  your  lovers,  if  you  have  or  shall  ban-  asy  ; 
though  thank  heaven  I  have  found  at  U»t  tv« 
girls  who  can  be  luxuriantly  happy  in  t^^ir 
own  minds  and  with  one  another,  without  tkil 
commonly  necessary  appendage  to  frmak  bi«» 
A  Lovaa. 

Charlotte  and  you  are  juit  two  favourite  red- 
ing places  fur  my  soul  in  her  wanderings  Uuou^k 
the  weary,  thorny  wildeine>s  of  this  worU— 
God  knows  I  am  ill-fittad  Utr  the  >trngxlo  '•  ^ 
glory  in  being  a  Poet,  and  I  want  to  be  thcu^bi 
a  wise  man — I  would  fuodly  be  gtatiuos,  and 
I  wish  to  be  rich.  After  all,  I  am  afta«i  1  «■ 
a  lost  suliject.  **  Some  folk  hae  a  bantir  s 
fiiuts,  an*  Vm  but  a  ne*er-do-weel.  ** 

ji/ternoon,'~-To  ckise  the  melanchely  niift- 
tions  at  the  end  of  h»t  sheet,  I  ahalJ  just  sd>l  s 
piece  of  devotion  commonly  known  in  Camd^ 
by  the  tiUc  of  the  «  Wabilcr*s  grace.' 


•• 
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uj  Wra  diMTctt  and  e*en  tae  tra  we, 

Some  watf  we  lie,  tod  e>a  lae  do  we  ! 
Guide  iiHrgie  m,  and  I  hope  loe  will  he ! 
Up  wad  to  your  looms,  Uda." 


Edinburgh,  Dec.  12,  1787. 

I  AM  here  uader  the  care  of  asurj^eon,  with 
K  bruined  limb  extended  on  a  cushion  ;  and  the 
tints  of  my  mind  yy\n^  with  the  livid  horror 
preceding  a  midnight  thunder-stnrm.  A  drun- 
ken coachmen  was  the  cause  of  the  first,  and 
inromparably  the  lightest  evil ;  misfttrtune,  bo- 
dily connitution,  hell  and  myMelf,  have  formed 
a  **  Quadruple  Allianee"  to  guarantee  the  other. 
I  got  my  fall  on  Saturday,  and  dm  getting  slow- 
ly better. 

I  have  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the  bible,  and 
am  got  through  the  five  booksi  of  Momrs  and 
half  way  in  Joshua.  It  is  really  a  glorious 
book.  I  sent  fur  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and 
onlered  him  to  get  me  an  octavo  bible  in  sheets, 
the  bent  paper  and  print  in  town ;  and  bind  it 
with  all  the  elegance  of  his  craft. 

I  woukl  give  my  bent  song  to  my  worst  ene- 
my, I  mean  the  merit  of  making  i^  to  have  you 
and  Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic  crea- 
tures, and  would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  my 
wounded  spirit. 

I  enclow  you  a  pro<if  copy  of  the  "  Banks  of 
ihe  Devon,*'  which  present  with  my  best  wishes 
to  Charlotte.  The  **  OchiUhills,**  you  shall 
probaMy  have  next  week  for  yourself.  None  of 
your  fine  speeches ! 


banners  of  imagination,  whim,  eapriee,  and 
passion ;  and  the  heavy-armed  veteran  regulars 
of  wisdom,  prudence  and  fore-thought,  move  to 
very,  very  slow,  that  I  am  almost  in  a  state  ol 
perpetual  warfare,  and  alas !  frequent  defieat. 
There  are  ju»t  two  creatures  that  I  woukl  envy, 
a  horse  in  his  wild  state  traversing  the  forcsta 
of  Asia,  or  an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desert 
shores  of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish 
without  enjoyment,  the  other  has  neither  wish 
nor  fear. 


EdhAuryhy  Dtc.  19,  1787. 
I  BKGIN  this  letter  in  answer  to  yours  of  the 
17th  current,  which  is  not  yet  cold  since  I  read 
it.  The  atroiKuphere  of  my  soul  is  vastly  clearer 
than  when  I  wrote  you  laJst.  For  the  first  time, 
yesfterday  I  cromied  the  room  on  crutches.  It 
would  do  your  heart  good  too  see  my  hardship, 
not  on  my  poetic,  but  on  my  oaken  stilts; 
throwing  my  beNt  leg  with  an  air !  and  with 
am  much  hilarity  in  my  gait  and  countenance, 
•P  a  May  frog  bapiiig  across  the  newly  harrowed 
ridge,  enjoying  the  fragrance  of  the  refreshed 
earth  afiter  the  long-expected  shower  * 


Edinburgh,  Afireh  li,  1788. 
I  KNOW,  my  ever  dear  friend,  that  you  will 
be  pleaned  with  the  news  when  I  tell  you,  I 
have  at  last  taken  a  lease  of  a  fiurm.  .Yester- 
night 1  completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller, 
of  Dalswiotikn,  for  the  farm  of  EUisland,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Nith,  between  five  and  six  miles 
alHive  Dumfries.  I  begin  at  Whitsunday  to 
build  a  hou«e,  drive  lime,  tec  and  heaven  be 
my  help !  for  it  will  take  a  strong  effort  to 
bring  my  mind  into  the  routine  of  business.  I 
have  diwchar^ed  all  the  army  of  my  former  pur- 
suits, fancies  and  pleasMjres  ;  a  motley  hoet !  and 
have  literally  and  strictly  retained  only  the  ideas 
of  a  few  friends,  which  I  have  incorporated  into 
a  life-guard.  I  trust  in  Dr.  Johnson's  observa- 
tion, **  Where  much  is  attempted,  something  is 
done.'*  Firmnem  both  in  sufibrance  and  exer- 
tion, is  a  character  I  would  wish  to  be  thought 
to  poitfesM  ;  and  have  always  despised  the  whin- 
ing yelp  of  complaint,  and  the  cowardly,  fiieblc 
resolve. 


Poor  Miss  K.  is  ailing  a  good  deal  tliis  win- 
ter, and  Itcgged  me  to  remember  her  to  you  the 
first  time  I  wrote  you.  Surely  woman,  amiable 
woman,  is  often  maile  in  vain  !  Too  delicately 
formed  for  the  rougher  pursuits  of  ambition ; 
too  noble  for  the  diit  of  avarice,  and  even  too 
gentle  for  the  rage  of  pleasure  :  formed  indeed 
for  and  highly  suM-eptible  of  enjoyment  and  rap- 
ture ;  but  that  enjoyment,  alas  !  almost  wholly 
at  the  mercy  of  the  caprice,  malevolence,  stupi- 
dity, or  wickedness  of  an  animal  at  all  timet 
comparatively  unfeeling,  and  often  brutal. 


I  ean*t  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when 
I  aee  any  where  in  my  path,  that  meagre,  squa- 
lid, fiunine-faced  spectre,  poverty  ;  attended  as 
he  always  is,  by  iron- fisted  oppression,  and  leer- 
ing contempt;  but  I  have  sturdily  withstood 
his  boftetings  many  a  hard-laboured  day  alreadyy 
aad  atiU  my  motto  is— I  dark  !  My  worst 
toamy  is  MdmSme,  I  lie  so  miserably  open  to 
Che  inroads  and  incunious  of  a  mischievous, 
4fht-armed,  well-mounted  banditti,  nader  the 


MauchhnM,  7tk  April,  1788. 
I  AM  indebted  to  you  and  Miss  Nimmo  for 
letting  me  know  Miss  Kenedy.  Strange  !  how 
apt  we  are  to  indulge  prejudices  in  our  judg- 
ments of  one  another  !  £ven  I,  who  pique  my- 
self on  my  skill  in  marking  characters ;  because 
I  am  too  pioud  of  my  character  as  a  man,  to  ba 
denied  in  my  judgment /or  glaring  wealth ;  and 
too  proud  of  my  situation  as  a  poor  man  to  ba 
biassed  againat  squalid  poverty;  I  was  nnae- 
quainted  with  Mies  K«*s  very  uncommon  worth* 
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I  am  going  on  a  good  dtal  progifito  in  mom 
grand  M,  the  tobiBr  leiaios  cl  life.  I  htve 
UuAy  made  •onw  Mcrifieet  for  which,  were  I 
etna  voea  with  70a  to  paint  the  tituation  and 
reeoont  the  eircunittanoef»  you  would  applaud 
me. 


get  any  thing  to  do.  I  wanted  mi  UUt  which 
M  a  dangerous,  an  unhappy  litnation.  I  got 
this  without  any  hanging  on,  or  mortiiying  so- 
licitation ;  it  is  immediate  bread,  and  though 
poor  in  comparison  of  the  last  eighteen  moocht 
of  my  existence,  *tis  luxury  in  comparison  of  sll 
my  preceding  life  :  beside*,  the  oommiauonen 
are  some  of  theiu  my  acquaintancea,  and  all  at 
them  my  firm  friends. 


No  dntt. 

Now  for  that  wayward,  unfortunate  thing, 
myself  I  have  broke  measures  with  .  .  . 
and  last  week  I  wrote  him  a  frosty,  keen  letter. 
He  replied  in  terms  of  chastisement,  and  pro- 
mised me  upon  his  honour  that  I  should  have 
the  account  on  Monday ;  but  this  is  Tuesday, 
and  yet  I  have  not  heard  a  word  from  hiui. 
God  have  mercy  on  me !  a  poor  d-mned,  in- 
c<autious,  duped,  unfortunate  fool !  The  aport, 
the  miserabte  victim,  of  rebellious  pride  ;  hyyo- 
chondriac  imagination,  agonising  sensibility, 
and  bedlam  passions ! 

**  /  wiih  that  I  were  dead,  htU  Pm  no  like 
to  die  r*  I  had  lately  *'  a  hairbreadth  *scape  in 
th*  imminent  deadly  breach**  of  love  too.  Thank 
my  stars  I  got  oflf  heart-whole^  **  waur  fleyd 
than  hurt.** — Interruption. 

I  have  this  moment  got  a  hint      •     •     .      . 

I  fear  1  am  something 

like— undone — but  I  hope  fiir  the  best.  Come, 
stubborn  pride  and  unshrinking  resolution  !  ac- 
company me  through  this,  to  me,  miwrable 
world  !  You  must  nut  desert  me  !  Your  friend- 
ship I  think  I  can  count  00,  though  I  should 
date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment 
Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a 
recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope.  Seriously 
thouffh,  life  at  present  presents  me  with  but  a 
melancholy  path :  but — my  limb  will  soon  be 
sound,  and  I  shall  struggle  on. 


J^Jinhurtfitf  SunJajf, 
To-Moaaow,    my    dear   Madam,    I    leave 
Edinburgh. 


I  have  altered  all  my  plans  of  future  life.  A 
farm  that  I  could  live  in,  I  could  not  find  ;  and 
indeed,  after  the  necessary  supfmrt  my  brother 
ajd  the  rest  of  the  family  required,  I  could  not 
venture  on  (arming  in  that  style  suitable  to  my 
feelings.  You  will  condemn  me  for  the  next 
step  I  have  taken.  I  have  entered  into  the  ex- 
cise.  I  stay  in  the  west  about  three  weeks,  and 
then  return  to  Edinburgh  for  six  weeks  instruc- 
tions ;  af^rwards,  for  I  git  employ  instantly,  1 
go  oi2  1/  plait  a  Dien^^-^t  man  Jtoi,  I  have 
chosen  this,  my  dear  friend,  after  mature  deli- 
beration. The  question  is  not  at  what  door  of 
fortune*s  palace  shall  we  enter  in;  but  what 
doon  doM  aha  optn  to  ua  ?   I  waa  aot  likdy  to 


Na  LXI. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

MT  DBA  a  MADAM,     Edinhftrgh,  Dee.  1787. 

I  JUST  now  have  read  yours.  The  pnecie 
complimeuta  I  pay  cannot  be  misandtfr»tood. 
They  are  neither  of  them  so  particular  as  tc 
point  you  out  to  the  world  at  lai^e  ;  and  the 
circle  of  your  acquaintances  will  allow  all  I 
have  said.  IWsidrs  I  have  oomplimenteii  yuu 
chiefly,  almost  solely,  on  your  mental  chanm. 
Shall  I  lie  plain  with  you  ?  I  will ;  so  look  to  iL 
Personal  attractions.  Madam,  you  have  mm-h 
above  par ;  wit,  underhtandin};,  and  worth,  rmi 
potBNVSs  in  the  ^rat  class.  This  is  a  cursed  dat 
way  of  telling  you  these  truths,  but  let  me  hear 
no  more  of  your  sheepi«>h  timidity.  1  kouv 
the  world  a  little.  I  know  what  they  will  ny 
of  my  poems ;  by  second  sight  I  suppuw ;  fut 
I  am  seldom  out  in  my  conjectunes ;  ami  you 
may  believe  rae,  my  dear  Mailam,  1  wouM  ooc 
run  any  risk  of  hurting  you  by  an  ilUjndgcd 
compliment.  I  wikh  to  show  to  the  worM,  the 
odds  between  a  poet's  friends  and  tho^  of  sim- 
ple prosemen.  More  fitr  your  information  b^tk 
the  p'wcA  go  in.  One  of  tliem,  **  Where  brav- 
ing  all  the  winter's  harms,"  is  alreaily  set— 
the  tune  is  Neil  (jow*s  Lamentation  fiir  Aher- 
Carney  ;  the  other  is  to  be  set  tt>  an  old  High- 
land air  in  Danii'l  I)ow*s  **  collei-tion  of  atirieat 
Scots  music  ;  the  name  is  Ua  a  Chatitick  air 
mo  Dfieitfh,  My  irejcherous  memory  has  f  ir* 
tnit  every  circum.t'ince  almut  JLet  Imeat^  only 
I  thiuk  vou  mentioned  them  asbrin*  iri  C  *s 
possewtiun.  I  shall  ask  him  abinit  it.  I  .itn 
afraid  the  song  of  **  Somebotly**  will  roine  too 
late— HIS  I  tthall,  for  certain,  leave  town  ia  a 
week  for  Ayrshii-e,  and  from  that  to  IXimfritf^ 
but  there  my  hopes  are  slender.  I  leave  my 
direction  iu  town,  so  any  thii^,  whei rvcr  I  am, 
will  reach  me. 

I  saw  your*s  to  — .  it  is  not  too  severs, 
nor  did  he  take  it  amisM.  On  the  contrtrv. 
like  a  whipt  spaniel,  he  talks  of  being  with  you 
in  the  Christmas  days.  Mr.  —  hasgirea 
him  the  invitition,  and  he  is  determined  to  ar- 
cept  of  it.  O  selfishness  !  he  owns  in  hi«  n^ 
lier  moments,  that  from  hia  own  volatility  «i 
inclination,  the  dreomstanees  in  which  be  is  si- 
tuated and  his  knowledge  of  hia  father's  disp^ 
aition, — the  whole  afEur  k  chimerical    wt  ha 
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witt  grmtify  an  idle  penchant  at  tht  enonnoutt 
cruel  expense  of  perhaps  ruining  the  peace  of 
the  very  woman  for  whom  he  profinees  the  ge- 
nerous paenon  of  love !  He  it  a  gentleman  in 
hit  mind  and  manners,  tant  pis/— He  is  a 
volatile  school-boy :  the  heir  of  a  man*s  for- 
tune who  well  knows  the  value  of  two  times 
two! 

Perdition  seize  them  and  their  fortunes,  be- 
fore they  should  make  the  amiable,  the  lovely 
— —  the  derided  object  of  their  purse-proud 
eoiitempt. 

I  am  doubly  happy  to  hear  of  Mrs. 


recovery,  because  I  really  thouglit  all  was  over 
with  her.  There  are  days  of  pleasure  yet  a- 
waiting  her. 


•• 


As  1  cam  in  by  Glenap 

]  met  with  an  aged  woman  ; 

8he  bade  me  chear  up  my  heart. 

For  the  best  o'  my  days  was  coming.** 


N0.LXIL 


TO  »nss  M- 


-N. 


Saturday  Noon^  No.  2,  St,  James**  Sqr. 
NeW'Tovon,  Edinburgh, 

HcuE  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam,  in  the 
stony  attitude  of  perplexed  stuily  for  fifteen  vex- 
atious minutes,  my  head  axkew,  bending  over 
the  intended  card ;  my  fixed  eye  insensible  to 
the  very  light  of  day  poured  around  ;  my  pen- 
dulous go(Me- feather,  loaded  with  ink,  hanging 
over  the  future  letter;  all  for  the  important 
purpose  of  writing  a  complimentary  curd  to  ac- 
company your  trinket. 

Compliments  i*  such  a  miserable  Greenland 
expression  ;  lies  at  such  a  chilly  polar  distance 
from  the  torrid  zone  of  my  constitution,  that  I 
cannot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me,  uite  it  to  any 
perMU  for  whom  I  have  the  twentieth  part  of 
the  esteem,  every  one  must  have  for  you  who 
knows  you. 

As  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four  days,  I  can 
gi>e  m}iielf  the  pleasure  of  calling  for  you  only 
for  a  minute.  Tuesday  evening,  sometime  about 
seven,  or  after,  1  shall  wait  on  you,  for  your 
forewell  commands. 

The  hinge  of  your  box,  I  put  into  the  hands 
of  the  proper  Connoisseur.  The  broken  glass, 
likewise,  went  under  review ;  but  deliberative 
wisdom  thought  it  would  too  much  endanger 
the  whole  fabric 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

With  all  sincerity  of  enthusiasm. 
Your  very  humble  Servant. 


K0.LXIII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  Edikbubgh. 

JEdinburghj  Sunday  Morning^ 
No9,  23,  1787. 

I  Bso,  my  dear  Sir,  you  would  not  make 
any  appointment  to  take  us  to  Mr.  Ainalie*s  to- 
night On  looking  over  my  engagements,  con- 
stitution, present  state  of  my  health*  some  little 
vexatious  soul  concerns,  ttc  I  find  I  can't  sup 
abroad  to-night. 

I  shall  be  in  to-day  ti!!  one  o*clock  if  you  have 
a  leisure  hour. 

You  will  think  it  romantic  when  I  tell  yoo, 
that  I  find  the  idea  of  your  friendship  almost 
neoessary  to  my  existence. — You  assume  a  pro- 
per length  of  face  in  my  bitter  hours  of  blue- 
devilium,  and  you  laugh  fully  up  to  my  highest 
wishes  at  my  good  things, — I  don*t  know,  upon 
the  whole,  if  you  are  one  of  the  first  fellows  in 
God*s  world,  but  you  are  so  to  me.  I  tell  you 
this  just  now  in  the  conviction  tluit  some  in* 
equalities  in  my  temper  and  manner  may  per- 
haps sometimes  make  you  suspect  that  I  am  not 
so  warmly  as  1  ought  to  be 

Your  friend. 


No.  LXIV. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Esq. 

While  here  I  sit,  sad  and  solitary,  by  the 
side  of  a  fiie  in  a  little  country  inn,  and  drying 
my  wet  clothes,  in  pops  a  |K>or  fellow  of  a  sod^er 
and  tells  me  he  is  going  to  Ayr.  By  heavens ! 
say  I  to  myself,  with  a  tide  of  gooil  fpirits  which 
the  magic  of  that  sound,  Auld  Toon  a*  Ayr, 
conjured  up,  I  will  vend  my  labt  song  to  Mr. 
Buliantine. — Here  it 


(  Thefrst  sketch  of  "  Ye  Banks  and  Braes  (f 
Bonnie  Doun.**) 


BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCHES. 

No.  LXV. 
FROM  THE  POET  TO  DR.  MOORE, 

OIVXKO  A  SKETCH  OF  HIS  LIFE. 

SIB,  Mauehline,  2d  Aug,  17B7. 

Fob  some  months  past  I  have  been  ramb- 
ling over  the  country  ;  but  I  am  now  confined 
with  some  lingerii^  complaints,  originsting,  aa 
I  take  it,  in  the  stomach.  To  divert  my  spirita 
a  little  in  this  miterable  fog  of  ennui^  I  have  ta- 
ken a  whim  to  give  you  a  history  of  myself 
My  name  has  made  soiBe  little  noise  in  this  coud* 
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try  ;  you  have  done  me  the  honour  to  interest 
yourself  very  warmly  in  my  behalf;  and  I  think 
a  fiiithful  account  of  what  character  of  a  man  I 
am,  and  how  I  came  by  that  character,  may  per- 
haps amuse  you  in  an  idle  moment.  I  will  give 
you  an  honest  narrative;  though  1  know  it  will 
lie  often  at  my  own  expense  ; — ^fur  I  assure  you, 
Sir,  I  have,  like  Solomon,  whose  character,  ex  • 
cept  in  the  trifling  affair  of  wiMdom,  I  some- 
times think  I  resemble, — I  have,  I  say,  like  him, 
turned  my  eytt  to  behoid  madnest  andJ'iAly,  and, 
like  him  too,  frequently  shaken  hands  with  their 
intoxicating  friendship.  .  .  .  After  you 
have  peruwd  these  pages,  should  you  think  them 
trifling  and  impertinent,  I  only  beg  leave  to  tell 
you,  that  the  poor  author  wrote  them  under  some 
twitching  qualms  of  conscience,  arising  from  a 
suspicion  that  he  was  doing  what  he  ought  not 
to  do;  a  predicament  he  has  more  tlun  once 
been  in  before. 

I  have  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to 
assume  that  character  which  the  pye-coated 
guardians  of  escutcheons  call  a  Gentleman.  When 
at  Edinburgh  last  winter,  I  got  acquainted  in 
the  Herald's  Office  ;  and,  looking  through  that 
granary  of  honours,  I  there  found  almost  every 
name  in  the  kingdom  ;  but  for  me, 


«< 


My  ancient  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the 
flood." 


Gules,  purpure,  argent,  ttc  quite  disowned  me. 
My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the 
son  of  a  farmer,  and  was  thrown  by  early  mi:*- 
fi>rtunes  on  the  world  at  large ;  where,  after  many 
years  wanderings  and  sojouniings,  he  picked  up 
a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observution  and  expe- 
rience, to  which  I  am  indebted  for  niosl  of  my 
little  pretensions  tu  wisdom. — I  have  met  with 
few  who  undcistood  mtn^  their  inannerMf  and 
their  wayg^  equal  to  him  ;  but  stubborn,  ungdiu- 
ly  integrity,  and  head  ou^,  unguvemuble  irasci- 
bility, are  diM|ualif)ing  circumstances;   cuum;- 
quenlly  I  was  burn  a  very  {loor  uian'n  M>n.      For 
the  6rst  six  or  seven  yeais  ot  my  life,  my  fa- 
ther was  a  gardener  tu  a  worthy  gentltuun  of 
small  efttate  in  the  neighbtiurhiHNi  of  Ayr.      Had 
he  continued  in  that  station,  Iniuitt  have  marih- 
ed  off  tu  be  one  of  the  little  umleriings  atniut  a 
^rm-houfe;  but   it   was  his  dearest   wish  and 
prayer  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his  chil- 
dren under  his  own  eye  till  they  could  discern 
between  good  and  evil ;  so,  with  the  assistance 
of  his  generous  master,  my  father  ventured  on 
a   small  farm  on  his  estate.      At    those  years 
I  was  by  no  means  a  favourite  with  any  iMidy. 
I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive  memory, 
a  stubborn  sturdy  something  in  my  deposition, 
and  an  enthu»ia>»tic  idiot  piety.    1  say  idiot  piety, 
because  I  waa  then  but  a  child.     Though  it  coat 
the  schoolmaster  some  thnuhing*,  1  maile  an  cx> 
oellent  English  scholar ;  and  by  the  time  I  was 
ten  or  eleven  years  of  af e,  I  was  a  critic  in  i^ub- 
itantives^  verba,  and  participles.     In  my  infant 


and  boyish  days,  toc^  I  owed  mack  to  an  old 
woman  who  resided  in  the  £unily,  remarkablt 
for  her  ignorance,  credulity,  and  superstitiua. 
She  had,  I  tappose,  the  largest  rollectian  in  tha 
eountry  of  talcs  and  songs  concermng  devils, 
ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlncfcs, 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candlea»  dead  •lights,  wtaitbs, 
apparitions,  cantrips,  giants,  enchanted  towers, 
dragonn,  and  other  trumpery.  This  cnltivatrd 
the  latent  seeds  of  poetry  ;  but  had  so  strong  aa 
effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  ia 
my  nocturnal  rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  stiarp 
lo«k-out  in  ftur«picioi«a  places ;  and  though  oiw 
body  can  be  more  sceptical  than  I  am  in  surk 
matters,  yet  it  often  takes  on  effi»rt  of  philuMtphy 
to  shake  of  these  idle  terror*.  The  etrliest  eum- 
position  that  I  recollect  taking  pk*asure  in.  wm 
TTie  Vision  of  Afirza,  and  a  hymn  of  Addison's 
beginning.  How  art  thy  Scrvanta  bittt,  0 
Lord  I  I  particularly  remember  one  half-stsaa 
which  woa  music  to  my  boyi»h 
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For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wav< 
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I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Mutom**  EmpVak 
Coliection^  one  of  my  school-bouka.  The  r»o 
first  books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  vbiek 
gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I 
ever  read  since,  were,  TTie  Xi/e  q^  Iiamu*hal, 
and  The  History  of  Sir  William  WaiUe. 
Hannibal  gave  my  >oung  ideas  such  a  tnin,  that 
I  used  to  strut  in  raptuies  up  and  down  ahet  tkc 
recruiting  drum  aitd  bog-pipe,  and  wish  nyvdl 
tall  enough  to  be  a  soldier ;  while  the  story  ef 
Wallace  poured  a  Scottish  prejudioe  into  my 
veins,  which  will  boil  along  there  till  the  fluod- 
gates  of  life  shut  in  eternal  rot 

Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  pat- 
ting the  country  half- mad  ;  and  I,  ambiciouB  of 
shining  in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays,  be- 
tween sermona,  at  funerals.  Sic  used,  a  few  mn 
afterwards,  to  puizle  Calvini»m  with  so  niiirk 
heat  and  indiscretion,  that  1  raised  a  hue  and  cry 
of  heresy  against  me,  which  haa  not  ceased  ta 
this  hour. 

My  vicinity  to  Ayr  waa  of  some  advaDta|r> 
to  me.  My  social  difpoaition,  when  nut  chn.!- 
cd  by  some  modifications  of  spirited  pride,  v«n 
like  our  chatcchism-definition  of  infinitttdr, 
without  bounds  or  timilM.  I  fiirmed  several  cna- 
nections  with  other  younkera  who  pnaseucd  mi- 
periur  advantages,  the  youmyling  actors,  »b« 
were  busy  in  the  rehearsal  of  parts  in  which  tfey 
were  shortly  to  appear  on  the  atage  of  kfer. 
where,  alaa !  1  waa  destined  to  drudge  behind 
the  scenes.  It  b  not  commonly  at  this  grxea 
age  that  our  young  gentry  have  a  just  seoK  ut 
the  immense  distance  between  them  and  ihrir 
ragged  play-fellowa.  It  takca  a  fisw  da«ke«  into 
the  world,  to  give  the  young  great  man  that  pro- 
per, decent,  unnoticing  disregard  for  the  jwor, 
insignificant,  stupid  devik,  the  mechanics  and 
peasantry  around  him,  who  were  perhapa  Kara 
in  the  same  village.     My  jovag  aspaign  MfV 
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ioMilfeed  tlie  elouitrfy  tppearaoee  of  my  plough- 
boy  CAreaas,  the  two  extreinev  of  which  were  of- 
ten exponed  to  all  the  incleroeociet  of  all  the  aea- 
■ona.     Thef  wonid  give  me  stray  Tolumea  of 
books  :  among  them,  even  then,  I  could  pick  op 
aome  observations  ;  and  one,  whose  heart  I  am 
■urc  not  even  the  Manny  Begum  scenes  have 
tainted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.     Parting 
with  these  my  young  friends  and  benefactors,  as 
they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  West 
Indies,  was  often  to  me  a  sore  affliction  ;  but  I 
was  soon  called  to  more  serious  evils.     My  fa- 
therms  generous  roaster  died  ;  the  farm  proved  a 
ruinous  bargain  ;  and,  to  clench  the  misfortune, 
we  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for 
the  picture  I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my  TaU  of 
Twa  Dog9,     My  father  was  advanced   in  life 
whm  he  married ;  I  was  the  eldest  of  seven 
children  ;  and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hardships, 
was  unfit  for  Inbour.     My  father*s  spirit  was 
toon  irritated,  but  not  easily  broken.    There  was 
a  freedom  in  his  lease  in  two  years  more  :  and  to 
weather  these  two  yea^  we  retrenched  our  ex- 
penses.    We  lived  very  poorly  :   I  was  a  dexter- 
ous ploughman,  for  my  ai^e  ;  and  the  next  eldest 
to  me  was  a  brother  (Gilbert)  who  could  drive 
the  plough  very  well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the 
eorn.    A  novel  writer  might  perhaps  have  view- 
ed thene  scenes  with  some  satisfaction  ;  but  so 
did  not  I ;  my  indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recol- 
lection of  the  s I  factor's  insolent  threa- 
tening letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears. 
This  kind  of  life — the  cheerleM  gloom  of  a 
hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley- 
■hive,  brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year  ;   a  lit- 
tle before  which  period  I  first  committal  the  sin 
of  Rhjrme.      Yon  know  our  country  custom  of 
eoupling  a  man  and  woman  ti^ether  as  partners 
in  the  labours  of  harvest.     In  my  fifteenth  au- 
tumn my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature  a 
year   younger   than    mynelf.      My   scnrcity   of 
English  denies  roe  the  power  of  doing  her  jus- 
tice in  that  language ;  but  yuu  know  the  Scot- 
tish idiom — she  was  a  bonnie^  noeett  sontU  hut. 
In  abort,  she  altogether,  unwittingly  to  herself, 
initiated  me  in  that  delicious  passion,  which,  in 
•pite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin-hun^  prudence, 
and  book- worm  philoMphy,  I    hold   to  be  the 
first  of  human  joys,  our  dearent  ble«sing  here 
below  !  How  she  caught  the  contajf^ion,  I  can- 
not tell :  you  medical  people  talk  much  of  in- 
fection from  breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch. 
Ice.  ;  but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved   her. 
Indeed,  I  did  not   know  myself  why  I  liked  so 
much  to  loiter  behind  with  her,  when  return- 
ing in  the  evening  from  our  labours  ;  why  the 
tonea  of  her  voice  made  my  heart-stringii  thrill 
like  an  JSolian  harp  ;  and  particularly  why  my 
pulse  beat  such  a  furious  ratan  when  1  looked 
and  fingered  over  her  little  hand  to  pick  out  the 
cmel  nettle-atinga   and  thistles.     Among   her 
other  love-inspiring  qualities,  she  sung  sweetly ; 
Bod  it  wat  her  favourite  reel,  to  which  I  at- 
tempted giving  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme. 
I  waa  not  lo  prNumptuoui  aa  to  imagine  that  I 


could  make  verses  like  printed  ones,  composed 
by  men  who  had  Greek  and  L  itin  ;  but  my 
girl  sung  a  song,  which  was  said  to  be  com- 
posed by  a  small  country  laird*8  son,  on  one  of  his 
Other's  maids,  with  whom  he  was  in  love  ;  and  I 
saw  no  reason  why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as 
he ;  for,  excepting  that  he  could  smear  sheep,  and 
cast  peats,  his  fiither  living  in  the  moor- lands, 
he  had  no  more  scholar-croft  than  myself. 

Thua  with  me  began  love  and  poetry ; 
which  at  times  have  been  my  only,  and  till 
within  the  last  twelve  months,  have  been  my 
highest  enjoyment.  My  father  struggled  on 
till  he  reached  the  freedom  in  his  lease,  when 
he  entered  on  a  larger  £irm,  about  ten  miles 
farther  in  the  country.  The  nature  of  the 
bargain  he  made  was  such  as  to  throw  a  little 
ready  money  into  his  hands  at  the  commence- 
ment of  his  lease ;  otherwise  the  a^ir  would 
have  been  impracticable.  For  four  years  we 
lived  comfortably  here ;  but  a  diflkrence  cona- 
mencing  between  him  and  his  landlord,  as  to 
terms,  after  three  years  tossing  and  whirling 
in  the  vortex  of  litigation,  my  f.tther  was  just 
saved  from  the  horrors  of  a  jail  by  a  consump- 
tion, which,  after  two  years'  promises,  kindly 
stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away,  to  whert  tlu 
wicked  cease  frum  troubling^  and  where  the 
weary  are  at  rest. 

It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  this 
&rm  that  my  little  stor)'  is  most  eventful.  I 
was,  at  the  beginning  of  this  period,  perhaps 
the  most  ungainly,  awkward  boy  in  the  pariitb 
— no  tolitaire  was  less  acquainted  with  the 
ways  of  the  world.  What  I  knew  of  ancient 
story  was  gathered  from  Salmon  i  and  Crv/A- 
rie's  geographical  grammars ;  and  the  ideas  I 
had  formed  of  modern  maimers,  of  literature, 
and  criticism,  I  gut  from  the  Spectator,  These, 
with  Popve  Workst  Si»me  plays  of  Shak$peare, 
TuU  and  Dickson  on  Agriculture^  the  Pan- 
theoHf  Zt'>cke*s  Estsay  on  the  Hninan  Un^ 
derstamdingt  Stnc/ihoute*t  History  of  the 
Bible^  Just  ice*  8  British  Gardener*  t  IJirectoiy^ 
Bayle^t  Z^ectures,  Allan  Ramsay  t  Witrks^ 
Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Origiual  Sin, 
A  SeUd  Collection  of  English  Songs^  and 
Hervey's  Meditatitms,  had  formed  the  whole 
of  my  reading.  The  collection  of  songs  was  my 
ra<fe  mecum.  I  pored  over  them,  driving  my 
cart,  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse 
by  verse ;  carefully  noting  the  true  tender,  or 
sublime,  from  affectation  and  fustian.  I  am 
convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  cri- 
tic crafi,  such  as  it  is. 

In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  give  my  manners 
a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country  dancing-school.— « 
My  father  hod  an  unaccountable  antipathy 
against  these  meetings;  and  my  going  was, 
what  to  this  moment  I  repent,  in  opposition  to 
his  wishes.  My  fiither,  as  1  said  before,  was 
subject  to  strong  passions;  from  that  instance 
of  disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike 
to  me,  which  I  believe  waa  one  cause  of  the  dis« 
sipation  which  ma^ed  my  succeeding  yean     J 
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My  diiiipatiom  companUvely  with  the  ttrict- 
ntmt  and  sobriety,  and  r^ulaiity  of  Pretbyte- 
rian  country  life  ;  for  though  the  Will«o*-Wiip 
metaora  of  thoughtleaa  whim  were  almost  the 
sole  lights  of  my  pafh,  yet  early  ingrained  piety 
and  virtue  kept  me  for  several  years  afterward4 
within  the  line  of  innocence.  The  great  mis> 
fortune  of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim.  I  had 
felt  early  some  stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they 
were  the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops 
round  the  walls  of  his  cave.  I  saw  my  father's 
situation  entailed  on  me  perpetual  labour.  The 
only  two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter  the 
temple  of  Fortune,  was  the  gate  of  niggardly 
economy,  or  the  path  of  little  chicaning  bargain- 
making.  The  first  is  so  contracted  an  aperture, 
I  never  could  squeeze  myself  into  it ; — the  last 
I  always  hated — there  was  contamination  in  the 
▼ery  entrance  !  Thus  abandoned  of  aim  or  view 
in  life,  with  a  strong  appetite  for  sociability,  as 
well  from  native  hilarity,  as  from  a  pride  of  ob- 
servation and  remark  ;  a  constitutional  melan- 
choly or  hypochondriasm  that  made  me  fly  so- 
litude ;  add  to  these  incentives  to  social  life,  my 
reputation  fur  bookish  knowledge,  a  certain 
wild  logical  talent,  and  a  strength  of  thought, 
something  like  the  rudiments  of  good  sense ; 
and  it  will  not  seem  surprising  that  I  was  ge- 
nerally a  welcome  guest  where  I  visited,  or  any 
great  wonder  that,  always  where  two  or  three 
met  together,  there  was  I  among  them.  But, 
far  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart,  was 
«n  penchant  a  tfutorable  moiUe  dn  genre  hu' 
main.  My  heart  was  completely  tinder,  and 
Was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or 
other  ;  and  as  in  every  other  warfare  in  this 
world  my  fortune  was  various,  sometimes  I  was 
received  with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mor- 
tifie«l  with  a  repul'«e.  At  the  plough,  scythe, 
or  rea|>-hook,  I  feared  no  coni|>etitnr,  and  thus 
I  sot  absolute  want  at  defiance ;  and  as  1  never 
cared  farther  f<ir  my  labours  than  while  I  was 
in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the 
way  after  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad  sel- 
dom carries  on  a  love  adventure  without  an  as- 
sisting confidant.  I  possc*ss<Ml  a  curiosity,  seal, 
and  intrepid  dexterity,  that  recommended  me  as 
a  proper  second  on  these  occaMiotis  ;  and  I  dare 
•ay,  I  felt  as  murh  pleasure  in  being  in  tlie  se- 
cret of  half  the  loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton, 
as  ever  did  statesmen  in  knowiiit;  the  intrigues 
of  half  the  courts  of  Europe. — The  very  goose- 
feather  in  my  hand  seems  to  know  instinctively 
the  well-worn  path  of  my  imagination,  the  fa- 
vourite theme  of  my  song ;  and  is  with  difficul- 
ty restrained  from  giving  you  a  couple  of  para- 
gtsphs  on  the  love  adventures  of  my  com|)eeis 
tho  humble  inmates  of  the  farm-house  and  cot- 
tage ;  but  the  grave  sons  of  science,  ambition, 
or  avarice,  baptise  these  things  by  the  name  of 
follies.  To  the  sons  and  daughters  of  labour 
and  poverty,  they  are  matters  of  the  mii9t  seri- 
ous nature ;  to  them,  the  ardent  hope,  the  sto. 
'«n  interview,  the  tender  fiirewell,  are  the  great- 
fat  and  most  delicious  parts  of  their  enjoyments. 


Another  drcnmstance  in  my  life  which 
made  some  alteration  in  ray  mind  and  manncfs, 
was,  that  I  spent  my  nineteenth  summar  on  a 
smuggling  coast,  a  good  distance  firom  home,  at 
a  noted  school,  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying, 
dialling,  ttc  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good 
pr<^re8a.  But  I  made  a  greater  progress  in  the 
knowledge  of  mankind.  The  contraband  trtde 
was  at  that  time  very  tnecesslul,  and  it  some- 
times happened  to  me  to  fall  in  with  those  wIm 
carried  it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot  and 
roaring  dissipation  were  till  this  time  new  to 
me ;  but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social  life.  Here, 
though  I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix 
without  feakr  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went 
on  with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the 
sun  enteretl  Virgo,  a  month  which  is  alwajrs  a 
carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  jUkfa, 
who  lived  next  door  to  the  school,  overset  my 
trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  fraoi 
the  sphere  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled 
on  with  my  Mines,  and  co-«inea,  for  a  few  days 
more  ;  but  stepping  into  the  garden  one  charm- 
ing noon  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  1  net 
my  angel. 
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Like  Proserpine,  gathering  flower% 
Herself  a  fairer  flower." 


It  was  in  rain  to  think  of  doing  any 
good  at  school.  The  remaining  week  I 
I  did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  sod 
alwut  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her  ;  and  the 
two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had 
sleep  been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  au>> 
dest  and  innocent  girl  had  kept  me  guiltlew. 

I  returned  home  very  considerably  improv- 
ed. My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very 
important  sddition  of  Thomson's  and  Sheo- 
sttme's  Works  ;  I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a 
new  phasis  ;  and  I  engaged  several  of  my 
school -fellows  to  keep  up  a  littTary  rorrrspoo- 
dence  with  me.  This  improved  me  in  cumpo* 
sition.  I  had  met  with  a  collection  uf  letten 
by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored 
over  them  m<ist  devoutly  :  1  kept  copies  of  any 
of  my  own  letters  that  pleasrd  me  ;  and  a  com- 
parison between  them  and  the  cuuiposition  vi 
must  of  my  correspondent*  flatteretl  my  vanity. 
I  carried  this  whim  so  far,  that  though  I  luii 
not  three  farthings  worth  of  buNinr^i  in  t!ic 
world,  yet  almost  every  |KMt  l>^ou^ht  me  at 
many  letters  as  if  I  had  lieen  a  broad  ploddiitg 
son  of  day-bixik  and  ledger. 

My  life  flviwcd  on  much  in  the  same  course 
till  uiy  twenty-third  year.  T^'ire  rumomr,  cl 
vite  /u  baytutUe,  were  my  sole  principle*  (*f  ac> 
ti<in.  1'he  tddition  of  two  more  authois  to  Biy 
hhrary  f^ave  ivt  great  pleasure  ;  Sterne  ami 
M' Kenzie — Trittram  Shandy  avA  The  M^n 
of  /'Vr//ii;/-— weiv  my  bosom  fevcuritcs.  Pi«*y 
WHS  still  a  darling  walk  for  n  r  mind ;  but  il 
was  only  indulged  in  according  to  the  huoMwr 
4)f  the  hour.  1  h.id  usually  half  a  duaeo  or  m*fn 
pieces  on  hand ;  1  took  up  one  or  otheri  as  i* 
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mited  ih«  momenttry  tone  of  the  mind,  and 
dismiMed  the  work  as  it  bordered  oo  £itiguc. 
hlf  paauont,  when  once  lighted  up,  raged  like 
■o  UMny  derik,  till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and 
then  the  oonning  over  my  veraes,  like  a  spell, 
aoothed  all  into  quiet !  None  of  the  rhyniea  of 
those  days  are  in  print,  except  TFin/er,  a  Dirge, 
the  eldest  of  my  printed  pieces  ;  The  Death  of 
Poor  Mailit,  John  Barleycorn^  and  Songs, 
first,  second,  and  third.  Song  second  wa«  the 
ebullition  of  that  passion  which  ended  the  fore- 
mentioned  school  business. 

My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me  an  import- 
ant era.  Partly  through  whim,  and  partly 
Ihat  I  wished  to  set  about  doing  something  in 
)i£e,  I  joined  a  flaz-dresaer  in  a  neighbouring 
town  (Irvine)  to  learn  his  trade.  This  wis 
an  unlucky  affair.      My  ;    and,  to 

finish  the  whole,  as  we  were  giving  a  welcome 
carousal  to  the  new  year,  the  shop  took  fire, 
and  burnt  to  ashes  ;  and  I  was  left,  like  a  true 
poet,  ni't  \vi>rth  a  sixpence. 

1  wtf!«  obliged  to  give  up  this  scheme :  the 
clouds  of  uii^furtune  were  gathering  thick  round 
my  fiither's  head  ;  nod,  what  was  worst  of  all, 
he  was  visibly  far  gone  in  a  consumption  i  and, 
to  crown  my  distresses,  a  htUe  JiUe^  whom  I 
adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted  mc,  with 
peculiar  circumstances  of  mortification.  The 
finishing  evil  that  brought  up  the  rear  of  this 
inferiud  file,  was,  my  constitutional  melancholy 
being  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that  for  three 
months  I  was  in  a  state  of  mmd  scarcely  to  be 
envied  by  the  hopeless  wretches  who  ha%re  got 
their  mittimus— sDe/HZTZ/rofn  me,  ye  cursed  / 

From  this  adventure,  I  learned  something 
of  a  town  life ;  but  the  principal  thing  which 
gave  my  mind  a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  form- 
ed with  a  young  fellow,  a  very  noble  character, 
but  a  hapless  son  of  misfortune.  lie  was  the 
aon  of  a  simple  mechanic  ;  but  a  great  man  in 
the  neighbourhood  taking  him  under  his  pa- 
tronage, gave  him  a  genteel  education,  with  a 
riew  of  bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The 
patron  dying  just  as  he  was  ready  to  launch  out 
into  the  world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went 
to  sea ;  where,  after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill 
fortune,  a  little  before  I  was  acquainted  with 
him,  he  had  been  set  ashore  by  an  American 
privateer,  on  the  wild  coast  of  Connaught, 
stripped  of  every  thing.  I  cannot  quit  this  |>oor 
fellow's  story,  without  adding,  that  he  is  at  this 
time  master  of  a  large  Weat  Indiaman  belonging 
to  the  Thames. 

His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence, 
magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  1  loved 
and  admired  him  to  a  d^ree  of  enthusiasm, 
and  of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In  some 
mcaaore,  I  succeeded ;  I  had  pride  before,  but 
be  taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His 
knowledge  of  the  world  was  rastly  superior  to 
Biio^  and  I  was  all  attention  to  learn.  He  was 
tka  only  man  I  ever  saw  who  was  a  greater 
IboI  than  myiel^  where  woman  wai  the  presid- 


ing star ;  but*ke  spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the 
levity  of  a  s-iilor,  which  hitherto  I  hod  regarded 
with  horror.  Here  his  friendship  did  me  a  mis- 
chief; and  the  consequence  was,  that  soon  after 
I  resumed  the  plough,  I  wrote  the  Ptteft  WeU 
come,*  My  reading  only  increased,  while  in 
this  town,  by  two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela,  and 
one  of  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom^  which  gave 
me  some  idea  of  novels.  Rhyme,  except  some 
religious  pieces  that  are  in  print,  I  had  given 
up ;  but  meeting  with  Feryugson*M  Scottish 
Poems,  I  strung  anew  my  wildly-sounding  lyre 
with  emulating  vigour.  When  my  father  died, 
hia  all  went  among  the  hell-hounds  that  prowl 
in  the  kennel  of  justice  ;  but  we  made  a  shift 
to  collect  a  Httle  money  in  the  family  amongst 
us,  with  which,  to  keep  us  together,  my  brother 
and  I  took  a  neighbouring  &rm.  My  brother 
wanted  my  hair-broioed  imagination,  as  well  as 
my  social  and  amoroas  madness ;  but,  in  good 
sense,  and  every  sober  qualification,  he  was  for 
my  superior. 

I  entered  on  this  farm  with  a  full  resolution, 
Gime,  go  to,  I  will  be  wise  I  I  read  formiug 
books ;  I  calculated  crops  ;  I  attendffd  markets ; 
and,  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devil,  and  the 
iporld,  and  the  Jlesh,  I  believe  I  should  have 
been  a  wise  man  ;  but  the  first  year,^  from  un- 
fortunately buying  bad  seed,  the  second,  from  a 
late  harvest,  we  lost  half  our  cropi.  This  over- 
set all  my  wisdom,  and  I  returned,  like  t/ie  dop 
to  his  vomit,  and  the  sow  that  was  washed,  to 
her  wailnwing  in  the  mire,  * 

I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood OS  a  maker  of  rhymes.  The  fir»t  of 
my  poetic  offspring  that  saw  the  light,  was  a 
burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two 
reverend  Calvinists,  lN>th  of  them  dramatis  per^ 
some  in  my  Holy  Fair,  I  had  a  notion  my- 
self, that  the  piece  had  some  merit ;  but  to  pre- 
vent the  worst,  1  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend 
who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him 
that  1  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of 
it,  hut  that  I  thought  it  pretty  clever.  With 
a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as 
laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of  applause.  JIuly 
Willie* s  Prayer  next  made  iu  appearance,  and 
alarmed  the  kitk-sension  so  much,  that  they 
held  Keveral  meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual 
artillery,  if  haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed 
against  profane  rhymera.  Unluckily  for  me, 
my  wanderings  led  me  on  another  side,  within 
point  blank  shot  of  their  heaviest  metal.  This 
is  the  unfortunate  f^tory  that  gave  rise  to  my 
printiNi  poem,  The  Jjoment.  This  was  a  mo^t 
melancholy  affair,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to 
reflect  on,  and  had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or 
two  of  the  principal  qualifications  for  a  place 
among  tliose  who  have  lost  the  chart,  and  mis- 
taken the  reckoning  of  Rationality.  I  gave  up 
my  part  of  the  Uxm  to  my  brother ;  in  truth  it 
was  only  nominally  mine ;  and  made  what  little 


o  Rob  the  Rhymsi^  Welcome  to  his  Bastard 
OiUd. 
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11  «»  in  mypo- 


for  ^iinuu.  n.i 

itry  for  erer.  I  r 

1  my  poemt.     I  woghnl  ii 

i[Krtiinf  u  «u  in  ray  pi}^^! 


i  thought  they  hid 
eioiu  idci  Ihit  I  thould  In  aJIcd  ■  devcr  fcl- 
low,  crcn  Ihaujh  it  ihould  atm  nteh  my 
eui — I  poor  iKgnt-inrtr, — or  perhipi  a  vic- 
tim to  thit  inh«pJtihlB  dime,  ind  ^u«  to  che 

iiunMiiK  u  I  Ehea  WM,  t  hid  pntty  oejrly  u 
high  ID  idem  of  mriclf  ind  of  my  vorVt  u  1 
hire  It  tbi>  noiDent,   when  the  publi    ' 


climat  of  meo,  but  all  of  tbem  i 
I  «u  til  ittMtioa  to  tcOiA  Ok 
Ot  maKurt  livlaf  at  thtf  rii 

hiT«  pnGMd,  tinw  will  ikoir. 


my  op;,ii 


their 


It  the  miitiliet  ud  blanden,  h 
tl  lod  religiuui  point  of  rieir,  of  » 

e  Ihouuadi  diiiy  guilty,  an  o*in 


•elf,  hid  beea  ill  along  my  cowu 
veigheit  myKtf  ilnne ;  I  bilince.1 
olhen  1  I  B-iIehcd  every  meini  of 


1   Bdintnujfa,  ud  I  let  out  to 
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the  Atiintie  muld  deibn  llie  met  of  i 
and  the  oovelty  ifi  Wnt  Indiin  Kene*  m 
ht^t  neglect  I  threw  off  aix  hundred 
of  which  I  hjid  got  tubicripliaili  for  ibm 
hundred  *nd  fifty. ^My  vjnity  wu  higt 
lified  by  Ihti  lecrplioD  I  met  with  fti 
~  "'       and   bnidn  I  pocketed,  all  c. 


ucted,  r 


L.enty  p 


»bly,  . 


twu 


TbM   ■ 


ilentiaK  myHlf,  fur 
my  paMige.  Ai  loon  u  1  wu  muter  uf 
guinw,  the  price  of  wafting  me  to  the  t 
■one,  I  took  a  Iteerage  paiHge  in  the  fintt 
that  wu  to  uil  from  the  Clyde ;  for 


■■  Hungry  ndn 
I  bad   been   for 


had  nw  IQ  the  wind." 
■oms  day*  iknlkini!  fn 


1*  aome  ill-adviied  people  had  uncoupini  t 
raereileu  pack  of  the  law  at  my  heeli.  1  li 
taken  the  taat  farewell  of  my  bw  frienrli,  -,  n 
cheat  wu  on  the  road  LoGrtenoek  ;  Ihiili:,>i 

Cdedonii,  Tkt  glaomy  itipit  it  gatktrio,,  f.,' 
when  a  letter  (ram  Dr.  Blaeklock,  U>  a'l'no 
of  mine,  overthrew  all  my  aehemti.  by  ojwnir 
new  pruapeeta  to  mr  poetic  imbitiun.  1^1 
Doctor  beJooged  to 


e  I  had  not  dared   to  hope.      Kn  .i| 

DIDCfa,  that  away  I  peited  for  that  city,  nit 
oat  a  aipgle  acquaiDtanee,  or  a  aiogle  b-tiir 

■  kind  FiorideDca  placed  mt  under  tht  piiro: 


ri  farm  wa)  opwarda  of  aeTenly  aeiett 

'Ecn   nghtj   and   ninety    Engliah    iialiia 

ire),   the  rent  of  which  wu  to  be  funy 

'   poundi  annually  fur  the  fint  iii  yearv,  aad  a^ 

rwarda  foity-firr  pound*.     ,My  lather  cadea- 

anred  to  aeU  hit  leasehold  properly,  for  tba 

'  purpoae  of  alocking  thii  Ikrm,   but  at  that  tiat 

unable,  and  Mr.  Fergutoa  lent  him  a  haa- 

dred  pQunda  for  that  purpote.      He  leDaoTTd  to 

^  hiaaewailaaliooatWhiiaunlide,  IT66.    Itwn, 

'    1  think.  Dot  above  two  yean  after  chii,  that 

'  Murdoch,  our  tutor  and  Aiend,  left  thii  pan  •( 

Hintry  -,  and  there  beiog  Do  achaol  near  b, 

ur  little  lerTicei  being  nacfiil  on  the  hm, 

my  father  undertook  to  teach  u>  arithmetic  la 

he  winter  evening<h  by  candle-light;  and  in  Ihil 

ray  my  two  eldot  listen  got  all  the  edueadofl 

bey  rM«lved.    I  remember  a  ciminitnnci  Ibil 

lappened  at  thia  time,  which,  though  triting 

o  illuitnte  the  early  character  of  my  bnNhrr. 

MnrdDch  rame  to  ipend  a  night  with  us  and  B 
hia  leave  when  he  wu  about  tn  go  inta 
i:k.  He  brought  ua.  u  a  prevnt  and  nie- 
I  of  him,  a  ■mill  comprndinTn  of  2ja,liA 
.mir,  and  the  tragedy  of  Titui  Amiltvti- 
apj  by  way  of  paiaing  the  evening,  he  b^ 
>  read  the  play  aloud.  We  were  all  aneo- 
jr  auoie  lime,  till  preaently  the  whole  pif. 

'   (Ihavebut  aoonfuBedninemlHai.ee  of  It)  had 


r^a  handvilUoii  and  ooa  of  these,  em 
w  omlnlgBa,  lad  m  ilifhl  aJlanUn  su 
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her  liaiidt  chopi  oB,  and  her  tongue  cat  out, 
•ad  then  wu  insultingly  desired  to  call  for  wa- 
ter to  wash  her  hands.  At  this,  in  an  agony  of 
distress,  we  with  one  roioe  desired  he  would 
read  no  more.  My  fiither  observed,  that  if  we 
would  not  hear  it  out,  it  would  be  needless  to 
leave  the  play  with  us.  Robert  replied,  that  if 
it  was  leh  he  would  bum  it.  Mv  father  was 
going  to  chide  him  for  this  ungrateful  return  to 
his  tutor's  kindness ;  but  Murdoch  interfered,  de- 
claring that  he  liked  to  see  so  much  sensibility  ; 
and  he  left  The  School  for  Love^  a  comedy 
(translated,  I  think,  from  the  French),  in  its 
place. 

Nothing  could  be  more  retired  than  our  ge- 
neral manner  of  living  at  Mount  Oliphant ; 
we  rarely  saw  any  body  but  the  members  of 
onr  own  £unily.  There  were  no  boys  of  our 
own  age,  or  near  it,  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Indeed  the  greatest  part  of  the  land  in  the 
ricinity  was  at  that  time  possessed  by  shop- 
keepers, and  people  of  that  stamp,  who  had 
retirad  from  business,  or  who  kept  their  farm 
in  the  country,  at  the  same  time  that  they  fol- 
lowed business  in  town.  My  father  was  for 
■ome  time  almost  the  only  companion  we  had. 
He  conversed  Cuniliarly  on  all  subjects  with  us, 
as  if  we  had  been  men  ;  and  was  at  great  pains, 
while  we  accompanied  him  in  the  labours  of  the 
&rm,  to  lead  the  conversation  to  such  subjects 
as  might  tend  to  increase  our  knowledge,  or 
confirm  us  in  virtuous  habita.  He  borrowed 
8almon*9  GtographiceU  Grammar  for  us,  and 
endeavoured  to  make  us  acquainted  with  the 
situation  and  history  of  the  difierent  countries 
in  the  world ;  while,  from  a  book-society  in 
Ayr,  he  procured  for  us  the  reading  of  I)er' 
kam*M  Phytieo  and  Astro  -  Theology ^  and 
Raffia  Wi$dom  of  God  in  the  Creation^  to 
give  us  some  idea  of  astronomy  and  natural  his- 
tory. Robert  read  all  these  books  with  an  avi- 
dity and  industry  scarcely  to  be  equalled.  My 
&ther  had  been  a  subscriber  to  Stachhouse'i 
History  of  the  BibU^  then  lately  published  by 
James  Meuros  in  Kilmarnock :  from  this 
Robert  collected  a  competent  knowledge  of  an- 
cient history ;  for  no  book  was  so  voluminous 
as  to  slacken  his  industry,  or  so  antiquitated  ss 
to  damp  his  researches.  A  brother  of  my  mo- 
ther, who  had  lived  with  us  some  time,  and 
had  learnt  some  arithmetic  by  our  winter  even- 
ing's candle,  went  into  a  bookseller's  shop  in 
Ayr,  to  purchase  The  Heady  Reckoner^  or 
Trade»man*i  sure  Guide,  and  a  book  to  teach 
him  to  write  letters.  Luckily,  in  place  of  The 
CompUie  Letter"  Writer,  he  got,  by  mistake, 
a  small  collection  of  letters  by  the  most  emi- 
nent writers,  with  a  few  sensible  directions  for 
attaining  an  easy  epistolary  style.  This  book 
was  to  Robert  of  the  greatest  consequence.  It 
inspired  him  with  a  strong  desire  to  excel  in 
letter-writing,  while  it  fiiruished  him  with  mo- 
dels by  some  of  the  first  writers  in  our  lan- 

My  brother  was  about  thirteen  or  fourteen, 


when  my  £ither,  regretting  that  we  wrote  so 
ill,  sent  us  week  about,  during  a  summer  quar- 
ter, to  the  parbh  school  of  Dalryniple,  which, 
though  between  two  and  three  miles  distant, 
was  the  nearest  to  us,  that  we  might  have  an 
opportunity  of  remedying  this  defect.  About 
this  time  a  bookish  acquaintance  cif  my  father's 
procured  us  a  reading  of  two  volumes  of  Rich- 
ardion's  Pamela,  which  wM  the  first  novel  we 
read,  and  the  only  part  of  Richardson's  works 
my  brother  was  acquainted  with  till  towards 
the  period  of  his  commencing  author.  Till  that 
time  too  he  remained  unacquainted  with  Field- 
ing, with  SmoUet,  (two  volumes  of  Ferdinand 
Count  Fathom,  and  two  volumes  of  Peregrine 
Pidde  excepted),  with  Hume,  with  Robertson, 
and  almost  all  our  authors  of  eminence  of  the 
later  times.  I  recollect  indeed  my  father  bor- 
rowed a  volume  of  Engliith  history  from  Mr. 
Hamilton  of  Bourtree-hill's  gardener.  It  treat- 
ed of  the  reign  of  James  the  First,  and  his  un- 
fortunate son  Charles,  but  I  do  not  know  who 
was  the  author ;  all  that  I  remember  of  it  is 
something  of  Charles's  conversation  with  his 
children.  About  this  time  Murdoch,  our  for- 
mer teacher,  after  having  been  in  different 
places  in  the  country,  and  having  taught  a 
school  some  time  in  Dumfries,  came  to  be  the 
established  teacher  of  the  English  language  in 
Ayr,  a  circumstance  of  considerable  consequence 
to  us.  The  remembrance  of  my  father's  former 
friendship,  and  his  attachment  to  my  brother, 
made  him  do  every  thing  in  his  power  fur  our 
improvement.  He  sent  us  Pope's  works,  and 
some  other  poetry,  the  fir»t  that  we  had  an  op- 
portunity of  reading,  excepting  what  is  con- 
tained in  The  J^^nglish  Collection,  and  in  the 
volume  of  The  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  1772  ; 
excepting  aUo  tfuste  excellent  new  songe  that 
are  hawked  about  the  country  in  baskets,  or 
exjMised  on  stalls  in  the  streets. 

The  Hununjr  after  we  hod  been  at  Dalrym- 
ple  school,  my  father  sent  Robert  to  Ayr,  to 
revise  his  English  grammar,  with  his  former 
tescher.  He  had  been  there  only  one  week, 
when  he  was  obliged  to  return,  to  assist  at  the 
harvest.  When  the  harvest  waa  over,  he  went 
back  to  school,  where  he  remained  two  weeks ; 
and  this  completes  the  account  of  hiit  school 
education,  excepting  one  summer  quarter,  some 
time  afterwards,  that  he  attended  the  parish 
school  of  Kirk-Oswald  (where  he  lived  with  a 
brother  of  my  mother's)  to  learn  surveying. 

During  the  two  lost  weeks  that  he  was  with 
Murdoch,  he  himself  was  engaged  in  learning 
French,  and  he  communicated  the  instructions 
he  received  to  my  brother,  who,  when  he  return- 
ed, brought  home  with  him  a  French  dictionary 
and  grammar,  and  the  Adventures  of  Telema» 
chus  in  the  original.  In  a  little  while,  by  the 
assistance  of  these  books,  he  had  acquired  such  a 
knowledge  of  the  language,  as  to  read  and  un- 
derstand any  French  author  in  prose.  This 
was  considered  as  a  sort  of  prodigy,  and,  through 
the  medium  of  MurdtKh,  procured  him  the  ao* 
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qauntanoe  of  Krerftl  bids  in  Ayr,  who  were  it 
that  time  gabbling  French,  and  the  notice  of 
some  families,  particularly  that  of  Dr.  Malcolm, 
where  a  knowledge  of  French  waa  a  recommen- 
dation. 

Observing  the  facility  with  which  he  had 
acquired  the  French  language,  Mr.  Robinson, 
the  established  writing-master  in  Ayr,  and  Mr. 
Murdoch's  particular  friend,  having  himself  ac- 
quin:d  a  considerable  knowledge  of  the  Latin 
language  by  his  own  industry,  without  ever  ha- 
ving learned  it  at  school,  advised  Robert  to  make 
the  same  attempt,  promising  him  every  assist- 
ance in  his  power.  Agreeably  to  this  advice,  he 
purchased  The  RudimenU  of  the  Latin  TongtUj 
but  finding  this  study  dry  and  uninteresting,  it 
was  quickly  laid  aside.  He  frequently  returned 
to  his  Rudimtnit  on  any  little  chagrin  or  dis- 
appointment, particularly  in  his  love  affairs; 
but  the  Latin  seldom  predominated  more  than  a 
day  or  two  at  a  time,  or  a  week  at  most.  OI>- 
terving  himself  the  ridicule  that  would  attach  to 
this  sort  of  conduct  if  it  were  known,  he  made 
two  or  three  humorous  stanzas  on  the  subject, 
which  I  cannot  now  recollect,  but  they  all  ended. 


<( 


So  m  to  my  Latin  again.* 


Thus  }'oa  see  Mr.  Murdoch  was  a  principal 
means  of  my  brother's  improvement.  Worthy 
man  !  though  foreign  to  my  present  purpose,  I 
cannot  take  leave  of  him  without  tracing  his 
future  history.  He  continued  fur  some  years  a 
respected  and  useful  teacher  at  Ayr,  till  one 
evening  that  he  had  been  overtaken  in  liquor, 
he  happened  to  speak  somewhat  disrespectfully 
of  Dr.  Dalrymple,  the  parish  minister,  who  had 
not  paid  him  that  attention  to  which  he  thought 
himself  entitled.  In  Ayr  be  might  as  well  have 
spoken  blasphemy.  He  found  it  proper  to  give 
up  his  appointment.  He  went  to  London,  where 
he  still  lives,  a  private  teacher  of  French.  He 
has  been  a  considerable  time  married,  and  keeps 
a  shop  of  stationery  wares. 

The  father  of  Dr.  Paterson,  now  physician  at 
Ayr,  was,  I  believe,  a  native  of  Al>erdeenshire, 
and  was  one  of  the  establiklied  teachers  in  Ayr 
when  my  father  settled  in  the  neighbourhood. 
He  early  recogni<ied  my  father  as  a  fellow  na- 
tive of  the  notth  of  Scotland,  and  a  certain  de- 
gree of  intimacy  subsixted  between  them  during 
Mr.  Paterson's  life.  After  his  death,  his  widow, 
who  i«  a  very  genteel  woman,  and  of  great 
worth,  delighted  in  doing  what  she  thought  her 
husband  would  have  wished  to  have  done,  and 
assiduously  kept  up  her  attentions  to  all  his  ac- 
quaintance. She  kept  alive  the  intimacy  with 
our  family,  by  ft^uently  inviting  my  father  and 
mother  to  her  honse  oo  Sundays,  when  she  met 
them  at  churcn. 

When  she  came  to  know  my  brother's  passion 
for  books,  she  kindly  oflR^red  us  the  use  of  her 
husband's  library,  and  from  her  we  got  the 
SpeetatoTt  Popt  $  Translation  of  Hvmert  and 
•tveral  other  books  that  were  of  use  to  us. 


Mount  Oliphant,  the  fimn  mf  lather 
in  the  parish  of  Ayr,  is  almost  the  very  poonit 
soil  I  know  of  in  a  state  of  enltivatioR.  A 
stronger  proof  of  this  I  cannot  give,  than  diat, 
notwithstanding  the  extraordinary  rise  in  the 
value  of  lands  in  Scotland,  it  was,  after  a  ca^ 
siderable  sum  laid  out  in  improving  it  by  tke 
proprietor,  let,  a  few  years  ago,  five  pounds  per 
annum  lower  than  the  rent  paid  for  it  by  nr 
father  thirty  years  ago.  My  father,  in  eoiwe* 
quence  of  this,  soon  came  into  difficulties  whidi 
were  increased  bv  the  loss  of  several  of  hi«  rattle 
by  accidents  and  disease. — To  the  lNifK;tings  of 
misfortune  we  cuuld  only  oppose  hard  labour  ui 
the  most  rigid  econoniy.  We  lived  vrty  i^u 
ringly.  For  several  yean  butcher's  meat  wss  s 
stranger  in  the  house,  while  all  the  menher*  «if 
the  family  exerted  tbemM^lves  to  the  utmost  at 
their  strength,  and  rather  lieynnd  it,  in  the  1»> 
hours  of  the  fiirm.  My  brother,  at  the  age  nf 
thirteen,  assisted  in  thrashing  the  crop  of  com, 
and  at  fifteen  was  the  principal  lalxnirvr  on  the 
farm,  for  we  had  no  hired  servant,  male  nr  fi^• 
male.  The  anguish  of  mind  we  felt  at  o«ir  in»- 
der  years,  under  these  straits  and  difficulties 
was  very  great.  To  think  of  our  fath^  g^w- 
ing  old,  (for  he  was  now  above  fifty),  broke* 
down  with  the  long  continued  fatisrues  of  his 
life,  with  a  wife  and  five  other  children,  and  ia 
a  declining  state  of  circumstance*,  thcne  r«4L«- 
tions  produced  in  my  brother's  mind  and  mise 
sensations  of  the  deepent  dwtiess.  1  douht  net 
but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow  of  this  pe> 
riod  of  his  life,  was  in  a  great  measure  the  raase 
of  that  depression  of  spirits  with  which  Rnbrrt 
was  so  often  afflicted  through  his  wh(»le  life  af- 
terwardi*.  At  this  time  he  waa  almost  cm- 
stantly  afflicted  in  the  evenings  with  a  HiiB 
headache,  which,  at  a  future  period  of  his  lifts 
was  exchanged  for  a  palpitation  of  the  heart, 
and  a  threatening  of  fainting  and  suffiicktioo  ia 
hi*  bed,  in  the  night-time. 

By  a  stipulation  in  my  father's  lease,  he  ksi 
a  right  to  throw  it  up,  if  he  thought  proper,  u 
the  end  of  every  sixth  year.  He  attempted  ta 
fix  himself  in  a  better  farm  at  the  end  of  the 
first  six  years,  but  failing  in  that  attempt,  he 
continued  where  he  was  fur  six  years  more.  He 
then  took  the  farm  of  Lochlea,  of  ISO  acres,  si 
the  lent  of  twenty  shillings  an  acre,  ia  the  pa- 
rish of  Tarbolton,  of  Mr. ,  tbes 

a  merchant  in  Ayr,  and  now  (1797)  a  menrhaat 
in  Liver|)ooI.  He  removed  to  this  fiirm  at 
Whitsunday,  1777,  and  posse^iaed  it  only  seves 
years.  No  writing  had  ever  been  roaile  out  of 
the  conditions  of  the  lease  ;  a  misunderstandinf 
took  place  respecting  them  ;  the  subjects  in  dis- 
pute were  submitted  to  arbitration,  and  the  de> 
cision  involved  my  father's  affiirv  in  ruin,  lie 
lived  to  know  of  this  deci»ioa,  but  not  to  see  any 
execution  in  consequence  of  it.  He  died  eo  the 
ISth  of  February,  178i. 

The  se%'en  years  we  lived  in  Tarbollon  pansh 
(extending  from  the  seventeenth  to  the  twenty- 
fourth  of  my  brother's  age)»  were 
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hf  mncn  ateraiy  improvenmit ;  bat  during 
tnis  time  the  fuvodatioD  waa  lud  of  certain  ha^ 
Uta  in  oy  brother'a  character,  whidi  afterwarda 
hfffamr  bat  too  promioent,  and  which  malice 
and  enry  have  taken  delight  to  eolai^  on. 
Thoogh,  when  young,  he  waa  bashful  and  awk- 
ward in  hia  intercourae  with  women,  yet  when 
he  approached  manhood,  hb  attachment  to  their 
aociety  became  very  strong,  and  he  was  c<>n- 
atantly  the  victim  of  some  fiir  enslaver.  The 
iymptosM  of  his  paaaion  were  often  such  aa 
nearly  to  equal  those  of  the  celebrated  Sappho. 
I  never  indeed  knew  that  he  fainted,  tunk,  and 
died  away  ;  but  the  agitations  of  his  mind  and 
body  exceeded  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  ever 
knew  in  real  life.  He  had  always  a  particular 
JMlousy  of  people  who  were  richer  than  him- 
mi£,  or  who  had  more  consequence  in  life.  His 
love*  therefore,  rarely  settled  on  persons  of  this 
dcacription.  When  he  selected  any  one,  out  uf 
Um  Mvereignty  of  his  good  pleasure,  t<>  whom 
ba  should  piy  his  particular  attention,  she  was 
inatantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of 
dianns,  out  of  the  plentiful  stores  uf  his  own 
iaagi  nation ;  and  there  waa  often  a  great  dis- 
aimilitttde  between  his  £iir  captivator,  as  she 
appeared  to  others,  and  as  she  seemed  when  in- 
Teetad  with  the  attributes  he  gave  her.  One 
generally  reigned  paramount  in  his  a&ctions ; 
bot  as  Yorick'a  af&ctions  flowed  out  toward 
Madame  de  L  at  the  remise  door,  while 

the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were  upon  him,  so 
Babert  waa  frequently  encountering  other  at- 
Iractioas,  which  formed  so  many  under  plots  in 
the  drama  of  his  love.  As  theae  connections 
vera  governed  by  the  strictest  rules  of  virtue 
•nd  modesty  (from  which  he  never  deviated  till 
ha  reached  his  2Sd  y»ir),  he  became  anxious  to 
be  in  a  situation  to  marry.  This  waa  not  likely 
to  be  soon  the  cafe  while  he  remained  a  farmer, 
aa  the  stocking  of  a  farm  required  a  sum  of 
money  he  had  no  probability  of  being  master  of 
far  a  great  while.  He  b^an,  therefore,  to  think 
of  trying  some  other  line  of  life.  He  and  I  had 
Sat  several  years  taken  land  of  my  father  for  the 
pnrpoee  of  raising  flax  on  our  own  account.  In 
tiae  course  of  sdling  it,  Robert  began  to  think 
of  turning  flax-dresser,  both  as  being  suitable  to 
bia  grand  view  of  settling  in  life,  and  aa  sub- 
aenrient  to  the  flax  raising.  He  accordingly 
wrought  at  the  business  of  a  flax-dresser  in 
Irvine  for  six  months,  but  abandoned  it  at  that 
period,  aa  neither  agreeing  with  his  health  nor 
inclination.  In  Irvine  he  had  contracted  some 
aeqoaintance  of  a  freer  manner  of  thinking  and 
living  than  he  had  been  used  to,  whose  society 
prepared  him  fur  overleaping  the  bounds  of  rigid 
▼irtue  which  had  hitherto  restrained  him.  To- 
wards the  end  of  the  period  under  review  (in 
bis  2ith  year),  and  soon  after  his  father's  death, 
ba  waa  furnished  with  the  subject  of  his  epistle 
to  John  Rankin.  During  this  period  also  he 
baoame  a  freemasoot  which  was  nis  first  intro- 
dnction  to  the  lifo  of  a  boon  companion.  Yet, 
antrithitBndif^  these  circomstancesy  and  tha 


praise  he  has  bestowed  on  Sootdi  drink  (which 
seems  to  have  misled  his  historians),  I  do  not 
recollect,  during  these  seven  years,  nor  till  to- 
warda  the  end  of  his  commencing  author  (when 
his  growing  celebrity  occasioned  his  being  often 
in  company),  to  have  ever  seen  him  iotoxieated, 
nor  was  he  at  all  given  to  drinking.  A  stronger 
proof  of  the  general  sobriety  of  his  conduct  need 
not  be  required  than  what  I  am  about  to  give. 
During  the  whole  of  the  time  we  lived  in  the 
farm  of  Lochlea  with  my  fother,  he  allowed  my 
brother  and  me  such  wages  for  our  labour  as  h« 
gave  to  other  labourers,  aa  a  part  of  which, 
every  article  of  our  t-lothing  manufactured  in 
the  ^mily  waa  regulariy  accounted  for.  When 
my  father's  a£Eiirs  drew  near  a  crisis,  Robert 
and  I  took  the  hrm  of  Mosagiel,  consisting  of 
1 18  acres,  at  the  rent  of  i690  per  annum  (the 
farm  on  which  I  live  at  present)  from  Mr.  Ga- 
vin Hamilton,  as  an  asylum  fur  the  family  in 
case  of  the  worst.  It  was  stocked  by  the  pro- 
perty and  individual  savings  of  the  whole  family, 
and  was  «  joint  concern  among  us.  Every  mem- 
ber of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary  wages 
for  the  labour  he  performed  on  the  fiirnu  Xly 
brother's  allowance  and  mine  waa  seven  pounds 
per  annum  each.  And  during  the  whole  time 
this  family  concern  la>«ted,  which  waa  four  3rean^ 
as  well  Sit  during  the  preceding  period  at  Loch- 
lea, his  expeoiies  never  in  one  year  exeeeded  his 
slender  income.  As  I  waa  intrusted  with  tha 
keeping  of  the  family  accounts,  it  is  not  possi- 
ble that  there  can  be  any  fallacy  in  this  state- 
ment in  my  brother's  fovour.  His  temperaaee 
and  frugality  were  every  thing  that  could  be 
wiahed. 

The  farm  of  Mos^id  lies  very  high,  and 
mostly  on  a  cold  wet  bottom.  The  first  four 
years  that  we  were  on  the  farm  were  very  frosty, 
and  the  spring  waa  very  late.  Our  crops  in 
consequence  were  very  unprofitable ;  and,  not- 
withstanding our  utmost  diligence  and  economy, 
we  found  ourselves  obliged  to  give  up  our  bar* 
gain,  with  the  loss  of  a  conaiderahle  part  of  onr 
original  stock.  It  waa  during  these  four  years 
that  Robert  formed  hia  connection  with  Jem 
Armour,  afterwards  Mrs.  Burns.  This  connce- 
tion  could  no  longer  6e  eoneeaiedf  about  tha 
time  we  came  to  a  final  determination  to  quit 
the  farm.  Robert  durst  not  engage  with  a 
family  in  his  poor  unsettled  state,  but  was  an- 
xious to  shield  his  partner  by  every  means  in 
his  power  imm  the  consequences  of  their  im- 
prudence.  It  was  agreed  therefore  between 
them,  that  they  should  make  a  legal  acknow- 
ledgment <^  an  irregular  and  private  marriage ; 
that  he  should  go  to  Jamaica,  to  fnuk  hi$  for» 
tune  J  and  that  she  should  remain  with  her 
fisther  till  it  might  please  Providence  to  pat  tha 
means  of  supporting  a  fomily  in  his  power. 

Mrs.  Bums  was  a  great  fovourite  of  her  fi^ 
ther's.     Tha  intimation  of  a  private  marriigt 
waa  the  first  suggestion  ba  received  of  bar  na 
situation.     Ha  waa  in  the  greatest  distreai^  ani 
fointed  away.    Tha  marrii^  did  not  appear  ts 
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kim  to  make  the  mtMn'  toy  better.     A  lii»- 
beiid  in  Jamaiea  appeared  to  htm  and  to  hie  wife 
little  better  than  nmie,  and  an  effeetual  bar  to 
any  other  proepecte  of  a  aettlement  in  life  that 
their  daughter  might  have.    They  therefore  ez- 
preeaed  a  wish  to  her,  that  the  written  papen 
which  respected  the  marriage  ahould  be  cancel- 
led, and  thus  the  marri^^  rendered  void.     In 
her  melaneholx  ctate  she  felt  the  deepest  remorse 
at  having  brought  such  heavy  affliction  on  pa- 
lenta  that  loved  her  so  teoderly,  and  submitted 
to  their  entreaties.     Their  wish  wis  mentioned 
to   Robert.     He   felt  the  deepest  anguish   uf 
mind.     Ha  ofiered  to  stay  at  home  and  provide 
for  his  wife  and  femily  in  the  best  manner  that 
hie  daily  labours  could  provide  for  them ;  that 
being  the  onfy  means  in  his  power.     Even  this 
ofier  they  did  not  approve  of ;  for,  humble  as 
Miss  Armour's  station  was,  and  great  though 
her  imprudence  had  been,  she  still,  in  the  eyes 
of  her  partial  parents,  might  look  to  a  better 
oonoexion  than  that  with  my  friendlesa  and  un- 
happy brother,  at  that  time  without  bouse  or 
hiding-place.     Robert  at  length  consented  to 
their  wiahes ;  but  his  feelings  on  this  oeeanion 
were  of  the  most  distracting  nature ;  and  the 
impresnon  of  sorrow  was  not  e&ced,  till  by  a 
regular  marriage  they  were  indiasolubly  united. 
In  the  state  of  mind  which  this  separation  pro- 
dooed,  he  wished  to  leave  the  country  as  soon 
aa  possible,  and  agreed  with  Dr.  Douglas  to  go 
out  to  Jamaica  as  an  assistant  overseer,  or,  as  I 
bdicve  it  is  called,  a  book-keeper,  on  his  estate. 
Aa  he  had  not  sufficient  money  to  pay  his  pas- 
aage,  and  the  veasel  in  which  Dr.  Douglas  was 
to  procure  a  passage  for  him  was  not  expected 
to  sail  for  some  time,  Mr.  Hamilton  advised  him 
to  publish  his  poems  in  the  meantime  by  sub- 
scription, as  a  likely  way  of  getting  a  little  mo- 
ney to  provide  him  more  liberally  m  necessaries 
for  Jamaica.     Agreeably  to  this  advice,  sub- 
-  aeription  bills  were  printed  immediately,  and 
the  printing  was  commenced  at  Kilmarnock, 
has  preparations  going  on  at  the  same  time  for 
hia  vojrage.     The  reception,  however,  which 
hie  poema  met  with  in  the  world,  and  the  friends 
they  procured  him,  made  him  change  his  reso- 
lution of  going  to  Jamaica,  and  he  waa  adviaed 
to  go  to  Edinburgh  to  publish  a  ser<md  edition. 
On  hia  return,  in  happier  circumstances,  he  re* 
newed  hia  connexion  with  Mra.  Bums,  and  ren- 
dered it  permanent  by  a  union  for  life; 

Thna,  Madam,  have  I  endeavoured  to  give 
yon  a  ahnple  narrative  of  the  leading  circum- 
■tanoca  in  my  brother*a  eariy  life.  The  remain- 
ing  part  he  apent  in  Edinburgh  or  in  Dumfries- 
ahire,  and  ita  incidenta  are  aa  well  known  to 
yon  aa  to  me.  Hia  genius  having  procured  him 
yoor  patronage  and  friendship,  this  gave  rise  to 
the  oorifWMidence  between  yon,  in  which,  I 
believe,  his  aentimenta  were  delivered  with  the 
moat  leapectful,  but  moat  sBreaervcd  eonidence, 
and  whidi  only  terminatad  with  the  kMl  daya  of 
■     life. 


K<K  Lxvn. 


FROM  MR.  MURDOCH 


TO 


DK  MOORE, 


A8  TO  THK  rOST's  &4ELT  TUITIOV. 


SI  a, 

I  WAS  lately  favoured  with  a  letter  froa  our 
worthy  friend,  the  Rev.  WilKam  Adair,  in  which 
he  requested  me  to  communicate  to  yon 
ever  particulars  I  could  recollect 
Robert  Bums,  the  Ayrshire  poeL  My 
being  at  present  multifarious  and  harvaiag,  mj 
attention  is  consequently  so  mnch  divided,  and  I 
am  so  little  in  the  habit  of  expreasing  ny  theighti 
on  paper,  that  at  this  distance  of  tinae  I  ean  gifv 
but  a  very  imperfiect  aketch  of  the  early  part  of 
the  life  of  that  extraordinary  geniua  widi  whkh 
alone  I  am  acquainted. 

William  Burnea,  the  fether  of  tlie  poet,  wm 
bora  in  the  shire  of  Kincardine,  and  bied  • 
gardener.  He  had  been  settled  in  Ayrshire  ta 
or  twelve  yean  before  I  knew  him,  and  hti 
been  in  the  service  of  Mr.  Crawford  of  Doe»- 
side.  He  waa  afierwarda  employed  aa  a  gar- 
dener and  overseer  by  Provost  Ptrguaan  of 
Doonholm,  in  the  parish  of  Albway, 
now  united  with  that  of  Ayr.  In  this 
on  the  road  side,  a  Scotch  mile  and  a  half  feaai 
the  town  of  Ayr,  and  half  a  mile  from  the 
bridge  of  Doon,  William  Boraes  took  a  piaee 
of  land,  consisting  of  about  seven  acraa,  part  of 
which  he  Uid  out  in  garden  ground,  and  part 
of  which  he  kept  to  grate  a  oow,  ItcetiD 
tinuing  in  the  employ  of  I^xnrost 
Upon  this  little  form  waa  erected  a 
dwelling,  of  which  William  Burnea  was  the  a>w 
chitect.  It  was,  with  the  exception  of  a  fitlfe 
straw,  literally  a  tabernacle  of  day.  In  dai 
mean  cottage,  of  which  I  myself  was  at  tioMS 
an  inhabitant,  I  really  believe  there  dwdt  a 
larger  portion  of  content  than  in  any  palace  it 
Europe.  The  CotUr'i  Saturday  Ni^  wil 
give  some  idea  of  the  temper  and  nannare  thtf 
prevailed  there. 

In  1765,  about  the  middle  of  Mareh,  Mr. 
W.  Barnes  came  to  Ayr,  and  sent  to  the  ache  at 
where  T  was  improving  in  writinr  vnder  ay 
good  friend  Mr.  Robinson,  dcairing  nat  I  araald 
come  and  apeak  to  him  at  a  certain  inn,  and 
bring  my  writing  book  with  me.  Thia  wm 
immediately  complied  with.  Havii^  examined 
my  writing,  he  was  pleased  with  it---(you  wfll 
readily  allow  he  waa  not  difBcnIty,  and  told  ■• 
that  he  hid  received  very  aatiafectory  inferau- 
tion  of  Mr.  Tennant,  the  maater  of  the  Bnf* 
lish  school,  eonoeraing  my  improvemecit  m 
Engliah,  and  in  hie  cnethod  of  taaching.  It 
the  month  of  Bfay  fbUowing ,  I  waa  engaxed  by 
Mr.  Bnniea,  and  fevr  of  hia  acighbovn,  Co  incK 
and  aoeordiagly  benn  to  teach  the  Utile  aehaol 
a*   ABowajr,  which  waa  aitsatad  a 


CORRBSPONOBNCE. 
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ft«B  Ae  argillaeeoai  fibrie  thofe  mentioiied. 
My  five  enployen  undertook  to  board  me  bf 
tvnM,  and  to  make  op  a  certain  saluy,  at  the 
cod  of  the  year,  provided  my  qnarterlf  pay- 
nenta  froni  the  different  pnpila  did  not  amount 
to  that  ram. 

My  papil,  Robert  Burnt,  waa  then  between 
■iz  aiod  aeren  jreara  of  ajre ;  hia  preeeptor  about 
eighteen.  Robert  and  hia  younger  brother  Gil- 
bort,  had  been  groanded  a  little  in  Englinh  be- 
ine  they  were  put  under  my  eare.  They  both 
»nde  a  npid  progreiw  in  reading,  and  a  tolerable 
progreii  in  writing.  In  reading,  dividing  worda 
into  ayflablea  by  rule,  apelliog  without  book, 
pnning  tenteneca,  kct  Robert  and  Gilbert  were 
generally  at  the  upper  end  of  the  claaa,  even 
wlien  ranged  with  boya  by  hr  their  teniors. 
The  booln  moat  commonly  uaed  in  the  school 
were,  the  SpeUing  Book,  the  New  Tutameni, 
dM  BihU,  M(Uom*t  CoUediom  of  ProM  and 
Vtnoj  and  Fiber's  JSmgli$k  Orammar,  They 
conmitted  to  memory  the  hymna,  and  other 
pocflM  of  that  eoUeetiott,  with  uncommon  fi^ili- 
tr.  Thia  fceility  waa  partly  owing  to  the  me- 
ttod  pvraoed  by  their  fiither  and  me  in  instruct- 
ing them,  which  waa,  to  make  them  thoroughly 
•equainted  with  the  meaning  of  every  woid  in 
cneh  acntenee  that  waa  to  be  committed  to  me- 
mory. By  the  bye,  thia  may  be  easier  done,  and 
at  an  earlier  period,  than  is  generally  thought. 
Am  aoon  aa  Ihey  were  capable  of  it,  I  taught  them 
to  torn  Terse  into  itf  natural  proae  order ;  soroe- 
timea  to  aubstitute  synonymoua  ezpreasiona  for 
poetical  worda,  and  to  rapply  all  the  ellipses. 
Theaok  you  know,  are  the  means  of  knowing  that 
tile  |Mi|nl  understands  hia  author.  Theae  are 
cseellent  helpa  to  the  arrangement  of  words  in 
■  aanteocco,  aa  well  aa  to  a  Tariety  of  espresaion. 

Gilbert  always  appeared  to  me  to  poasem  a 
more  lively  imagination,  and  to  be  more  of  the 
wit,  than  Robert.  I  attempted  to  teach  them  a 
Kttle  church  muaic  Here  they  were  left  hr  be- 
hind by  all  the  reat  of  the  aehooL  Robert's  ear, 
in  partieular,  was  remarkably  dull,  and  bis  voice 
■ntnnable.  It  waa  long  before  I  could  get  them 
to  diatinguish  one  tune  from  another.  Robert*a 
eountenaoce  waa  generally  grave,  and  expressive 
of  a  aeriooa,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind. 
Gilbert's  fiiee  »aid.  Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to 
Bm  f  and  certainly,  if  any  person  who  knew  the 
two  bo3ra,  had  been  asked  which  of  them  waa 
the  moat  likely  to  court  the  muMw,  he  would 
anrely  never  have  gueased  that  Robert  had  a 
propenaity  of  that  kind. 

In  die  year  1767,  Mr.  Bumea  quitted  hia 
■mmI  ediioe,  and  took  possession  of  a  farm 
( Mount  Oliphant)  of  his  own  improving,  while 
in  the  service  of  Provost  Ferguson.  Thia  farm 
being  at  a  eonsiderable  distance  from  the  school, 
the  boya  could  not  attend  r^ularly  ;  and  aome 
Pangea  taking  place  among  the  odier  aop- 
poitera  of  the  achool,  I  left  it,  having  continued 
to  conduct  it  for  nearly  two  years  and  a  hall^ 

In  the  year  1778, 1  waa  appointed  (being  one 
ef  Ave  candidatea  who  were  examined)  to  teadi 


the  Engliah  achool  at  Ayr ;  and  in  1773,  Robert 
Burna  came  to  board  and  lodge  with  me^  for  the 
porpooe  of  revising  Engliah  grammar,  ke,  that 
he  might  be  better  qualified  to  instruct  his  bro- 
thers and  nsters  at  home.  He  waa  now  with 
me  day  and  night,  in  achool,  at  meals,  and  in  all 
my  walks.  At  the  end  of  one  week,  I  told  him, 
that,  as  he  waa  now  pretty  much  master  of  the 
parte  of  speech,  fcc,-  I  should  like  to  teach  him 
something  of  French  pronunciation,  that  when 
he  ahottld  meet  with  the  name  of  a  French  town, 
ship,  officer,  or  the  like,  in  the  newtpapera,  he 
might  be  able  to  pronounce  it  something  like  a 
French  word.  Robert  was  glad  to  hear  this  pro- 
posal, and  immediately  we  attacked  the  Frendi 
with  great  courage.         v^« 

Now  there  was  little  else  to  be  heard  but  the 
declension  of  nouns,  the  conjugation  of  verbe, 
ke.  When  walking  together,  and  even  at  meala, 
I  was  constantly  telling  him  the  name*  of  differ- 
ent otjecta,  aa  they  presented  themaelvea,  in 
French  ;  ao  that  he  waa  hourly  laying  in  a  stock 
of  words,  and  sometimes  little  phrases.  In  short, 
he  took  such  pleasure  in  learning,  and  I  in  teach- 
ing, that  it  waa  difficult  to  aay  which  of  the  two 
was  moat  zealoua  in  the  business ;  and  about  the 
end  of  the  aeoond  week  of  our  study  of  the 
French,  we  began  to  read  a  little  of  the  Adven- 
turet  of  T^emaehus,  in  Feaelon's  own  words. 

But  now  the  plaina  of  Mount  Oliphant  began 
to  whiten,  and  Robert  waa  auromoniBd  to  relin- 
quish the  pleaaing  scenes  that  aurrounded  the 
grotto  of  Calypeo,  and,  armed  with  a  sickle,  to 
seek  glory  by  signaliting  himself  in  the  fields  of 
Ceres-— and  ao  he  did  ;  for  although  but  about 
fif^n,  I  was  told  that  he  performed  the  work 
of  a  man. 

Thus  waa  I  deprived  of  my  very  apt  pupil, 
and  eonaequently  agreeable  companion,  at  the 
end  <^  three  weekf,  one  of  which  waa  spent  en- 
tirely in  the  study  of  Engliah,  and  the  other  two 
chiefly  in  that  of  French.  I  did  not,  however, 
loae  sight  of  him  ;  but  was  a  frequent  vi«tant 
at  hia  fother'a  house,  when  I  had  my  half-holi- 
day, and  very  often  went  accompanied  with  one 
or  two  persons  more  intelligent  than  myself,  that 
good  William  Burnes  might  enjoy  a  mental  feaat. 
— Then  the  labouring  oar  waa  shifted  to  some 
other  hand.  The  father  and  the  son  sat  down 
with  ua,  when  we  enjoyed  a  conversation,  where- 
in solid  reasoning,  sensible  remark,  and  a  mo- 
derate seaaoning  of  jocularity,  were  so  nicely 
blended  aa  to  render  it  palatable  to  all  partiea. 
Robert  had  a  hundred  questions  to  a»k  me  about 
the  French,  ke. ;  and  the  £irher,  who  had  al- 
ways rational  information  in  view,  hid  still 
aome  qrieation  to  propose  to  my  more  learned 
frienda,  upon  moral  or  natural  philoaophy,  or 
some  such  intemting  subject.  Mrs.  Bumea 
too  waa  of  the  party  aa  much  aa  possible ; 

**  But  still  the  house  affiurs  would  draw  her  thenfie, 
Which  ever  aa  she  could  with  haate  diapatdi, 
She*d  come  again,  and,  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  their  diarourae.*'— 
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and  particalarly  ^at  of  her  ktuband.     At  all  I  and  perpetaase  the  m&morj 
times,  and  in  all  eompaniet,  she  listened  to  him  in  moral  rectitoda^  la  it  k 


with  a  more  marked  attention  than  to  any  body  elae. 
When  under  the  necenity  of  being  alwent  while 
he  was  tpeaklng,  the  seemed  to  regret,  as  a  real 
loss,  that  she  had  missed  what  the  good  roan 
had  said.  This  worthy  woman,  Agnes  Brown, 
had  the  most  thorough  esteem  for  her  husband 
of  any  woman  I  ever  knew.  I  can  by  no  means 
wonder  that  she  highly  esteemed  him ;  for  I 
myself  have  always  considered  William  Bumes 
as  by  far  the  best  <^  the  human  race  that  ever 
had  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with— 
and  many  a  worthy  character  I  have  known. 
1  can  cheerfully  join  with  Robert  in  the  last  line 
of  hb  epitaph  (borrowed  from  Goldsmith), 

'  And  even  his  failings  lean*d  to  virtue's  side.** 

He  was  an  excellent  husband,  if  I  may  judge 
from  his  assiduous  attention  to  the  ease  and 
comfort  of  hb  worthy  partner,  and  from  her 
aftctionate  behaviour  to  him,  as  well  as  her 
unwearied  attention  to  the  duties  of  a  mother. 

He  was  a  tender  and  affectionate  fiither  ;  he 
took  pleasure  in  leading  his  children  in  the  path 
of  virtue ;  not  in  driving  them,  as  some  parents 
do,  to  the  performance  of  duties  to  which  they 
themselves  are  averse.  He  took  care  to  find 
foult  but  very  seldom  ;  and  therefore,  when  he 
did  rebuke,  he  was  listened  to  with  a  kind  of 


A  look  of  disapprobation  was  poet.     I  sball,  however,  in  my  not. 


reverential  awe. 

frit ;  a  reproof  was  severely  so ;  and  a  stripe 
with  the  tawtf  even  on  the  skirt  of  the  coat, 
gave  heart-folt  pain,  produced  a  loud  lamenta- 
tion, and  brought  forth  a  flood  of  tears. 

He  had  the  art  of  gaining  the  esteem  and 
good-will  of  those  that  were  labourers  under 
him.     I  think  I  never   saw  him   angry  hot 
twice  .  the  one  time  it  wa%  with  the  foreman  of 
the  band,  for  not  reaping  the  field  as  he  was  de- 
sired ;  and  the  other  time,  it  was  with  an  old 
man,  for  using  smutty  inuendoes  and  double  en- 
tendre$.     Were  every  foul-mouthed  old  man  tn 
receive  a  seasonable  check  in  thb  way,  it  would 
be  to  the  advantage  of  the  rising  generation. 
As  he  was  at  no  time  overhearing  to  inferiors, 
he  was  equally  incapable  of  that  passive,  pitiful, 
paltry  spirit,  that  induces  some  people  to  keep 
booing  and  booing  in  the  presence  of  a  great 
man.     He  always  treated  superiors  with  a  be- 
coming respect ;  but  be  never  gave  the  smallest 
encoursgement  to  aristocratical  arrogance.    But 
I  must  not  pretend  to  give  you  a  description  of 
all  the  manly  qualitb^  the  rational  and  Chris- 
tian virtues  of  the  venerable  WillUm  Bumes. 
Time  would  foil  me.     I  shall  only  add,  that  he 
carefully  practised  every  known  duty,  and  avoid- 
ed every  thing  that  was  criminal ;  or,  in  the 
apostle*s  words,  Herein  did  he  exerciee  Atm- 
ael/f   in  living  a  life  void  of  nffrnee  towards 
Ood  and  towarde  men,     O  for  a  world  of  men 
of  Mich -dispositions!  We  shonld  then  have  no 
wars.     I  have  ofWn  wished,  for  the  good  of 
mankind,  that  it  wen  as  cwtouuuy  to  hooour 


called  heroio  actioos :  then 
um  of  the  friend  of  my  yo«th  ovettop 
pass  most  of  the  monnmeati  I  set  ia  W« 
ster  Abbey. 

Although  I  cannot  do  justiee  to  the 
ter  of  thb  worday  man,  yet  yo«  wiO 
from  these  few  particulars,  what  kiad  of 
had  the  principal  hand  in  the  edncafkwi  of  em 
poet.  He  spoke  the  Engliak  kngnege  wilk 
more  |m>priety  (both  with  respect  to 
and  pronuncUtion),  than  any  bmo  I  ever 
with  no  greater  advantages.  Thin  had  a 
good  effect  on  the  boys,  who  begna  to  talk,  and 
reason  like  men,  much  sooner  than  their  acigh* 
hours  I  do  not  recollect  any  of  their 
raries,  at  my  little  seminary,  who  aftcrwa 
made  any  great  figure  as  litoary  eharartcfi, 
eept  Dr.  Tenant,  who  was  chafilaia  to 
Fullarton*s  regiment,  aad  who  m  mem  ia  At 
East  Indies.  He  b  a  maa  of  genina  aad  ban- 
ing ;  yet  affable,  aad  free  from  pedaatry; 

Mr.  Bumes,  in  a  short  time,  iMind  Aat  kt 
had  overrated  Mount  Oliphant,  aad  ^Mt  hi 
could  not  rear  hb  numeroua  foaiily  upoa  it^— 
After  being  there  some  years,  he  reawvid  H 
Lochlea,  in  the  parish  of  Tarboltaa,  when^  1 
believe,  Robert  wrote  moat  of  hb  poaaia. 

But  here^  Sir,  you  will  permit  me  to  pan 
I  can  tell  you  but  little  ntire  rdativa  to  tar 


a  copy  of  one  of  hb  letters  to  laa^  aboat  tis 
year  1783.     1  received  one  since,  bat  it  b  ■» 
bid.     Please  remember  me,  ia  dw 
ner,  to  my  worthy  friend  Mr.  Adair, 
see  him  or  write  to  hioi. 

Hart  Street,  Bloomsbary  Sqaanb 
London,  Feb.  28,  1799. 


No.  LXVIIL 
FROM  PROFESSOR  DUO  ALD  STEWlIT 


TO 


DR.  MOORE, 

CONTAIMINO  BIS  SKITCIima  or  THB  foil. 


Th<  first  time  I  saw  Robert 
the  2Sd  of  October,  1 786,  whca  ht  i Kaed  at  ay 
bouse  in  Ayrshire,  together  with  our 
friend  Mr.  John  Mackeasie,  aurgeoo  ia 
line,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  fiar  dw  phamw  sf 
his  acquaintance.  I  am  eaabled  to  mtatiim  fke 
date  particularly,  by  some  vcnea  which  Bm 
wrote  afier  he  returned  ho«e,  aad  ia  which  tb 
day  of  our  meeting  b  recorded.  My  ooeUmi 
and  much  lament^  fiiend,  the  lato  Beea^  Lsri 
Dacr,  happened  to  arrive  at  Catriae  the  asas 
day,  and  by  the  kindaese  aad  frankasa  of  kii 
left  aa  lawrtoMa  oa  the  Buad  ef  lb 
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poett  whie  ntrcr  wm  effiwed.  The  Tenet  I 
allude  to  an  among  the  most  imperfect  of  his 
pie  cue ;  hat  a  few  etansas  may  perhaps  be  ao 
oljeei  of  eoriositjr  to  jou,  both  on  account  of 
the  character  to  which  they  relate*  and  of  the 
light  which  they  throw  on  the  situation  and 
Cwluiga  of  the  writer,  before  his  name  was 
known  to  the  public  * 

I  cannot  positively  say,  at  this  dbtance  of 
time,  whctheri  at  the  period  of  our  first  ae- 
foaintanoe,  the  Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems 
had  been  just  published,  or  was  yet  in  the  press. 
I  ewpeet  that  the  latter  was  the  caae,  as  I  have 
itiU  in  my  possession  copies  in  his  own  hand- 
wnnng,  ot  some  of  his  favourite  performances  ; 
particolarly  of  his  verses  "  on  turning  up  a 
Moose  with  his  plough  ;*' — **  on  the  Mountain 
Daisy  ;*'  and  *'  the  Lament.*'  On  my  return  to 
Ediabargh,  T  showed  the  volume,  and  mention- 
ed what  I  knew  of  the  author's  history,  to  se- 
veral of  my  friends,  and  among  others,  to  Mr. 
Henry  Madkensie^  who  first  re<*ommende<l  him 
to  pablie  notice  in  the  97th  number  of  The 


At  this  time  Burns's  prospects  in  life  were  so 
extremely  gloomy,  that  he  bad  seriously  formed 
«  plan  of  gmng  out  to  Jamaica  in  a  very  humble 
•itnation,  not,  however,  without  lamenting,  that 
hie  want  of  patronage  should  force  him  to  think 
of  n  project  so  repugnant  to  his  feelings,  when 
his  ambition  aimed  at  no  higher  an  object  than 
the  station  of  an  exciseman  or  ganger  in  his  own 
eovntry. 

Hit  manners  were  then,  as  they  continued 
ever  afterwards,  simple,  manly,  and  indepen- 
dent ;  strongly  expressive  of  constcious  genius 
and  worth  ;  but  without  any  thing  that  indica- 
ted forwardness,  arrogance,  or  vanity.  He  took 
his  share  in  converMtion,  but  not  mure  tlian 
belonged  to  him  (  and  listened  with  apparent 
attention  and  deference,  on  subjects  where  his 
want  of  education  deprived  him  of  the  nieann  of 
information.  If  there  bad  been  a  little  more  of 
gentlences  and  accommodation  in  his  temper,  he 
would,  I  think,  have  been  still  more  interest- 
ing ;  but  he  had  been  accustomed  to  give  law 
in  the  circle  of  his  ordinary  ac<]uaintttnoe  ;  and 
his  dread  of  any  thing  approaching  to  meanness 
or  servility,  rendered  his  manner  somewhat  de- 
dded  and  hard.  Nothing,  perhaps,  was  more 
remarkable  among  his  various  attainments  than 
die  flneoey,  and  precision,  and  originality  of 
his  language,  when  he  spoke  in  company  ;  more 
psrticnlarly  as  he  aimed  at  purity  in  his  turn  of 
expression,  and  avoided  more  successfully  than 
noat  Scotchmen,  the  peculiarities  of  Scottish 
phraseokigy. 

He  came  to  Edinburgh  early  in  the  winter 
fidlowing,  and  renuined  there  for  several  months. 
By  whose  advice  he  took  this  step,  I  am  unable 
to  eay.  Perhaps  it  was  suggested  only  by  his 
own  curiosity  to  see  a  little  more  of  the  world  ; 
bat,  I  c(«fea%  I  dreaded  the  consequences  fi^m 
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the  first,  and  aiways  wished  that  his  pursaiti 
and  habita  should  continue  the  same  as  in  the 
former  part  of  life ;  with  the  addition  o^  what 
I  oonaidered  as  then  completely  within  his  reach* 
a  good  form  on  moderate  tenns,  in  a  part  of  the 
country  agreeable  to  his  taste. 

The  attentions  he  received  during  his  stay  in 
town  from  all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons, 
were  such  as  would  have  turned  any  head  but 
his  own.  I  cannot  say  that  I  could  perceive 
any  unfavourable  effect  which  they  left  on  his 
mind.  He  retained  the  same  simplicity  of  man- 
ners and  appearance  which  had  struck  me  so 
f(M'cibly  when  I  first  saw  him  in  the  country  ; 
nor  did  he  seem  to  feel  any  additional  self-im- 
portance from  the  nuaiber  uid  rank  of  his  new 
acquaintance.  His  dress  was  perfectly  suited  to 
his  station,  plain  and  nnpretcnding,  with  a  suf- 
ficient attention  to  neatness  If  I  recollect  right 
be  always  wore  boots  ;  and,  when  on  more  than 
usual  ceremony,  buck -skin  breeches. 

The  variety  of  his  ertgagements,  while  in 
Eldinbnrgh,  prevented  me  from  seeing  him  so 
often  as  I  could  have  wished .  In  the  course  of 
the  spring  he  called  on  me  once  or  twice,  at 
my  request,  early  in  the  morning,  and  walked 
with  me  to  Braid-Hills,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  town,  when  he  charmed  me  still  more  by 
his  private  conversation,  than  he  had  ever  done 
in  company.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  the 
beauties  of  nature  ;  and  I  recollect  once  he  told 
me,  when  I  was  admiring  a  distant  prospect  in 
one  of  our  morning  walks,  that  the  sight  of  so 
many  smoking  cottiges  gave  a  pleanure  to  hie 
mind,  which  none  could  understand  who  had 
not  witnessed,  like  liimwlf,  the  happiness  and 
the  worth  which  they  contained. 

In  his  political  principles  he  was  then  a  Ja- 
cobite ;  which  was  perhnps  owing  partly  to 
this,  that  his  father  wan  originally  from  the  es- 
tate of  Lunl  Mart-schull.  Indeed  he  did  not 
appear  to  have  thought  much  on  such  subjects, 
nor  very  conHistently.  He  had  a  very  strong 
senw  of  religion,  and  expressed  deep  regret  at 
the  levity  with  which  he  had  beard  it  treated 
occasionally  in  some  convivial  meetings  which 
he  frequented.  I  speak  of  him  as  he  was  in 
the  wiuter  of  1786-7  ;  for  afterwards  we  met 
but  »e'dom,  and  our  conversations  turned  chief- 
ly on  hi*  literary  projects,  or  his  private  affairs. 

I  do  not  recollect  whether  it  appears  or  not 
from  any  of  your  letters  to  me,  that  you  had 
ever  seen  Burns.  If  you  have,  it  is  superfluous 
fur  me  add,  that  the  idea  which  his  conversa 
tion  conveyed  of  the  powers  uf  his  mind,  ex- 
ceeded, if  possible,  that  which  is  suggested  by 
his  writings.  Among  the  puete  whom  I  have 
happened  to  know,  I  have  been  struck,  in  more 
than  one  instance,  with  the  unaccountable  dis- 
parity between  their  general  talents,  and  the  oc- 
casional inspirations  of  their  more  favoured  mo- 
ments. But  all  the  faculties  of  Burn/s  mind 
were,  as  £ir  as  I  (»uM  jutlg.*,  equally  vigorous  ; 
and  his  predilection  for  poetry  was  rather  the 
result  of  hia  own  enthusiasliu  and  impassioned 
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to  pocdo  ezertion,  lie  would  gire  way  to  the 
imimlni  and  embody  the  thought  in  rhyme. 
If  he  hit  oo  two  or  three  stenue  to  pleaae  him, 
he  would  then  think  of  proper  introductory, 
connecting,  and  concluding  stamnt ;  hence  the 
middle  of  e  poem  was  often  firrt  produced.  It 
waa,  I  think,  in  tommer  ITbi,  when  in  the 
Interval  of  harder  labour,  he  and  I  were  weed- 
ing in  the  garden  (kailyard)  that  he  repeated  to 
me  the  principal  part  of  this  epistle.  I  believe 
the  first  idea  of  Robert's  becoming  an  author 
waa  started  on  this  occasioo.  I  was  much 
pleased  with  the  epistle,  and  said  to  him  I  was 
of  opinion  it  would  bear  being  printed,  and 
that  it  would  be  well  received  by  people  of 
taste ;  that  I  thought  it  at  least  equal,  if  not 
superior,  to  many  of  AU«n  Ramsay*s  epistles, 
and  that  the  merit  of  these,  and  much  other 
Scotch  poetry,  seemed  to  consist  principally  in 
the  knack  of  the  expression— but  here,  there 
waa  a  strain  of  interesting  sentiment,  and  the 
Scotticism  of  the  language  scarcely  seemed  af- 
ficcted,  but  appeared  to  be  the  natural  language 
of  the  poet ;  that,  besides,  there  was  certainly 
some  novelty  in  a  poet  pointing  out  the  oonso- 
latioos  that  were  in  store  for  him  when  he 
should  go  a-begging.  Robert  seemed  very  well 
pfeased  with  my  criticism ;  and  we  talked  of 
sending  it  to  some  magaiine,  but  as  this  plan 
afibrded  no  opportunity  of  knowing  how  it 
would  take,  the  idea  was  dropped. 

It  was,  I  think,  in  the  winter  following,  as 
we  were  going  together  with  carts  for  coal  to 
the  fiimOy  fire  (and  I  could  yet  point  out  the 
particular  spot),  that  the  author  first  repeated 
to  me  the  Addrtu  to  the  Dtil.  The  curious 
idea  of  such  an  address  was  suggested  to  him, 
by  running  over  in  his  mind  the  many  ludicrous 
accounts  «id  representations  we  have,  from  va- 
rious quarters,  of  this  august  personage.  J}eath 
and  Dr,  Hornbook^  though  not  published  in 
the  Kilmarnock  edition,  was  produced  early  in 
the  year  1785.  The  schoolmaster  of  Tarbolton 
psrish,  to  eke  up  the  scanty  subsistence  allowed 
to  that  useful  class  of  men,  had  set  up  a  shop 
of  grocery  goods.  Having  accidentally  fiUlen  in 
with  some  medical  books,  and  become  most 
hobby-horsically  attached  to  the  study  of  medi- 
cine, he  had  added  the  sale  of  a  Cbw  medicines 
to  his  little  trade.  He  had  got  a  shop-bill 
printed,  at  the  bottom  of  which,  overlooking 
his  own  incapacity,  he  had  advertised,  that 
**  Adviee  would  be  given  in  common  diaordere 
at  the  shop,  gratis.'*  Robert  was  at  a  mason- 
meeting,  in  TarboHon,  when  the  **  Dominie*' 
unfiirtunately  made  too  ostentatious  a  display  of 
his  medical  skilL  As  he  parted  in  the  evening 
from  this  mixture  of  pedantry  and  physic,  at 
the  place  where  he  describes  his  meeting  with 
Death,  one  of  those  floatii^  ideas  of  apparition, 
he  mentions  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Moore,  crossed 
his  mind ;  this  set  him  to  work  for  the  rest  of 
tbe  way  home.  These  eireumstanoes  he  relat- 
ed when  he  repeated  the  verses  to  me  nest  af- 
le  I  was  hoUiof  the  pleogh*  and  he 


was  letting  the  water  off  the  field 
The  EpiatU  to  John  LapraUk  wa 
exactly  on  the  occasion  described  by  the  aadMr. 
He  says  in  that  poem,  OnfaUen  e*«»  ho  kadm 
roekin*.  1  beHire  he  has  omitted  the  weed 
rocking  in  the  glossary.  It  i«  a  term  derived 
from  those  primitive  timea,  when  the  ooaotry* 
women  employed  their  spare  hours  in  spinning 
on  the  rock,  or  distaft  This  simple  iostnunent 
is  a  very  portable  one,  and  wdl  fitted  to  the  so- 
cial inclination  of  meeting  ia  a  nnghboor's 
house  ;  hence  the  phrase  of  going  o-roekiMg  er 
with  the  rock.  As  the  eonaectioa  the  phra« 
had  with  the  implement  was  fiMrgottea  when 
the  rock  gave  way  to  the  spinning-whed,  the 
phrase  came  to  be  used  by  both  sexes  oo  social 
occasions,  and  men  talk  of  goin^  with  their 
rocks  as  well  as  women. 

It  waa  at  one  of  these  rocUngg  at  our  hoosa, 
when  we  had  twelve  or  fifUra  yooog  people  with 
their  rocAs,  that  Lapraik's  song,  beginning  » 
**  When  I  upon  thy  boeom  lean,"  was  anng, 
and  we  are  informed  who  waa  the  anther. 
Upon  this  Robert  wrote  hb  ftret  epistle  to  Lap- 
raik ;  and  his  second  in  reply  to  hie  answer. 
The  venes  to  the  Moum  and  Mommtait^'J^aisg 
were  composed  on  the  occasions  mentioned,  aod 
while  the  author  was  holding  the  pkmgh ;  1 
could  point  out  the  particular  spot  where  each 
was  composed.  Holding  the  plon^  waa  a  fi^ 
vourite  situation  with  Robert  for  poetic  compo- 
sitions, aod  some  of  his  beat  verses  were  pro- 
duced while  he  waa  at  that  exercise.  Several 
of  the  poems  were  produced  for  die  purpose  af 
bringing  forward  smne  fiivourite  sentiment  of  te 
author.  He  used  to  remark  to  me,  that  he 
couU  not  well  conceive  a  mors  mortifyiof  pic- 
ture of  human  life  than  a  man  aedung  work. 
In  CBSting  about  in  his  mind  how  this  eentiraeat 
might  be  brot^ht  forward,  the  dqqr  Man  was 
made  to  Moum^  was  composed.  Robert  had 
frequently  remaiked  to  me^  that  he  thought 
there  was  iwu.cthiog  peculiarly  venerable  in  the 
phrase,  "  Let  us  worship  God,**  used  by  a  de^ 
cent  sober  head  of  a  fomily  introducing  £smily 
worship.  To  this  sentiment  of  the  author  tht 
world  ia  indebted  for  the  Cottors  Satmrdtg 
NigkL  The  hint  of  the  plan,  and  the  titk  af 
the  poem,  were  taken  from  Ferguaaon*e  Forper's 
IngU,  When  Robert  had  not  eome  pieesure  in 
view  in  which  I  was  not  thought  fit  to  pnrt^ 
pate,  we  used  frequently  to  walk  together  when 
the  weather  was  fitvourable^  on  the  Snnday  a^ 
temoons,  (those  precious  breathing -times  to  the 
labouring  part  of  the  community),  and  eojciyed 
such  Sunda)'s  as  would  make  one  regret  to  ssa 
their  numbo'  abridged.  It  wee  in  one  of  these 
walks  that  1  first  had  the  pleasure  of  hearin 
the  author  repeat  the  Gofter'a  SatmrJkg  NigkL 
I  do  not  reoollect  to  have  reed  or  heard  any 
thing  by  which  I  waa  more  highly  thttriJU 
The  fifUi  and  aixth  stwaaa,  and  the  «ghtwBih, 
thrilled  with  peculiar  eestaay  through  my  sauL 
1  mention  thie  to  yon,  that  yen  may  sm  what 
hit  the  taate  of  nalitlmd  eritifliHu    1 
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W  gha  to  know,  if  tbe  enligbtened  mind  and 
icAaed  taate  of  BIr.  Rowoe,  who  hat  borne  mich 
iMnourtble  teitisiony  to  thb  poem,  igreet  with 
■le  m  the  tdection.  Fergnsson,  io  his  Hallow 
fmr  of  Edinburgh,  I  believe,  likewiee  furnish- 
ed a  hint  of  the  title  end  plan  of  the  Holy  Fair, 
The  &rcical  scene  the  poet  there  describes 
was  often  a  favourite  field  of  his  observation, 
•»d  the  most  of  the  incidents  he  mentions 
liad  actually  passed  before  his  eyes.  It  is  scarce- 
If  neoessary  to  mention,  that  the  Lament  was 
conposeH  on  that  unfortunate  passage  in  his  ma- 
trimonial history,  which  I  have  mentioned  in 
ny  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  after  the  first  distrac- 
tioe  of  his  ftelings  had  a  little  subsided.  The 
Tide  of  Twa  Zhgt  was  composed  after  the  re- 
ioltttion  of  publishing  was  nearly  taken.  Robert 
had  had  a  dog,  which  he  called  Luath,  that  was 
•  great  fiivooritc.  The  dog  had  been  killed  by 
the  wanton  cruelty  of  some  person  the  night  b^ 
fsre  my  fitther*s  death.  Robert  said  to  me,  that 
b«  should  like  to  confer  such  immortality  as  he 
eould  bestow  upon  bis  old  friend  Luath,  and 
that  he  had  a  great  mind  to  introduce  something 
iato  the  book  under  the  title  of  Sianxcu  to  the 
Memory  of  a  quadruped  Friend ;  but  this  plan 
was  given  up  for  the  Tale  as  it  now  stands. 
Cmear  was  merely  the  creature  of  the  poet*s 
inagination,  created  for  the  purpose  of  holding 
chat  with  his  fiivourite  Luath,  The  first  time 
Rabert  heard  the  spinnet  played  upon,  was  at  the 
hanae  of  Dr.  Lawrie,  then  minister  of  the  paritih 
of  Loudon,  now  in  Gla^ow,  having  given  up 
tht  parbh  in  fiivour  of  his  son.  Dr.  Lnwrie 
1ms  several  daughters ;  one  of  them  played  ;  the 
firtber  and  mother  led  down  the  dance ;  tlie  rest 
of  the  sistors,  the  brother,  tbe  poet,  an<l  the 
otlttr  guest,  mixed  m  it.  It  was  a  delightful 
fiunily  scene  for  our  poet,  then  lately  introduced 
to  the  world.  His  mind  was  roused  to  a  poetic 
esfhusiann,  and  the  stanxaa,  p.  36,  were  left  in 
tht  room  where  he  slept.  It  was  to  Dr.  Law- 
rie that  Dr.  Blacklock*s  letter  was  addrestsed, 
which  my  brother,  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Moore, 
Btntions  as  the  reason  of  his  going  to  Edinburgh. 
When  my  &ther/e«e<f  his  little  property  near 
Alloway  K^k,  the  wall  of  the  church -yard  had 
goM  to  ruin,  and  rattle  had  free  liberty  of  pas- 
torii^  in  it.  My  fiither,  with  two  or  three  other 
•eighboura,  joined  in  an  application  to  the  town 
oomici]  of  AjTt  who  were  superiors  of  the  ad- 
joioiiig  land,  for  liberty  to  rebuild  it,  and  raised 
by  aabscription  a  sum  for  enclosing  this  ancient 
Btwatory  with  a  wall ;  hence  he  came  to  con- 
■der  it  as  bis  burial-plaee,  and  we  learned  that 
reverence  for  it,  people  generally  have  for  the 
JMmal-place  of  their  aneestors.  My  brother  was 
Briog  in  EUisland,  when  Captain  Grose,  on  his 
puagi  inations  through  Scotland,  s^d  some  time 
It  Carae-house,  in  the  neighbourhood,  with 
Captain  Robert  Riddel,  of  Gleo-RiddeU,  a  parti- 
nkr  friend  of  my  brother'a.  The  Antiquarian 
lod  tht  Poet  were  *•  Unoo  pack  and  thick  the- 
fithor.**  Robert  requested  of  Captain  Grose, 
be  ahoeld  eone  to  Aynhirs^  cnet  he  would 


make  a  drawing  of  Alloway  Kirk,  aa  it  was  the 
burial-place  of  his  fiither,  and  where  he  himaelf 
had  a  sort  of  claim  to  lay  down  his  bones  when 
they  should  be  no  longer  serviceable  to  him ; 
and  added,  by  way  of  encouragement,  that  it 
was  the  scene  of  many  a  good  story  of  witohea 
and  apparitions,  of  which  he  knew  the  Captain 
was  very  fond.  The  Captain  ^^reed  to  the  re- 
quest, provided  the  Poet  would  furnish  a  witch- 
story,  to  be  printed  along  with  it.  Tam  o* 
Shunter  was  produced  on  this  occasion,  and  waa 
first  published  in  Groie'i  Antiquitiet  of  Scot" 
land. 

This  poem  is  founded  on  a  traditional  story. 
The  leading  circumstances  of  a  man  riding  home 
very  late  from  Ayr,  in  a  stormy  night,  his  seeing 
alight  in  Alloway  Kirk,  his  having  the  curiosity 
to  look  in,  his  seeing  a  dance  of  witches,  with 
the  devil  playing  on  the  bag-pipe  to  them,  the 
scanty  covering  of  one  of  the  witches,  which 
made  him  so  far  forget  himself  as  to  cry — **  Weel 
loopen,  tfhort  sark  !** — with  the  melancholy  ca- 
tastrophe of  tbe  piece  ;  is  all  a  true  story,  that 
can  be  well  attested  by  many  respectable  old 
people  in  that  neighbourhood. 

I  do  not  at  present  recollect  any  circumstances 
respectig  the  other  poems,  that  could  be  at  all 
interesting ;  even  some  of  those  I  have  mention- 
ed, I  am  afraid,  may  appear  trifling  enough,  but 
you  will  only  make  use  of  what  appears  to  yon 
of  consequence. 

The  following  Poems  in  the  first  Eldinbnrgh 
edition,  were  nut  in  that  published  in  Kilmar- 
nock.    Death  and  Dr,  Hornbook  ;    The  Brigt 
of  Ayr  t    The  Calf;  (the  poet  had  been  with 
Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton  in  the  morning,  who  aaid 
jocularly  to  him  when  he  was  going  to  church, 
in  allusion  to  the  injunction  of  some  parents  to 
their  children,  that  he  must  be  sure  to  bring 
him  a  note  of  the  sermon  at  mid-day  ;  this  ad- 
dress to  the  Reverend  Gentleman  on  his  text 
was  accordingly  produced).     The  Ordination  ; 
The  Addrese  to  the  Unco  Guid ;   Tam  Sam- 
son*s  Elegy ;  A    Winter  Night ;    Stanzat  on 
the  tame  oecauion  as   the  preceding  prayer  t 
Verses  left  at  a  Reverend  Friends  house  ;    The 
firsi  Psalm ;   Prayer  under  the  pressure  ofvio^ 
lent  angtiish  /    IVie  first  six  verses  of  the  nine* 
teenth  Psalm;     Verses  to  Miss  Logan,  with 
Beattie*s  Poems ;    To  a  Haggis ;  Address  to 
Edinburgh ;  Jolin  Barleycorn ;    When  Guil' 
ford  Guid ;  Behind  yon  hills  where  Stinchar 
flows  i  Green  grow  the    Hashes ;  Again  r»- 
Joieing  Nature  sees  ;    The  gloomy  Night ;  N0 
Churchman  am  L 
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TO 

DR.  CURRIE. 
Dinning,  Dumfriesshire,  SiM  Oct.  1800, 

OIAR  SIR, 

Yours  of  the  17A  iBakaiit  came  to  my  hand 
T8  ' 


SOS 


BURNS*  WORKa 


yesterdayt  and  I  sit  down  tbii  afternoon  to  write  I 
yon  in  return;  but  when  I  thall  be  able  to 
fininh  all  I  wish  to  uy  to  you,  I  cannot  tell.  I 
am  sorry  your  conviction  ia  m»t  coin|iic*t«  r»> 
■pectiog  feck.  There  is  no  doubt  that  if  you 
take  two  English  words  which  appear  vynouy- 
mous  to  monjffeek,  and  judge  by  the  rules  of 
English  construction*  it  will  appear  a  barbarism. 
I  believe  if  you  take  this  mode  of  translating 
from  any  language*  the  effect  will  frequently  be 
the  same.  But  if  you  take  the  expres»ion  mony 
feck  to  have,  as  I  have  stated  it,  the  same  mean- 
ing with  the  English  expression  very  many, 
(and  such  license  every  translator  roust  be  al- 
lowed, especially  when  he  translates  from  a 
simple  dialect  which  has  never  been  subjecttrd 
to  rule,  and  where  the  precise  meaning  of  words 
it  of  consequence  not  minutely  attended  to),  it 
will  be  well  enough.  One  thing  I  am  certain 
o^  that  ours  is  the  sense  universally  understood 
in  this  country  ;  and  I  believe  no  Scotsman  who 
has  lived  contented  at  home,  pleased  with  the 
simple  manners,  the  simple  melodies,  and  tlie 
simple  dialect  of  his  native  country,  unvitiutcd 
by  foreign  intercounie,  '*  whose  soul  proud 
science  never  taught  to  stray,**  ever  discovered 
barbarism  in  the  sung  of  Eltrick  Bonksu 

The  story  you  have  heard  of  the  gable  of  my 
father's  house  falling  down*  is  simply  as  fol- 
lows ; — When  my  father  built  his  '*  clay  big- 
gin,** he  put  in  two  stone-jambs,  as  they  are 
called,  ana  a  lintel,  carrying  up  a  chimney  in 
his  clay- gable.  The  consequence  was,  that  as 
the  gable  subsided,  the  jambs,  remaining  tirm, 
threw  it  off  its  centre ;  and,  one  very  stormy 
morning,  when  my  brother  was  nine  or  ten 
days  old,  a  little  before  day-light,  a  part  of  the 
gable  fell  out,  and  the  rest  appeared  so  shutter- 
ed, that  my  mother,  with  the  yuung  poet,  had 
to  be  carried  through  the  storm  to  a  neighbour's 
house,  where  they  remained  a  week  till  their 
own  dwelling  was  adjusted.  That  you  may  not 
think  too  meanly  of  this  house,  or  of  uiy  fa- 
ther's taste  in  building,  by  »upp(>siug  the  piiet's 
description  in  the  Vision  (which  is  entiiYly  a 
fiuicy  picture)  applicable  to  it,  allow  me  to  take 
Dotioe  to  you,  that  the  house  consisted  of  a 
kitehen  in  one  end,  and  a  room  in  the  other, 
with  a  fire-place  and  chimney  ;  that  my  £ither 
had  constructed  a  concealed  bed  in  the  kitchen, 
with  a  small  closet  at  the  end,  of  the  same  ma- 
terials with  the  house,  and,  when  altogether  cast 
over,  outside  and  in,  with  lime,  it  had  a  neat, 
comfortable  appearance^  such  as  no  family  of  the 
aame  rank,  in  the  present  improved  style  of 
living,  would  think  themselves  ill-lodged  in.  I 
wish  likewise  to  take  notice  in  passing,  that  aU 
thoogh  the  "  Cotter,'*  in  the  Saturday  Night, 
is  an  exact  copy  of  my  fether  in  hist  manners, 
his  funily  devotion,  and  exhorta'ions,  yet  the 
other  parts  of  the  description  do  not  apply  to 
ov  fiunily.  None  of  ue  were  ever  "  at  service 
out  amang  the  neebors  roon."  Instead  of  our 
depositing  our  **  sair  won  penny-fee**  with  our 
Hnoti^  my  fethfV  laboured  kwdt  and  lived  vith 


the  moat  rigid  arooomy,  that  ho  night  be  sbk 
to  keep  his  children  at  boac,  thercfaf  haviag  la 
opportunity  of  watching  the  pragrua  of  our 
young  minds,  and  fonnii^  in  tkiem  osriy  kabia 
of  piety  and  virtue ;  and  from  this  Bolive  skiae 
did  he  engage  in  fermiog,  the  eoorce  of  all  his 
difficulties  and  distrcasea. 

When  I  threatened  you  in  my  last  with  a 
long  letter  on  the  suljcct  of  the  books  I 
noeoded  to  the  ManeUine  dub^  aod  the 
of  refinement  of  taste  on  the  lahouriog 
of  men,  I  meant  merdy  that  I  wished  te  write 
yott  on  that  subject,  with  the  ricw  that,  in  sume 
future  communication  to  the  public,  yoo  might 
take  up  the  subject  more  at  larg%  that,  by  meast 
of  your  happy  manner  of  writing,  the  atteniiss 
of  people  of  power  and  influeooe  might  be  fiaeJ 
on  it.  I  had  little  expectedoo,  however,  thsi 
I  should  overcome  my  indolence^  and  the  dift- 
culty  of  arranging  my  thooghtt  so  far  «  te  pal 
my  threat  in  execotioo,  till  aooM  tnno  ago,  be- 
fore I  hod  finished  my  harvest,  having  a  csfl 
from  Mr.  Ewart,  with  a  message  from  yea, 
pressing  me  to  the  perfimnaooe  of  this  tank,  I 
thought  myself  no  longer  at  liberty  to  dediM 
it,  and  resolved  to  set  about  it  with  my  feit 
leisure.  I  will  now  therefore  eadeavonr  te  1^ 
before  you  what  baa  occorred  to  my  mind  m  a 
subject  where  people  capable  of  observation,  mi 
of  placing  their  renuurks  in  n  proper  point  ef 
view,  have  seldom  an  opportuni^  of  mabaf 
their  remarks  on  real  life.  In  doing  this  I  anf 
peihaps  be  led  aometimm  to  write  more  ia  ikt 
manner  of  a  person  ooaunubicatin|(  infermstim 
to  you  which  yon  did  not  know  bcfat%  *ad  M 
other  times  more  in  the  e^lc  of  egutiem  than  1 
would  chooee  to  do  to  any  pcraoo  in  wbeet  csn> 
dour,  and  even  personal  good-wiU,  I  had  Isn 
confidence. 

There  are  two  Kveral  linea  of  stndy  that  epm 
to  every  man  as  he  enters  life :  the  onob  the  fs^ 
neral  science  of  life^  of  duty,  aod  of  happiaws; 
the  other,  the  paiticnlar  arte  of  hia  emplKymsal 
or  situation  in  society,  aod  the  eevonl  braaehei 
of  knowledge  therewith  eonneeted.  This  lost  is 
certainly  indiapeneable,  aa  nothin|(  can  be  msf« 
di«gracefiil  than  ignorance  in  the  vay  of  en»*« 
own  profesaioa ;  and  whatever  a  man'a  spuaa 
tive  knowledge  may  be^  if  ho  ia  ill  infer msd 
there,  he  can  neither  be  a  naalnl  nor  a  raipRl>* 
able  member  of  aociety.  It  ia  nevcrthsless  Uwk 
that  **  the  proper  etndy  of  mankind  ia  man  i" 
to  conaider  what  dutim  are  enenmbent  en  hao 
aa  a  rational  creatorsb  aod  a  member  ef  sociecy  { 
how  he  may  increaw  or  eecore  hia  hsppinssi ; 
and  how  he  may  prevent  or  eoAen  the  msoy 
miseries  incident  to  hnman  lifik  I  thiok  the 
pursuit  of  happinsH  ia  too  fw^neotly  mnfiis4 
to  the  endeavour  after  the  acqaiaition  of  nealtfci 
I  do  not  with  to  be  conaidersd  aa  aa  idle  d^ 
cUimer  againet  ridMSb  which,  after  aU  that  eM 
be  said  agaioat  them,  witt  atJU  he  Biindwilhy 
men  of  ooounon  aeoae  aaobjccteof  impartsneti 
and  poverty  will  be  fidt  aa  a  eoraovil,  dbval 
tht  iaa  thu«a  thU  «Hi  ha  Mid  af  ito 
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ligM  ;  on  lh«  eontraiy  I  tm  of  opiiiioo»  tliat  • 
gmt  liroportum  of  the  miaerics  of  life  ariw  from 
the  want  of  eeonoiny,  and  a  prudent  attention 
to  mooty,  or  the  ill-directed  or  intemperate  pur- 
flttlt  of  it.  But  however  valuable  richee  may  be 
••  the  meant  of  comfort,  independence^  and  the 
pleaeure  of  doing  good  to  others,  yet  I  am  of 
opinion,  that  they  may  be,  and  frequently  are« 
purchased  at  too  great  a  cost,  and  that  sacrifices 
are  made  in  the  pursuit  which  the  acquisition 
oannot  compensate.  I  remember  hearing  my 
worthy  teacher,  Mr.  Murdoch,  rdate  an  anec- 
dote to  my  father,  which  I  think  sets  this  mat- 
ter in  a  strong  light,  and  perhaps  was  the  ori- 
gin, or  at  lewt  tended  to  promote  this  way  of 
tfiinhing  in  me.  When  Mr.  Murdoch  left  Al- 
lavay,  be  went  to  teach  and  reside  in  the  family 
«f  an  opulent  &rmer  who  had  a  number  of  soo«. 
A  Deigbbonr  coming  on  a  visit,  in  the  course  of 
eenversation  asked  the  -father  how  he  meant  to 
dUepoee  of  his  sons.  The  father  replied,  that  lie 
had  not  determined.  The  visitor  said,  that  were 
ht  in  bis  place  he  would  give  them  all  good 
cdncatioo  and  send  them  abroad,  without  (per- 
kape)  having  a  precise  idea  where.  The  father 
objected,  that  many  young  men  lost  their  health 
Ui  foreign  countries*  and  many  their  livee.  True, 
f)q>lied  the  visitor,  but  as  you  have  a  number  of 
KMM,  it  will  be  strange  if  some  one  of  them  does 
«ot  live  and  make  a  fortune. 

Let  any  peraon  who  baa  the  feelings  of  a  fa. 
fhm  comment  on  this  story :  but  though  few 
will  avow,  even  to  themselves,  that  such  views 
gavem  their  conduct,  yet  do  we  n!»t  daily  see 
people  shipping  off  their  sons,  (and  who  would 
do  to  by  their  daughters  also,  if  there  were  any 
demand  fer  them)^  that  they  may  be  rich  or 
perish? 

The  education  of  the  lower  classes  is  seldom 
OOBsidered  in  any  other  point  of  view  than  as 
the  means  of  raiting  them  from  that  station  to 
which  they  were  born,  and  of  making  a  fortune. 
I  am  ignorant  of  the  mysteries  of  the  art  of  ac- 
qpiiring  a  ibrtnne  without  any  thing  to  b^in  with, 
iad  cannot  calculate,  with  any  degree  of  exact- 
Bcatt  the  difficulties  to  be  surmounted,  the  mor- 
tiicationt  to  be  tuffered,  and  the  degradation 
ef  character  to  be  tubmitted  to,  in  lending  one*s 
■df  to  be  the  minister  of  other  people's  vioet,  or 
ia  the  practice  of  rapine,  fraud,  oppression,  or 
diMimulatioo,  in  the  progress ;  but  even  when 
the  wished  for  end  is  attained,  it  may  be  quet* 
tiooed  whether  happineat  be  much  increated  by 
the  change  When  I  have  teen  a  fortunate  ad- 
vaoturer  of  the  lower  ranks  of  life  returned  from 
the  East  or  West  Indies  with  all  the  hauteur  of 
a  vulgar  mind  accustomed  to  be  served  by  slaves, 
■Maraing  a  character,  which,  from  the  early  ha* 
lata  of  life,  he  is  ill  fitted  to  support,  displaying 
BUgaificenoe  which  raises  the  envy  of  tome,  and 
the  contempt  of  othert ;  claiming  an  equality 
with  the  great,  which  they  are  unwilling  to  al- 
low ;  inly  pining  at  the  precedence  of  the  here- 
ditary gentry ;  maddened  by  the  polished  inso- 
Itaee  of  aome  of  the  unworthy  part  of  them  ; 


aeeking  pleaaort  in  the  toeiety  of  men  who  eu 
coodetoeod  to  flatter  him,  and  listen  to  hit  ab- 
surdity far  the  take  of  a  good  dinner  and  good 
wine ;  I  cannot  avoid  concluding,  that  hit  bro- 
ther, or  companion,  who,  by  a  diligent  applica- 
tion to  the  labours  of  agriculture,  or  tome  use- 
ful mechanic  empbyment,  and  the  careful  hns- 
banding  of  hit  gains,  has  acquired  a  competence 
in  his  station,  is  a  much  happier,  and,  in  the 
eye  of  a  person  who  can  take  an  enlarged  view 
of  mankind,  a  much  more  respectable  man. 

But  the  votaries  of  wealth  may  be  considered 
as  a  great  number  of  candidates  striving  for  a 
few  prises,  and  whatever  addition  the  successful 
may  make  to  their  pleasure  or  happiness,  the 
disappointed  will  always  have  more  to  sufier,  I 
am  afraid,  than  thoae  who  abide  contented  in 
the  station  to  which  they  were  born.  I  wish* 
therefore,  the  education  of  the  lower  classes  to 
be  promoted  and  directed  to  their  improvement 
as  men,  as  the  means  of  iocretsing  their  virtue, 
and  opening  to  them  new  and  dignified  oouroes 
of  pleasure  and  happiness.  I  have  heard  some 
people  object  to  the  education  of  the  lower  da^ 
ses  of  men,  as  rendering  them  less  useful,  by 
abstracting  them  from  their  proper  business ; 
others,  as  tending  to  make  them  saucy  to  their 
superiors,  impatient  of  their  conilition,  and  tur- 
bulent subjects;  while  yon,  with  more  buroa. 
nity,  have  your  fears  alarmed,  leet  the  delicacy 
of  mind,  iiidui-vd  by  that  sort  of  education  and 
readinfi;  I  lecoinroend,  should  render  the  evils 
of  their  ffitu<ttioo  insupportable  to  them.  I  wish 
to  examine  the  validity  of  each  of  these  objec- 
tions, beginning  with  the  one  you  have  men- 
tioned. 

I  do  n<>t  mean  to  controvert  your  criticism  cf 
my  favourite  books,  the  Mirror  and  Lounger, 
although  I  understand  there  are  people  who 
think  themselves  judges,  who  do  nut  agree  with 
you.  The  acquisition  of  knowledge,  except 
what  is  connected  with  human  life  and  con- 
duct, or  the  particular  business  of  his  employ- 
ment, does  not  appear  to  me  to  be  the  fittest 
pursuit  for  a  peasant.  I  would  say  with  the 
poet, 

**  How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  it  a««. 
Save  where  it  guidet  the  lif^  or  mendt  the 
heart!** 

There  teemt  to  be  a  contiderable  latitude  in 
the  use  of  the  word  taate.  I  underatand  it  to 
be  the  perception  and  reliah  of  beauty,  order, 
or  any  other  thing,  the  contemplation  of  which 
givea  pleasure  and  delight  to  the  mind.  I  sup- 
pose it  is  in  this  sense  you  with  it  to  be  under- 
ttood.  If  I  am  right,  the  taste  which  these 
hooka  are  calculated  to  cultivate,  (betide  the 
taste  for  fine  writing,  which  many  of  the  papen 
tend  to  improve  and  to  gratify),  is  what  b  pro- 
per, oonaistent,  and  becoming  in  human  cha- 
racter and  conduct,  as  almost  every  paper  relatea 
to  these  subjects. 

I  am  aorry  I  have  not  thcM  books  bj  OMb 
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duit  I  miglit  point  out  wnae  ioitaiieei.  I  re- 
member two ;  one,  the  beantiful  ttory  of  La 
Roche,  where,  betide  the  jdeanure  one  deriret 
from  a  beautifal  nmple  story  told  in  M'Kenzie's 
htppieit  manner,  the  mind  it  led  to  taate,  with 
heartfelt  rapture,  the  consolation  to  be  derived 
in  deep  afBiction,  from  habitual  devotion  and 
trust  in  Almighty  God.  The  other,  the  story 
of  General  W  ,  where  the  reader  is  led  to 
nave  a  high  relish  for  that  firmness  of  mind 
which  disregards  appearances,  the  common  forms 
and  vanities  of  life,  for  the  sske  of  doing  justice 
in  a  case  which  was  out  of  the  reach  of  human 
kwt. 

Allow  me  then  to  remark,  that  if  the  mora- 
lity of  these  books  is  subordinate  to  the  cultiva- 
tion of  tante;  that  taste,  that  refinement  of 
mind  and  delicacy  of  sentiment  which  they  are 
intended  to  give,  are  the  strongest  guard  and 
surest  foundation  of  morality  and  virtue.  Other 
moralists  guard,  as  it  were,  the  overt  act ;  these 
papers,  by  exalting  duty  into  sentiment,  are  caU 
enlated  to  make  every  deviation  from  rectitude 
and  propriety  of  conduct;  painful  to  the  mind, 

"  Whose  temper'd  powers. 
Refine  at  length,  and  every  passion  wears 
A  chaster,  milder,  more  attractive  mien." 

I  readily  grant  you  that  the  refinement  of 
mind  which  I  contend  for,  incrMses  our  sensi- 
bility to  the  evils  of  life  ;  but  what  station  of 
life  is  without  its  evils  !  There  seems  to  be  no 
such  tiling  as  perfect  happiness  in  this  witrld, 
and  we  must  balance  the  pleasure  and  the  pain 
which  we  derive  from  taste,  before  we  can  pro- 
perly appreciate  it  in  the  cute  liefore  us.  I  ap- 
prehend that  on  a  minute  ex<imination  it  will 
appear,  that  the  evils  pet'uliar  to  the  lower  ranks 
of  life,  derive  their  power  to  wound  u*,  more 
firom  the  suggestions  of  false  pride,  and  the 
**  contagion  of  luxury  weak  and  vile,**  than  the 
refinement  of  our  ta»te.  It  was  a  favourite  re^ 
mark  of  my  brother's,  that  there  was  no  part 
of  the  constitution  of  our  nature,  to  which  we 
were  more  indebted,  than  that  by  which  **  ctis- 
trm  makes  thint/t  familiar  and  etisyt*'  (a  copy 
Mr.  Murdoch  used  to  set  us  to  write),  and  there 
is  little  labour  which  custom  will  not  make  easy 
to  a  man  in  health,  if  he  is  not  ashamed  of  his 
employment,  or  does  not  begin  to  compare  his 
situation  with  thoae  he  may  see  going  about  at 
their  ease. 

But  the  man  of  enlarged  mind  feels  the  re- 
spect due  to  him  as  a  man  ;  he  has  learned  that 
no  employment  ia  dishonourable  in  itself ;  that 
while  he  performs  aright  the  duties  of  that  sta- 
tion in  which  God  has  placed  him,  he  is  as 
great  m  a  king  in  the  eyes  of  Him  whom  he  is 
principally  desirous  to  please  ;  for  the  man  of' 
taste,  who  is  constantly  obliged  to  labour,  mu«t  | 
of  necessity  be  religious.  If  you  teach  him  only 
lo  reason,  you  may  iTiake  him  an  atheist,  a  dema- 
gogue, or  any  vile  thing  ;  but  if  you  teach  him 
to  kd,  hm  fedingt  can  only  find  their  properl 


and  natural  relief  in  devodon  tad  rcfigiMi  i^ 
signatioo.  He  koowa  that  thoae  peopk  wka  tn 
to  appearance  at  eaae^  are  not  witko«t  tUr 
share  of  evils,  and  that  even  to3  itidf  it  Mt 
destitute  of  advantages.  He  liatena  to  the  wetii 
of  his  fiivoorite  poet : 


; 


**  O  mortal  man,  that  livest  here  by  toil. 

Cease  to  repine  and  grudge  thy  hard 
That  like  an  emmet  thoa  most  ever  omII, 

Is  a  sad  sentence  of  an  andeat  date ; 
And,  certes,  there  ia  for  it  rcnaon  great ; 

Although  fometimeB  it  makea  dbee  weep  mi 
waiU 
And  curse  thy  stars,  and  early  dmdge  and  kits 

Withouten  diat  wouU  come  a  heavier  bale. 
Loose  life,  unruly  pawiona,  and  distnue  pale !" 

And,  while  he  repeats  the  worda,  the  gratiCd 
recollection  comes  acroas  hb  mind,  howoAcnkl 
has  derived  ineAJ)le  pleasure  firom  the  evaet 
song  of  **  Nature's  darling  child.**  I  ean  ley^ 
from  my  own  experience,  that  there  ia  no  ssrt 
of  farm  labour  inconsistent  with  the  moatra* 
fined  and  pleasurable  state  of  the  mind  Aal  I 
am  acquainted  with,  thrashing  akme  excepted. 
That,  indeed,  I  have  always  eoosidered  ai  in> 
supportable  drudgery,  and  think  the  iageniato 
mechanic  who  invented  the  thnshing  machiM^ 
ought  to  have  a  statue  among  the  bmeCsctors  ef 
his  country,  and  should  be  placed  in  Um  nicht 
next  to  the  person  who  introduced  the  cnhaet 
of  potatoes  into  this  island. 

Perhaps  the  thing  of  moat  importaoee  ia  tht 
education  of  the  common  people  is,  to  ptiieil 
the  intrusion  of  artificial  wants,     I  btiss  ike 
memory  of  my  worthy  father  for  almost  cvciy 
thing  in  the  dispositions  of  my  mind,  and  my 
habits  of  life  which  I  can  approve  of;  and  fer 
none  more  than  the  pains  he  took  to  iaptess  vf 
mind  with  the  srntimrnt,  that  nothing  was  msie 
unworthy  the  character  of  a  man,  than  that  kii 
happiness  should  in  the  least  depend  on  what  bs 
should  eat  or  drink.     So  early  did  he  ii 
my  mind  with  this,  that  although  I  waa  aa 
of  sweetmeats  as  children  generally  are,  }-ct  I  sel- 
dom laid  out  any  of  the  half-peooe  which  itln* 
tions  or  neighbours  gave  me  at  fain,  ia  the  p«r- 
chase  of  them ;  and  if  I  did,  every  mouthfol  I 
swallowed  was  accompanied  with  shame  and  re- 
morse ;  and  to  this  hour  I  never  indulge  in  the 
use  of  any  delicacy,  but  I  feel  a  coasadrralile  de- 
gree of  self-reproach  and  alarm  for  the  degridi 
tion  of  the  human  charartrr.     Such  a  hatni  al 
thinking  I  connider  as  of  great  mnwum  mn, 
both  to  the  virtue  and  happinevi  of  men  in  iki 
lower  ranks  of  life.     And  thus.    Sir,  I  an  ef 
opinion,  that  if  their  minds  are  early  and  (kvfly 
imprett  with  a  sensf  of  the  dignity  vi  man,  m 
such  ;  with  the  k)ve  of  independence  and  of  in- 
dustry, ecunuiny  and  temperance,  aa  the  norf 
obvious  means  of  making  themsrivcs  indepr*- 
(Ifnt,  and  the  virtues  moat  becoming  their  «to» 
at  ion,  and  necessary  to  their  happiness ;   mtm  ia 
the  fower  ranks  of  life  auy  partake  of  the  plea 
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to  bt  derired  from  the  peratal  of  bookx 
aknUtMl  to  improre  the  mind  tod  refine  the 
taMe»  without  any  danger  of  becoming  more  un- 
Ittppy  in  their  situation,  or  diiconteoted  with  it. 
Kor  do  I  think  there  ia  any  danger  of  their  be- 
Mining  Icee  utefal.  There  are  tome  hours  every 
day  that  the  moat  constant  labourer  is  neither 
•t  work  nor  asleep.  These  hours  are  either  ap- 
propriated to  amusement  or  to  sloth.  If  a  taste 
ibr  onploying  these  hours  in  reading  were  cuU 
tivmted,  I  do  not  suppose  that  the  return  to  la- 
bour would  be  more  difficult.  Every  one  will 
allow,  that  the  attachment  to  idle  amusements, 
or  eren  to  sloth,  has  as  powerful  a  tendency  to 
•batrart  men  from  their  proper  business,  as  the 
attachment  to  books  ;  while  the  one  dinipates 
4»  mind,  and  the  other  tends  to  increase  its 
poweia  of  self-government.  To  those  who  are 
afraid  that  the  improvement  of  the  minds  of  the 
agnunon  people  might  be  dangerous  to  the  state, 
or  the  established  order  of  society,  I  would  re- 
■Hurk,  that  turbulence  and  commotion  are  cer- 
taialy  very  inimical  to  the  feelings  of  a  refined 
aaiad.  Let  the  matter  be  brought  to  the  test 
af  experienoe  and  observation.  Of  what  de- 
aeription  of  people  are  mobs  and  insurrections 
aomposed  ?  Are  they  not  univerully  owing  t') 
tiia  want  of  enlargement  and  improvement  of 
Dund  among  the  common  people?  Nay,  lut 
ai^  one  recollect  the  characters  of  those  who 
Ibrmed  the  calmer  and  mure  deliberate  a-^sucia- 
tioaa,  which  lately  gave  so  much  alarm  to  the 
government  of  this  country.  I  suppose  few  of 
tiia  common  people  who  were  to  be  found  in 
ich  societies,  had  the  education  and  turn  of 
■mid  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  recommend. 
Allow  me  to  suggest  one  reason  fur  endeavour- 
k^  to  enlighten  the  minds  of  the  common  peo- 
ple. Their  morals  have  hitherto  been  guarded 
by  a  sort  of  dim  religious  awe,  which  from  a 
Tariety  of  causes  seems  wearing  off.  I  think  the 
alteration  in  this  respect  considerable,  in  the 
abort  period  of  my  olMcrvation.  I  have  already 
given  my  opinion  of  the  effects  of  rvfioement  of 
aafaid  on  morals  and  virtue.  Whenever  vulgar 
aainda  begin  to  shake  off  the  dugmus  of  the  re- 
ligion in  which  they  have  been  educated,  the 
pi'ogicis  is  quick  and  immediate  to  downright 
infidelity  :  and  nothing  but  refinement  of  mind 
enable  them  to  distinguish  between  the  pure 
of  religion,  and  the  gross  systems  which 

have  been  perpetually  connecting  it  with. 
In  addition  to  what  has  already  been  done  for 
the  education  of  the  common  people  of  this  cuun- 
tnr,  in  the  eatabliahment  of  pariNh  schools,  I 
wmh  to  see  the  salaries  augmented  in  some  pro- 
portion to  the  present  expense  of  living,  and  the 
aamings  of  people  of  similar  rank,  endowments 
and  naefiilncM,  in  society ;  and  I  hope  that  the 
fibvality  of  the  present  age  will  be  no  long^ 
&|raced  by  refusing,  to  ao  ukeful  a  class  of  men, 
mm  enoonragement  aa  may  make  narish  schools 
worth  the  attention  of  men  fitted  for  the  impor- 
tnt  dotiea  of  that  oflice.  In  filling  np  the  va- 
I  would  have  more  attentk»n  paid  to  the 


candidate's  capacity  of  reading  the  English  Ian« 
guage  with  grace  and  propriety ;  to  his  under- 
standing thoroughly,  and  having  a  high  relish 
for  the  beauties  of  English  authors,  both  in  poetry 
and  prose ;  to  that  good  sense  and  knowledge 
of  human  nature  which  would  enable  him  to  ac- 
quire some  influence  on  the  minda  and  affections 
of  his  scholars ;  to  the  general  worth  of  his  cha- 
racter, and  the  love  of  his  king  and  his  country, 
than  to  his  proficiency  in  the  knowledge  of  Latin 
and  Greek.  I  would  then  have  a  sort  of  high 
English  class  established,  not  only  for  the  pur- 
pose of  teaching  the  pupils  to  read  in  that  grace- 
ful and  agreeable  nuinner  that  might  make  them 
fund  of  reading,  but  to  make  them  understand 
what  they  read,  and  discover  the  beauties  of  the 
author,  in  Composition  and  sentiment.  I  would 
have  established  in  every  parish  a  small  circu- 
lating librar}*,  consisting  of  the  books  which  the 
young  people  had  read  extracts  from  in  the  col- 
lections they  had  rea<l  at  school,  and  any  other 
books  well  calculated  to  refine  the  mind,  improve 
the  moral  feelings,  recommend  the  practice  of 
virtue,  and  communicate  such  knowledge  aa 
might  be  useful  and  suitable  to  the  labouring 
dast^s  of  men.  I  would  have  the  schoolmaster 
act  aa  librarian,  and  in  recommending  books  to 
his  young  friends,  formerly  his  pupils,  and  let- 
ting in  the  light  of  them  upon  their  young  minds, 
he  should  have  the  assistance  of  the  minister. 
If  once  such  education  were  betrome  general, 
the  low  dilights  of  the  public-hou>«,  and  other 
scenes  of  riot  and  depravity,  would  be  conteiim- 
ed  and  neglected,  while  industry,  order,  cleanli- 
ness, and  every  virtue  which  taste  and  indepen- 
dence of  mind  could  recommend,  would  prevail 
and  flourish.  Thus  possessed  of  a  virtuous  and 
enlightened  populace,  with  high  delight  I  should 
consider  my  native  country  as  at  the  head  of  all 
the  natiooH  of  the  earth,  ancient  or  modern. 

Thus,  Sir,  have  I  executed  my  threat  to  the 
fullest  extent,  in  regard  to  the  length  of  my  let- 
ter. If  I  had  not  presumed  on  doin^  it  more 
to  my  liking,  1  should  not  have  undertaken  it ; 
hut  1  have  not  time  to  attempt  it  anew  ;  nor,  if 
I  would,  am  I  certain  that  1  should  succeed  any 
better.  I  have  learned  to  have  less  confidence 
in  my  capacity  of  writing  on  such  subjects. 

I  am  much  obliged  by  your  kind  inquiries 
about  my  situation  and  prospects.  I  am  much 
pleased  with  the  soil  of  this  farm,  and  with  the 
terms  on  which  1  ptisaess  it  I  receive  great 
encouragement  likewise  in  buikling,  enclosing, 
and  other  conveniences,  from  my  landlord  Mr. 
G.  S.  Mocteith,  whose  g^eneral  character  and 
conduct,  as  a  landlord  and  country  gentlema 
I  am  highly  pleased  with.  But  the  land  is  in 
such  a  state  as  to  require  a  considerable  imme- 
diate outlay  of  money  in  the  purchaoe  of  ma- 
nure, the  grubbing  of  brush-wood,  removing  of 
stones,  &c  which  twelve  years*  struggle  with  a 
farm  of  a  cold  ungrateful  soil  has  but  ill  prepar- 
ed me  for.  If  I  can  get  these  things  done, 
however,  to  my  mind,  I  think  there  is  next  to 
a  certainty  that  in  five  or  liz  yean  I  ahall  be  in 


sot 


BtntNSr  WORKS. 


n  vlilch  I 


k  bopdbl  wij  of  itturiDg 
tUok  i>  tlil^bb  tar  hippiDM*  u  toy  oae  1 
know  ;  for  I  lura  iBnj*  b«  at  opiBion,  llut 
if  ■  miD,  bred  to  Iho  hibiti  of  «  fknniog  lib, 
who  poBMK*  >  bnn  of  food  nil,  dn  luch  Lcrmii 
u  raablci  bim  niiil}  Is  ftj  ill  4rmtnd«.  ii  not 
hiODT,  he  aught  to  look  lonMwbcrc  t\te  ihin  to 

I  lj«g  yno  win  pmnl  my  Iroil  rMprdtfuT 
«HDpliir«Dtv  tfl  Kn.  Cunie,  icd  rem«ml>?r  me 
to  Mr.  ind  Mni.  RoKOt,  amt  Mr.  R<»:w  jun. 

I  thall  Derer  forget. — I  un,  dev  Sir,  youi  niml 
nbedLent,  eod  much  obliged  hoitiUle  vrrant. 

GILBERT  BL'RNS. 


Thii 


'e  Bna,  ii 


luniw 


Hutdingtoo,  tnd  on  tho  HUM  of  Luly  Dim 
tjre,  for  vhoia  ho  wu  iDBg  fciiDr.  un  Suodi 
8th  April  lBi7,  ia  the  ■ity.JCTriiih  pir  .if  h 
ige.'  Hr  hwl  no  fiifd  orfomiwi  cuDiiilmn 
bat  for  leTtni  aiDaths  preccdiog  hie  dinoiutioi 
there  wu  ■  gridnil  iiay  of  Ih*  pninn  of  nj 
ture  ;  end  the  infirmilin  of  age.  coll>biru^d  wil 
■even  domatic  ifilctioa,  haMenrri  the  rele* 
of  u  puie  •  epirit  u  enr  iahabiird  >  hunu 
boaonu  Od  the  4th  of  Juuurj  Im  Imi 
ter  who  hid  Igng  been  the  pride  (if  i 
heuth;  uidiiD  the  EGthof  Pebruiry  folloiviii 
hii  youDgMt  eoq,— •  )aulh  of  greet  p.omii 
died  ia  Edinburgh  of  typhue  lErer.  jun  e. 
vu  ibDutlieiDgticeaKd  fhrlbecniniitry.  Thi 
repHled  trieii  were  too  mueb  (br  (he  eicellt 
old  nuD  :  thB  mind  which,  thtoughuut  a  Im 
■nd  bluneleio  life,  bid  pointed  unwearicdly 
iu  home  in  the  iklet,  ceanl  u  it  were,  la  hi. 
eommunioD  with  Ihlogi  eirthljr,  lod  on  the  i 
correnn  of  thit  hallowed  moraing,  which.  I. 
hii  lire  of  oU,  be  hvl  I 
ti^.  he  expired  wiihou 
puoe,  and  even  lot*  with  ell  i 
taDRlblt  CDoAdence  of  i  bleeiR 
The  ally  Ii/e  of  Mr.  Gilberl 
milely  blcndid  with  that  of  Iba  piwt.  He  va 
eighteen  monlhi  younger  thia  Robrrl— po™.'* 


iFebruiy  imS,benainl,  «  O*  proit*  rf 
ii  aeetiod  pnUiaOiaa,  aboBt  XSOe^  nd  wiA 
iM  geotrooiiy,  which  farmed  ■  fat  irf  hie  a^ 
>r<i,  be  iBBodlilelr  preeentai  OiViat  wtt 
DHrly  the  half  of  hit  wbole  wealth.  ThH  lafc 
-l.«fce«idm 

MAtfmi 

is  DisaiDg,  h«  wu  i» 
iDieuied  to  Lady  Blutyro;  ud  thougk  •« 
memory  doel  not  lem  u  preeioely  ■■  nlikv 
be  iMHthiTe  been  aa  inhabitutdf  Eat  Lothian 
for  Teiy  neatly  a  qoarter  at  a  ceatory.  H* 
Ladyihip'e  afftira  were  maaaged  with  iha  (ratIM 
fidelity  and  pn>den«  ;  the  ftcur  aaJ  Mt  («•■ 
itituent  were  worthy  of  cad  other ;  tad  ia  a 
rlii'.rkt  diatiofjithed  fir  the  Aill,  talemt^  mi 

apnled   then  Ur.   Oilhert  Bora.     «m  wik, 

and  fin  daDghlna ;  hot  of  iheae,  so*  aoa,  lai 
(hor  danghtn^  preilreeaied  their  fathtf.  Bit 
meani,  thnggb  limited,  wen  alvaya  naaaged 
with  enriible  frngility,  B  ■  proof  Jt  wOA  ■« 
iiuy  aliia  ibit  every  one  of  kia  hajt  laeuwJ 


d  tbeai 


r.  Murdocl 


NO.LXXL 
THE  POErS  SCBAP-B 


alrucglingin  tbecbvrtiah&fiiiofMiaagiel.  udi^T"'^^''^'''"'^'^™™'  Mr  letmy^ 

toili^  late  and  eariy  to  keep  a  honae  o.er  ki. ■?._?■•.■■■■ -         ri     II    .It 

aged  mother,  and  unprotected  aiatera.      Id  Iheaal 

arcamitaana,  the  poet'a  Mieoeea  waa  the  6m; '"  "^""K' "*'•*■*"»■' •"***"••'•*■ 


r-**"*'-"-- - 


CORRESPONDENCE 


SOS 


.,  nd  tii'd  ftt  kit,  wtth  fcrtmurs 
rilii  dtlmion,  0| 
1 4ropt  my  idimMt,  Uk«  idle  drauiM,  and  oune  to  thb 

TiM  put  «wS.  nd  the  fbtuie  hidt  iti  good  or  ill 

mitryedt  Ot 
Bat  the  uimnt  liour  vis  in  my  pow*r,  and  lo  1  would 


aeutKuni 
cB0oy  it. 


O. 


Ifo  help,  nor  hope,  nor  Tiew  had  It  nor  person  to  be- 
mend  roe,  Ot  ... 

So  mtnt  toiU  and  tweat  and  brxAl,  and  labour  to  ius- 
talnroe,  O.  

Tb  ploi^  and  aow,  to  reap  and  mow,  ny  father  bred 
me  early,  O  t 

Wm  one,  he  mid,  to  labour  bred,  waa  a  match  for  tot- 
fkirly,  a 


TlM8  ail  obaeore,  unknown,  and  poor,  ttao*  Ulb  I'm 
doomed  to  wander,  O, 

Tin  down  my  weary  bone*  I  lay  in  ererlastlng  slum- 
ber, O: 

No  Ttew  nor  eare,  but  shun  whatever  might  breed  me 
paia  or  aorrow.  O  { 

I  Ibf  to  dvr,  M  weir*  1  may,  regardleii  of  to-mor- 
row,  O. 

Bvt  cheerftd  ttjn,  I  am  at  well,  as  a  monarrh  hi  a  pa. 


O, 

IW  Ibrtun^  fkown  still  hunts  me  down,  with  all  her 

wonted  mallee.  O ; 
I  make  indeed,  my  dally  breed,  but  ne'er  ean  make  It 

Ihrther,  Ot 
Bwl  m  dally  bread  Is  all  I  need,  I  do  not  mueh  regard 

her,  O. 

When  sometimes  by  my  labour  I  earn  a  little  maney,0, 
Some  unfovcMcn  misfortune  comes  generally  upon 

me,  Ot 
Mieehanee,  mistake,  or  by  negleet,  or  my  good>natur'd 

folly,  O: 
Bvt  come  what  will,  Pre  sworn  It  stUI,  I'll  ne^er  be 

aaelaorboly,  O. 

An  you  who  follow  wealth  and  power  with  unremit- 

tinff  ardour,  O, 
Tbe  more  in  this  vou  look  for  bliis,  you  leave  your 

Tiew  the  faruer,  O  t 
Ibd  you  the  wealth  Potod  boasts,  or  nations  to  adore 

A  eheetfal  hooeit  hearted  clown  1  will  prefer  before 
you,  O. 

KLCOV  ON  THE  DEATH  OP 
ROBERT  RUISSEAUX.« 

mm  RoMn  lies  hi  his  last  lair, 
HeUjabMe  rhyme,  nor  sing  nee  mair, 
Caulu  poverty,  wi'  hungry  sure, 

Nae  malr  shall  fipar  htm ; 
Nor  anxioua  ftar,  nor  eankert  cere 

E'er  mair  oome  near  hin^ 

fb  ten  the  truth,  thev  seldom  fash't  hire, 
Baeept  tlie  moment  that  they  erusht  him  t 
For  suae  ae  dianoe  or  fate  had  huiht  'em, 

Tho^  e'er  see  short, 
Iben  wf  a  rhyme  or  snng  he  lasht  'em, 

And  thought  it  sport.— 

Tho^  he  waabred  to  klatra  wark. 

And  eounted  was  baith  wlcht  and  stark. 

Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 

To  mak  a  man  t 
Bat  tall  him,  be  was  a  leam'd  elark. 

Ye  roosTd  him  then,  f 

Mldauekofy. — There  waa  a  certain  periiwl  of 
mj  life  that  my  tphit  waa  bn^Ee  by  rrpeated  loosen 
and  ditaaten,  which  threatened,  and  ind««d  efTect- 
cdy  tlie  utter  ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body  too 
wat  attacked  by  tbat  moat  dreadful  diatemper, 
A  hypocboDdria,  or  confirmed  melancholy  :  In 
wretched  atata^  tbe  recollection  of  which 


makea  me  yet  vbudder,  I  bung  my  harp  on  th« 
willow  tree*,  except  in  some  lucid  intervals,  in 
one  of  which  I  composed  the  billowing.  (Hert 
foUowM  the  prayer  in  dittreu.  p.  78. ).— ilfarcA 
1784. 

Rdiffioma  Sentiment, — What  a  creature  ia 
man !  A  little  alarm  last  night,  and  to-day,  tbat 
I  am  mortal,  has  made  such  a  revolution  on  my 
spirits!  There  is  oo  philosophy,  no  divinity, 
that  cornea  half  ao  much  home  to  the  mind.  I 
have  no  idea  of  courage  that  braves  Heaven : 
'Tis  the  wild  ravioga  of  an  imaginary  hero  in 
Bedlam. 

My  favourite  feature  in  Milton's  Satan  ia  bie 
manly  fortitude  in  aupporting  what  cannot  be 
remedied — in  short,  the  wild,  broken  fragmcnta 
of  a  noble,  exalted  mind  in  ruins^^  I  meant  no 
more  by  aaying  be  waa  a  favourite  hero  of 
mine. 

I  bate  the  very  idea  of  a  controversial  divini- 
ty ;  as  I  firmly  believe  that  every  honest  upright 
man,  of  whatever  sect,  will  be  accepted  of  tbe 
deity.  I  deapiae  the  auperatition  of  a  fanatic* 
but  I  love  tbe  religion  of  a  man. 

Nothing  aatoniahea  me  more,  when  a  little 
aickneaa  cloga  tbe  wb<>el  of  life,  than  the  thought- 
leaa  career  we  run  in  the  hour  of  health* 
**  None  aaith,  where  ia  God,  my  maktr,  that 
giveth  aonga  in  the  night :  who  teathetb  ua 
more  knowledge  than  the  beasts  of  tbe  field, 
and  more  understanding  -  than  tbe  fowls  of  tbe 


\  Te  rae/rf-ye  prahfd. 


play  oo  his  own  namat 


air 


•» 


My  creed  ia  pretty  nearly  expressed  in  the  last 
clauae  of  Jamie  Ihan't  grace,  an  honest  weaver 
in  Ayrshire  ;  *'  Lord  g^rant  that  we  may  lead  a 
gude  life !  for  a  gude  lifis  maka  a  gude  end,  at 
least  itbelpa  weel!*' 

A  decent  meana  of  livelibood  in  the  world,  an 
approving  God,  a  peaceful  conscience,  and  one 
firm  trusty  fiiend  ;  can  any  body  that  baa  these* 
be  aaid  to  be  unhappy  ? 

The  dignified  and  dignifying  conaciousness  of 
an  honest  man,  and  the  well  grounded  trust  in 
approving  heaven,  are  two  moat  substantial 
sources  of  happiness. 

Give  me,  my  Maker,  to  remember  thee ! 
Give  me  to  fieel  *'  another^s  woe  ;*'  and  con* 
tinue  with  me  that  dear-lov*d  friend  that  feela 
with  mine! 

In  proportion  aa  we  are  wrung  with  grief,  or 
distracted  with  anxiety,  tbe  ideaa  of  a  compaa- 
iiionate  Deity,  an  Almighty  Protector,  are  doubly 
dear. 

I  have  been,  this  morning,  taking  a  peep 
through,  aa  Young  finely  says,  *'  the  dark  post- 
eru  of  time  long  elapsed  ;'*  *twa8  a  rueful  pros- 
IMfct  I  What  a  tissue  of  thoughtlesuneas,  weak* 
iiifis,  aud  fully  !  My  life  reminded  me  of  a  ruin* 
cd  temple.  What  strength,  what  proportion  in 
some  purts !  What  unsightly  gaps,  what  proa» 
trate  ruins  in  othera !  I  kneeled  down  befinnt 
the  Father  of  Mercies,  and  said,  *'  Father  I 
have  sinned  agiinst  Heaven,  and  in  thy  aight» 
and  am  no  morw'  worthy  to  be  called  thy  son. 
I  rose,  cased,  and  strengthened. 


ta 
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No.  LXXIL 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh^  2\ti  Jan,  1788. 

Aprm  six  weelu*  coofioement,  I  tm  begin- 
oing  to  walk  acroM  the  room.  They  have  been 
•ix  horrible  weeks;  anguish  and  low  spirits 
made  me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or  think. 

I  have  a  hundred  times  wished  that  one 
eottid  resign  life  as  an  officer  resigns  a  commis- 
aion  :  for  I  would  not  take  in  any  poor,  igno- 
rant wretch,  by  aettinp  out.  Latdy  I  was  a 
sixpenny  private ;  and,  God  knows,  a  miserable 
soldier  enough ;  now  I  march  to  the  campaign, 
a  starving  cadet:  a  little  more  conspicuously 
wretched. 

I  am  ashamed  of  all  this ;  for  though  I  do 
want  bravery  for  the  warfare  of  life,  I  could 
wish,  like  some  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 
fortitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  conceal 
my  cowardice. 

As  soon  as  I  can  bear  the  journey,  which 
will  be,  I  suppose,  about  the  middle  of  next 
week,  I  leave  Edinburgh,  and  soon  after  I  shall 
pay  my  grateful  duty  at  Dunlop-house. 


No.  LXXIIL 

KXTEACT  or  A  LXTTBE 

TO  THE  8AME. 

Edinhurghf  I2th  Feb,  1788. 
SoMX  things,  in  your  late  letters,  hurt  me  : 
not  that  jfou  say  them^  but  that  you  mistake  me. 
Religion,  my  honoured  Madam,  has  not  only 
been  all  my  life  my  chief  dependence,  but  my 
deariist  enjoyment.  I  have  indeed  been  the 
luckless  victim  of  wayward  follies  ;  but,  alas  ! 
I  have  ever  been  **  more  fool  than  knave." 
A  mathematician  without  religion,  is  a  proba- 
ble character ;  an  irreligious  poet,  is  a  monster. 


No.  LXXIV. 

TO  A  LADY. 

MADAM,  Mossgiel,  7/A  Marehf  1788.      | 

Thx  last  paragraph  in  yours  of  the  SOth  Fe-  ■ 
bniary  affected  me  most,  so  I  shall  begin  my 
answer  where  you  ended  your  letter.  That  I 
am  often  a  sinner  with  any  little  wit  I  have,  I 
do  confess :  but  I  have  taxed  my  recollection  to 
DO  purpose,  to  find  out  when  it  was  employed 
against  you.  I  hate  an  ungenerous  sarcasm,  a 
great  deal  worse  than  I  do  the  devil ;  at  least 
%t  Mijton  describes  him ;  and  though  I  may  be 
rascaity  enongh  to  be  sometimes  guilty  of  it  my- 
self, I  cannot  endure  it  in  others.  You,  my 
hoaound  liriead,  who  cannot  tppear  in  any  ligh^ 


but  yott  tri  nm  of  bdng 
afford  to  ptaa  by  an  occawnn  to  display  yov 
wit,  becaosa  yon  may  depend  for  fome  on  yov 
sense ;  or  if  yon  cbooae  to  be  silent,  yon  know 
yon  can  rdy  on  the  gratitade  of  many  and  the 
esteem  of  aU  ;  but  God  hdp  os  who  are  wits  or 
witlings  by  profiMon,  if  we  stand  not  for  fonc 
there,  w«  sink  unsupported  ! 

I  am  highly  flattered  by  the  news  yon  tdD 
me  of  Coila.*  I  may  say  to  the  fair  punCrr 
who  does  me  so  much  honour,  m%  Dr.  Besttie 
sa3rs  to  Roas  the  poet,  of  his  Muse  Seotia,  frosi 
which,  by  the  bye,  I  took  the  idea  of  Coils: 
(*Tis  a  poem  of  Beattie's  in  the  Scots  diJcc^ 
which  perhaps  you  have  never  seen. ) 


*'  Ye  shak  your  head,  but  o*  my  fega, 
Ye*ve  set  auld  Scotia  on  her  I^a  : 
Lai^  had  she  lien  wi*  bufie  and  ficga, 

Boniliaz'd  and  diixic^ 
Her  fiddle  wanted  strings  and  pegs 

Waes  me,  pour  hixne.* 


No.  LXXV. 
TO  MR.  ROBERT  CLEG  HORN. 

Mttuehlint,  3} St  Monk,  1788. 

YxsmDAY,  my  dear  Sir,  as  1  wan  ridisf 
through  a  track  of  melancholy  jo^lcas  maiH, 
between  Galloway  and  Ayrshin:,  it  being  Sos. 
day,  I  turned  my  thoughts  to  palnra,  sod 
hymns,  and  spiritual  songs  ;  and  yonr  fonwriit 
air,  Qiptain  0*Kean,  coming  at  length  ia  m 
head,  I  tried  these  words  to  it.  Yon  will  wis 
that  the  first  part  of  the  taoe  must  be  rcpcittd.f 

I  am  tolerably  pleased  with  these  rerses,  bsl 
as  I  have  only  a  sketch  of  the  tune,  I  Icavr  it 
with  you  to  try  if  they  suit  the  mcnaore  of  iks 
muuc 

I  am  so  harassed  with  care  and  anxiety,  aboet 
this  forming  project  of  mine^  that  my  asnas  kai 
d^nerated  into  the  verieat  prose-wench  that 
ever  picked  cindersb  or  followed  a  tinker.  Whea 
I  am  fsiriy  got  into  the  routine  of  bnsineet,  I 
shall  trouble  you  with  a  longer  epistle ;  perhips 
with  some  queries  respecting  fonning  ;  at  pM- 
sent,  the  world  sits  such  a  load  on  my  wuai^ 
that  it  has  cffoced  almoat  every  traee  ef  tki 


m  me. 


My  very  best  cocnpli 
to  Airs.  Qcgbom. 


nnd  good 


No.  LXXVL 

FROM  MR.  ROBERT  CLEGHORN. 

Saugkion  MOb,  mk  Afnt^  I7B8. 
MT  Dixn  BnoTHxm  ramMim, 
I  WAS  fovoured  with  your  Tcry  kind  IpMcr  if 


•  A  tody  wai  making  a  pictuis 
ofCoitointhsFMen. 

t  Hers  the  hard  gives  the  im 
net's  UmmL 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


fUm  Sltt  uh.  md  ooonder  myself  greatly  obliged 
to  yea,  tor  jrour  ftttentioa  in  troding  me  the 
■oii|(  to  my  &Tourite  air,  C<tplain  O'KmtM, 
The  words  delight  me  much ;  they  6t  the  tune 
to  a  hair.  I  wuh  you  would  seod  me  a  terse 
or  two  more ;  and  if  you  have  no  objection,  I 
woald  have  it  in  the  Jacobite  style.  Suppose 
it  should  be  sung  after  the  fittal  6eld  of  Cullo- 
den  by  the  unfortunate  Charles :  Teoducci  per- 
sonates the  lovely  Mary  Stuart  in  the  song 
Qtcsen  Mary't  Lamentation* — Why  may  not 
I  sing  in  the  person  of  her  great-great-great 
grandson  ?* 

Any  skill  I  have  in  country  busineu  you  may 
truly  command.  Situation,  soil,  customs  of 
eountries  may  vary  from  each  other,  but  Far- 
wker  Attention  is  a  good  farmer  in  every  place. 
I  beg  to  hear  from  you  soon.  Mrs.  Qcghoru 
joins  me  in  best  compliments. 

I  am,  in  the  most  comprehennve  sense  of  the 
word,  yoor  very  sincere  friend, 

ROBERT  CLEGHORN. 


No.  Lxxva 

TO  MR.  JABfES  SmTH, 

ATOII  PKIMTrXIUS  UMUTHOOW. 

Mauchline,  ApnlBB,  1788. 

BiWAEi  of  your  Strasburgh,  my  good  Sir! 
Look  on  this  as  the  opening  of  a  oonespondenoe 
Bke  the  opening  of  a  twenty-four  gun  battery ! 

There  n  no  understanding  a  man  properly, 
without  knowing  something  of  his  previous  ideas 
(that  is  to  say,  if  the  man  has  any  ideas  ;  for  1 
know  many  who  in  the  animal-muster,  pass  for 
men,  that  are  the  scaixy  masters  of  only  one 
idea  on  any  given  sulyect,  and  by  iar  the  great- 
est ^art  of  your  aoquaiutanees  and  mine  can 
budy  boast  of  idsas,  1.25 — 1.5— '1.75,  or  some 
■idi  fi'aetiooal  matter),  so  to  let  you  a  little 
isito  the  secreli  of  my  pericranium,  there  is,  you 
Butt  know,  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome* 
hewitchiiy  young  hussy  of  your  acquaintance, 
to  whom  I  have  lately  and  privately  given  a  ma- 
trimonial title  to  my  corpus. 


It 


**  Bode  »  robe  and  wear  it. 


Says  the  wise  old  Scots  adage !  I  hate  to  pre- 
■age  ill-luck ;  and  m  my  girl  has  been  doubly 
kinder  to  me  than  even  the  best  of  women 
nsoally  are  to  their  partners  of  our  sex,  in  simi- 
lar circumstances,  I  reckon  on  twelve  times  a 
bnoe  of  children  against  I  celebrate  my  twelfth 
wedding  day  :  these  twenty.four  will  give  me 
twoBty-four  goesippings,  twenty-four  christen- 
iaga^  (I  mean  one  equal  to  two),  and  I  hope  by 
tiio  blcsatng  of  the  God  of  my  fathers,  to  make 


•  Oar  Poet  took  this  advice.    See  poetry  for  the 

Chevaliei'i' 


them  twenty-four  dutiful  chililrtn  to  their  p»> 
rents,  twenty-four  uieful  members  of  aodetv, 
and  twenty-four  approven  servants  of  their  God  ( 

**  Light**  heartsome,**  quo*  the 

wife  when  she  was  stealing  sheep.  Yon  see 
what  a  lamp  I  have  hung  up  to  lighten  yoor 
paths,  when  you  are  idle  enough  to  ezploie  tne 
combinations  and  relations  of  my  ideas.  *Tk 
now  as  plain  as  a  pike-etafi^  why  a  twenty-four 
gun  battery  was  a  metaphor  1  could  readily 
employ. 

Now  for  busineia.— I  intend  to  present  Mrs. 
Bums  with  a  printed  shawl,  an  article  of  wnieb 
I  dare  say  you  have  variety :  *tis  my  first  pre- 
vent to  her  since  I  have  irrtcocahly  called  oer 
mine,  and  I  have  a  kind  of  whimsical  wish  to 
get  Iter  the  said  first  present  from  an  old  and 
much  valued  friend  of  hers  and  mine,  a  trusty 
Trojan,  on  whose  friendship  I  count  myself 
of  a  life-rent  U 


Lflok  on  this  letter  as  a  **  beginning  cf  aor- 
'*  I'll  write  you  till  your  eyes  ache  with 
readiiiy  nonsense^ 

Mrs.  Boms  (*tis  only  her  private  designa- 
tion^  begs  her  best  compliments  to  yon. 


No.  LXXVIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  Mauehline,  S8fA  April,  l''Btl 

You  a  powers  of  reprehension  must  be  great 
indeed,  as  I  assure  yoxx  they  mode  my  heart 
ache  with  penitential  pangs,  even  though  I  was 
really  not  guilty.  As  T  roinroence  farmer  at 
Whitsunday,  you  will  easily  gum*  I  must  be 
pretty  busy  ;  but  that  is  not  all.  As  I  got  the 
oflKfr  of  the  excia«  busioets  without  solicitation  ; 
and  as  it  costs  me  only  six  months*  attendince 
for  instractions,  to  entitle  roe  to  a  comminion  ; 
which  commission  lies  by  me,  and  at  any  future 
period,  on  my  simple  petition,  can  be  resumed  ; 
I  thought  five  and  thirty  pounds  a-year  was  no 
bad  dernier  resort  for  a  poor  poet,  if  fortune  in 
her  jade  tricks  should  kick  him  down  from  the 
little  eminence  to  which  she  has  lately  helped 
him  up. 

For  this  reason,  I  am  at  present  attending 
these  instructions,  to  have  them  completed  be- 
fore Whitsunday.  Still,  Madam,  I  prepared 
with  the  sincerest  pleasure  to  meet  you  at  the 
Mount,  and  came  to  my  brother**  on  Saturday 
night,  to  set  out  on  Sunday;  but  for  soma 
nights  preceding  I  had  slept  in  an  apartment, 
where  the  force  of  the  winds  and  rain  was  only. 
mitigated  by  being  sifted  through  numberlam 
apertures  in  the  windows,  walls,  lie.  In  oon- 
sequenoe  I  was  on  Sunday,  Mnndav,  and  part 
of  Tuesday  unable  to  stir  out  of  bed,  with  all 
the  miierabU  cflacti  of  a  violant  ooU. 


3CG 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Yoo  »er,  T^fad.iin,  tlie  tnitn  of  the  French 
Viaxim,  Lt  rrai  n*e$t  pas  tntij-mn  h  rrai-tem- 
yo6&  ;  your  laid  was  k>  fall  of  expostulation, 
mnd  was  ninnething  su  like  the  language  of  an 
ofieoded  friend,  that  I  began  to  tremble  for  a 
correspondeoce,  which  I  had  with  grateful  plea- 
■nre  let  down  aa  one  of  the  greatest  enjoyments 
•f  my  future  life. 


Your  books  have  delighted  me ;  Vtryil,  Dry- 
dm,  and  TVitao,  were  all  equal  strangers  to  me ; 
b«t  of  this  more  at  large  in  my  next 


No.  LXXIX. 
FROM  THE  REV.  JOHN  SKINNER. 


You  will  oblige  me  oy  pretentiBf  aiy 
to  your  host,  Mr.  Cmikshank,  who  has  givta 
such  high  approbatioB  to  my  poor  La^imHf  / 
you  may  let  him  know,  that  as  I  hare  likcwiae 
been  a  dabbler  in  Latin  poetry,  I  have  two 
things  that  I  woukl,  if  he  desires  it,  submit  not 
to  his  judgment,  but  to  his  amusement :  the 
one,  a  translation  of  Christ'a  Kirk  o*  the  Ortem, 
printed  at  Aberdeen  some  years  ago  ;  the  other, 
Batrnchomyomachia  Homeri  LaiinU  venibmt 
cum  additamentU^  g^ven  in  lately  to  Chalmcffai 
to  print  if  he  pleases.  Mr.  C.  will  know  St» 
ria  non  temper  delettani^  mnn  Joea  aeatper. 
Semper  ddeetant  teria  mixta  joeie^ 

I  have  just  room  to  repeat  oompUmeata  aad 
good  wishes  from, 

Sir,  your  humble  senrant, 

JOHN  8KINNEB. 


DiAii  SIR,         Lin^artf  28/A  Aprils  1788. 

I  RiCKirxD  your  last,  with  the  carious  pre- 
sent you   have  fitvoured  me  with,  and  would 
have  made  proper  acknowledgments  before  now, 
out  that  I  have  been  necessarily  engaged  in 
matters  of  a  different  complexion.     And  now 
that  I  have  got  a  little  respite,  I  make  use  of  it 
to  thank  you  for  this  valuable  instance  of  your 
good  will,  and  to  assure  you  that,  with  the  sin- 
cere heart  of  a  true  Scotsman,  I  highly  esteem 
both  the  gift  and  the  giver :  a«  a  small  testi- 
mony of  which  I  have  herewith  sent  you  fur 
your  amusement  (and  in  a  form  which  I  hope 
you  will  excuse  for  saving   postage)  the  two 
songs  I  wrote  about  to  you  already.    Charming 
Namtjf  is  the  real  production  of  genius  in  a 
ploughman  of  twenty  years  of  age  at  the  time 
of  its  appearing,  with  no  more  education  than 
what  he  picked  up  at  an  old  farmer-grandfa- 
ther's fireside,  though  now,  by  the  strength  of 
natural  parts,  he  is  clerk  to  a  thriving  bleach- 
field  in  the  neighbourhood.     And  I  doubt  not 
but  you  will  find  in  it  a  simplicity  and  delicacy, 
with  some  turns  of  humour,   that  will  please 
one  of  your  taste  ;  at  least  it  pleased  me  when 
I  first  saw  it,  if  that  can  be  any  recommenda- 
tion to  it.     The  other  is  entirely  descriptive  of 
my  own  sentiments,  and  yon  may  make  use  of 
one  or  both  as  you  shall  see  good.* 


No.  LXXX. 

TO  PROFESSOR  DUOALD  STEWAR1. 

SI  a,  ManekUn*^  Sd  May,  1787. 

1  INCLOSI  yon  one  or  two  more  df  my  baga 
telles.  If  the  fervent  wwhes  of  hooesC  gnli- 
tod?  have  any  influence  with  that  great,  •»- 
knovn  neing,  who  frames  the  chain  of  caases 
and  event*  •,  prosperity  and  happinesa  will  at- 
tend yo«r  viflit  to  the  Continent,  and  retom  jem 
safe  to  yosr  native  shore. 
•  Wherever  I  am,  allow  me.  Sir,  to  daim  k  « 
my  privilege,  to  acquaint  yon  with  my  piugiMS 
in  my  trade  of  rhynies ;  as  I  am  sore  I  eaaU 
say  it  with  truth,  that,  next  to  my  little  ium, 
and  the  having  it  in  my  power  to  make  kfc 


•  CHARMING  NANCY. 

A  so?io,  ST  A  aucaai*  rLouoHMair. 

Tune—**  Humoun  ofOlen.'* 


8oMB  sing  of  sweet  Mally,  some  dug  of  fsir  Nelly, 

And  some  eall  tweet  Sude  the  cause  of  their  psM : 
Some  love  to  be  jolly,  some  love  melancholy. 

And  lome  love  to  ilng  of  the  Huroouis  or  Glan. 
But  my  only  fancy.  Is  my  pietty  Naney. 

In  venting  my  pankm,  rll  strive  to  be  plain, 
ni  ask  no  more  trsssurs.  111  ssek  no  more  pleasure, 

But  thse,  my  dear  Naney,  gin  tbou  wert  my  ain. 

Her  beauty  delights  me,  her  kindness  IbvHsb  om, 
Her  pleMsat  oehavtour  Is  ftet  AoM  al  ttahi  t 


Therefore,  my  sweet Jhewel,  o  do  not  ptove  < 
Cement,  my  dear  Ns-  cy,  sad  coote  be  my  ate: 

Her  osrrUite  is  eomdy.  her  lang«Mc«  I*  bomdy. 
Her  dre«  Is  <^uite  deeent  when  ta'cn  in  die  asA: 


She^t  blooming  m  feature,  sliest  hamkome  in 

My  charming,  dear  Nancy,  O  wen  thou  my  ate ! 

Like  PhflrtMU  adorning  the  Mr  ruddy  monhig. 
Her  bright  eyes  are  sparkling,  her  wo««  are  mnb^ 

Her  yellow  Incu  shlnlrie,  in  beauty  corabialM. 
My  charming,  sweet  Nancy,  wilt  thou  be  mv  ate? 

The  whole  of  her  face  Is  with  maidenly 


Arra/d  like  the  gowans,  that  grow  in  >-oo  Am, 

landtn 


She's  well  shaped  and  slender,  true  hearted 
My  charmlug,  sweet  Nancy,  O  wert  thow  my  am 


I'll  seek  through  (he  nation  for  some  habitatkm. 
To  shelter  my  dear  from  the  eold,  snow,  and  rais^ 

With  songs  to  my  deary.  Til  kevp  her  aye  cherry. 
My  eharmtuK,  sweet  Nancy,  gtn  thou  wert  ny  aiik 

ril  work  at  my  ealiing,  to  furoish  thy  dwelling. 
With  ev'ry  thing  needAil  thy  UfW  to  sialani  \ 


Thou  Shalt  not  sit  single,  but  by  a 
I'll  marrow  ihee,  Naney,  when  thou  ait  ay  m^ 


I'll  make  true  aflkctkm  the 

Of  loving  my  Naney  while  liib  doth  reirate  t 
Thcf  youth  will  be  wasting,  true  love  sh^  be ' 

My  charming,  sweet  Naniey,  gta  thoa  west  ssf 
But  what  ir  my  Nancy  should  alter  her  teey. 

To  favour  another  be  forward  and  fista. 
I  will  not  oomfivl  her.  but  plainly  HI  tell  her, 

B«f  4«»e  thou  false  Nancy,  thou'w  nsTsr  be  my 


The  01 1  Mao's  Soi^  IMS  fk  US). 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
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eomibrtiUe  to  thow  whom  ntture  has 
detr  to  me,  I  tball  erer  regard  your  conn- 
lenance,  yoar  patroMge,  your  friendly  good  of- 
M  Uie  mott  Talned  ooneequence  of  my  Ute 
in  life. 


No.  LXXXT. 

■XTEACT  or  A  Lcmm 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  MdHchlint^  Uh  May,  1788. 

Dktdbm*!  Virgil  hat  delighted  me.  I  do 
not  know  whether  the  critics  will  agree  with 
me,  hot  the  Georgita  are  to  me  by  fiu*  the  beat 
of  Virgil.  It  is  indeed  a  species  of  writing  en- 
tirvly  new  to  me ;  and  has  filled  my  head  with 
a  thousand  fencies  of  emulation  ;  but,  alas ! 
when  I  read  the  Gecrgies,  and  then  surrey  my 
ofwn  powers,  *tis  Uke  the  idea  of  a  Shetland 
poney,  drawn  up  by  the  side  of  a  thorough-bred 
hunter,  to  start  for  the  plate.  I  own  I  am  dis- 
appointed in  the  JEneid,  Faultless  oorrect- 
Bcas  may  pleaae,  and  does  highly  please  the  let- 
tered cridc  ;  but  to  that  awful  character  I  have 
not  the  most  distant  pretensions.  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  do  not  hasard  my  pretenaions 
to  be  a  critic  of  any  kind,  when  I  say  that  I 
think  Virgil,  in  many  instances,  a  tervik  copier 
of  Homer.  If  I  had  the  Ody$my  by  me,  I 
rould  parallel  many  passages  where  Virgil  has 
cridently  copied,  but  by  no  means  improred 
Homer.  Nor  can  I  think  there  is  any  thing  of 
thia  owing  to  the  translators  ;  for,  from  every 
thing  I  have  seen  of  Dryden,  I  think  him,  in 
genius  and  fluency  of  language,  Pupe*s  master. 
I  have  not  perused  Taaro  enough  to  form  an 
opinion  :  in  some  future  letter,  you  shall  have 
my  ideaa  of  him ;  though  I  am  conscious  my 
criticisms  must  be  very  inaccurate  and  imper* 
feet,  as  there  I  have  ever  felt  and  lamented  my 
want  of  learning  most. 


No.  LXXXIL 
TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

MauchHne,  May  26,  1788. 

MT  OBAK  rftlKMD, 

I  AM  two  kind  letters  in  yoar  debt,  but  I 
bave  been  from  home,  and  horridly  busy  buying 
and  preparing  for  my  farming  business ;  over 
and  above  the  plague  of  my  Excise  instructions, 
which  this  week  will  finish. 

As  I  flatter  my  wishes  that  I  foresee  many 
future  years*  correspondence  betwaeo  us,  *tis 
foolish  to  talk  of  excusing  dull  epks  ^ :  a  duU 
letter  may  be  a  very  kind  one.  I  have  the  plea- 
anre  to  tell  you  that  I  have  been  extremely  for- 


tunate in  all  my  buyings  and  bargainings  hither* 
to ;  Mrs.  Boms  not  excepted ;  which  title  I 
now  avow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  thia  last  affiiir  :  it  ha^  indeed  ailiivd  to  mj 
anxieties  for  foturity,  but  it  has  given  u  nt.iliility 
to  my  mind  and  resolutions,  unknown  l>efore; 
and  the  poor  girl  has  the  most  sacred  enthusiasm 
of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a  wish  but  to 
gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  deportment. 
I  am  interrupted* 

Farewell !  my  dear  Sir. 


No.  LXXXIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  S7/A  May,  1788. 

I  HAVK  been  torturing  my  philoaophy  to  no 
purpose,  to  account  for  that  kind  fMrtiality  of 

yours,  whifch,  unlike     . 

,  has  followed  me  in  my 

return  to  the  shade  of  life,  with  assiduous  be- 
nevolence. Ofien  did  I  r^ret  in  the  fleeting 
hours  of  my  late  will-o*-wisp  appearance,  that 
"  here  I  had  no  continuing  city  ;"  and  but  for 
the  consolation  of  a  few  solid  guineas,  could 
almost  lament  the  time  that  a  momentary  ac- 
quaintance with  wealth  and  splendour  put  me 
so  much  out  of  conceit  with  the  sworn  com- 
panions of  my  road  through  life,  insignificanoey 
and  poverty. 


There  are  few  circumstances  relating  to  the 
unequal  distribution  of  the  good  things  of  thia 
life,  that  give  me  more  vexation  (I  mean  in 
what  I  see  around  me)  than  the  importance  the 
opulent  bestow  on  their  trifling  family  affairs, 
compared  with  the  very  same  things  on  the  con- 
tracted scale  of  a  cottage.  Last  afternoon  I  had 
the  honour  to  spend  an  hour  or  two  at  a  good 
woman*s  fireside,  where  the  planks  that  com- 
posed the  floor  were  decorated  with  a  splendid 
carpet,  and  the  gay  table  sparkled  with  silver 
and  china.  'Tis  now  about  term-day,  and  there 
has  been  a  revolution  among  those  creatures, 
who,  though  in  appearance  partakers,  and 
equally  noble  partakers  of  the  same  nature  with 
niadame ;  are  from  time  to  time,  their  nerves, 
their  sinews,  their  health,  strength,  wisdom, 
experience,  genius,  time,  nay,  a  good  part  of 
their  very  thoughts,  sold  for  months  and  years, 

» 

not  only  to  the  necessities,  the  conveniences,  but 
the  caprices  of  the  important  few.  *  We  Ulked 
of  the  insignificant  creatures ;  nny,  notwith- 
standing their  general  stupidity  and  rascality, 
did  some  of  the  poor  devila  the  honour  to  com- 


•  Servants  in  Scotland  are  hired  from  term  to  itrai^ 
;  i.  e.  from  Whitsundav  to  Martinmai,  te. 
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mend  them.  Bnt  light  be  the  turf  apon  i» 
breeet,  who  taught  <*  Revereooe  tbyaelC"  We 
looked  down  on  the  upoliehed  wretches  their 
impertinent  wives  and  douterlj  brats,  as  the 
lordly  bull  does  on  the  little  dirtjr  ant-hill, 
whose  puny  inhabitants  he  crushes  in  the  care- 
lessness of  his  ramble,  or  tosses  in  air  in  the 
wantonness  of  his  pride. 


a  good  wiiie,  though  sIm  shoald  never  have 
a  page,  but  tk€  SaipUarm  oftkt  OUmmd 
Tutamtni,  nor  have  danced  ui  a ' 
serably  than  a  penny  pay-wcddiay. 


No.  LXXXIV. 
TO  THE  SAAIE. 

(at  MK.  DUMLOr*8,  HADDINGTON.  ) 

EOisland,  \^h  June,  1738. 

**  Where'er  I  roam,  whaterer  realms  I  see. 
My  heart,  untravellM,  fondly  turns  to  thee ; 
8^  to  my  friend  it  turns  with  ceaseless  pain. 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengtheoM  chain.'* 

GOLDSMITU. 

Tbis  is  the  second  day,  my  honoured  friend, 
that  I  have  been  on  my  farm.  A  solitary  in- 
mate of  an  old,  smoky  spenct ;  far  from  every 
object  I  love,  or  by  whom  I  am  loved ;  nor  any 
acquaintance  older  than  yesterday,  except  Jen- 
ny Geddee,  the  old  mare  I  ride  on  ;  while  un- 
couth cares,  and  novel  plant,  hourly  insult  my 
awkward  ignorance  and  bashful  inexperience. 
There  is  a  {of:gY  atmosphere  native  to  roy  soul 
in  the  hour  of  care,  consequently  the  dreary  ob- 
jects seem  larger  than  the  life.  Extreme  teniti- 
bility,  irritated  and  prejudiced  on  the  gloomy 
aide  by  a  series  of  misfortunes  and  disappoint- 
ments, at  that  period  of  my  existence  when  the 
aool  is  laying  in  her  cai^o  of  ideas  for  the  voyage 
of  life,  is,  I  believe,  the  principal  cause  of  this 
unhappy  frame^  mind. 

**  The  valiant,  in  himself,  what  can  he  suffer  ? 
Or  what  need  he  regard  his  single  woes  ?**  &c 

Your  surmise,  Bladam,  is  just ;  I  am  indeed 
A  husband. 


I  firand  A  once  much-loved  and  still  much* 
loved  female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the 
mercy  of  the  naked  elements,  but  as  I  enabled 
her  to  purchase  a  shelter;  and  there  is  no 
sporting  with  a  fellow-creatnrs's  happiness  or 
misery. 

The  most  placid  good-nature  and  sweetness 
of  disposition ;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  all  its  powers  to  love  me ;  vigorous  health 
and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the  best 
advantage,  by  a  more  than  common  handsome 
igurs ;  theses  I  think*  in  a  woman,  may  make 


lathe 

it 


coats  fer 


No.  LXXXV. 
TO  MR.  P.  HDLL. 

MT  DEAR  HILL, 

I  SHALL  say  nothing  at  all  to  ymv  mad  prt> 
sent— you  have  so  long  and  often  been  of  iai* 
portaot  service  to  me,  and  I  suppose  yon 
to  go  on  conferring  obligations  until  I  shall 
be  able  to  lift  up  my  face  before  yo«. 
meantime,  as  Sir  Roger  de  Cuverley,  ' 
happened  to  be  a  cold  day  in  which 
hb  will,  ordered  his  servants  great 
mourning,  so,  because  I  have  been  this  wetk 
plagued  with  an  indigestion,  I  have  sent  yon  by 
the  carrier  a  fine  old  ewe-milk  checsew 

Indigestion  is  the  devil :  nay,  *tia  the  devil 
and  all.  It  besets  a  man  in  every  ooo  of  his 
senses.  I  lose  my  appetite  at  the  sight  of  sne- 
cenful  knavery  ;  and  sicken  to  loathing  at  the 
noise  and  nonsense  of  self-important  feOy. 
When  the  hoUow-bearted  wretch  takes  me  by 
the  hand,  the  feeling  »poils  my  dinner;  tW 
proud  man's  wine  so  offends  my  palate*  that  it 
chokes  me  in  the  gullet;  and  the  pmhiSid, 
feathered,  pert  coxcomb,  is  so  diagustfnl  n  af 
nostril  that  my  stomach  turns. 

If  ever  you  have  any  of  these 
sensations,  let  me  prescribe  fur  yon 
a  bit  of  my  cheese.  I  know  that  }'oa  are 
niggard  of  your  good  things  among  your 
and  some  of  them  are  in  much  need  of  a 
There  in  my  eye  is  out  friend  Smellie,  a  i 
sitively  of  the  first  abilities  and  greatest  strength 
of  mind,  ss  well  as  one  of  the  best  hearti  sai 
keenest  wiu  that  I  have  ever  met  with :  when 
you  see  him,  as,  alas  !  he  too  is  smarting  at  th» 
piuch  of  distnasful  circumsUncea,  aggravsSrt 
by  the  sneer  of  contumelious  greatness  s  bit  si 
my  cheese  alone  will  not  cure  him,  but  if  yea 
add  a  tankard  of  brown  atout,  and  soperadd  s 
magnum  of  right  Oporto,  yon  will  see  his  sor- 
rows vanish  like  the  morning  mist  before  the 
summer  sun. 

C h,  the  earliest  friend,  except  my  onlj 

brother,  tbst  I  have  on  earth,  and  one  of  thi 
worthiest  fellows  that  ever  any  oian  oalled  bf 
the  name  of  friend,  if  a  luncheon  of  my  eh«e« 
would  help  to  rid  him  of  aome  of  his  sispsra- 
bundant  modesty,  yon  wonld  do  well  In  give  H 
him. 

David  •jrith  his  ComratU  oomoa.  toe^  aer«s 
my  recoljmixMi,  and  I  bag  yon  wiH  help  hia 


s  PiinftSK  of  the 
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■ATfdy  from  the  Mid  ewe-milk  chceM^  to  ena- 
ble hun  to  digeit  ihoM  —  bedaubing  paF»- 
gr^he  wiih  which  he  b  eternally  larduif  the 
lean  character*  of  certain  great  men  in  a  certain 
great  town.  I  grant  you  the  periods  are  rery 
well  tamed:  lOi  a  firth  egg  is  a  very  good 
thing  ;  bot  when  thrown  at  a  man  in  a  pillory 
it  does  not  at  all  improve  his  figure,  not  to  men- 
tion the  irreparable  loss  of  the  ^g. 

My  fiuxtioos  firiend,  D  r,  I  would  wish 

also  to  be  a  partaker  ;  not  to  digest  his  spleen« 
tar  that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his  lost 
night's  wine  at  the  last  field-day  of  the  Croch- 
nDan  corps.  * 

Among  our  common  fiiends  I  must  not  for- 
get one  of  the  dearest  of  them,  Cunningham. 
The  brutality,  insolence,  and  selfishness  of  a 
world  unworthy  of  having  such  a  fellow  as  he 
ii  in  it,  I  know  sticks  in  his  stomach,  and  if 
you  can  help  him  to  any  thing  that  will  make 
hire  a  little  easier  on  that  score^  it  will  be  very 
obliging. 

As  to  honest  J S  e,  he  u  such  a 

contented  happy  man  that  I  know  not  what  can 
annoy  him,  except  perhsps  be  may  not  have  got 
the  better  of  a  parcel  of  modest  anecdotes  which 
•  certain  poet  gave  him  one  night  at  supper, 
the  last  time  the  said  poet  was  in  town. 

Though  I  have  mentioned  so  many  men  of 
law,  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  them  pro- 
fissedly — the  Faculty  are  beyond  my  prescrip- 
tioa.  As  to  their  eUtntM,  that  is  another  thing ; 
God  knows  they  have  much  to  digest ! 

The  clergy  I  pass  by;  their  profundity  of 
erudition,  and  their  liberality  of  sentiment'; 
their  total  want  of  pride,  and  their  detestation 
of  hypocrisy,  are  so  proverbially  notorious  as  to 
plaoe  them  iar,  fiir  above  either  my  pnise  or 
censure. 

I  was  going  to  mention  a  man  of  worth, 
whom  I  have  the  honour  to  call  friend,  the 
Laird  of  Craigdarroch  ;  but  I  have  spoken  to 
the  landlord  of  the  King's  arms  inn  here,  to 
have,  at  the  next  county-meeting,  a  large  ewe- 
milk  cheese  on  the  table,  fur  the  benefit  of  the 
Dumfiriesshire  whigs,  to  enable  them  to  digest 
the  Duke  of  Queensberry*s  late  political  con- 
duct. 

I  have  just  this  moment  an  opportunity  of  a 
private  hand  to  Edinburgh,  as  perhaps  you  would 
BOt  digest  double  postage. 


No.  LXXXVI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  ATNSLIE. 

EliUland,  Jutu  I  i,  1788. 
This  is  now  the  third  day,  my  dearest  Sir, 
chat  I  have  sojourned  in  these  regions ;  and  du- 
ring these  three  days  you  have  occupied  more 
•f  my  thoughts  than  in  three  weeks  preceding  : 


•  AduboT 


^irlls.- 


In  Aynhirt  I  have  several  variaHom  of  fiiend* 
ship*s  compass,  here  it  points  invariably  to  the 
pole. — ^My  ferm  gives  me  a  good  many  uncouth 
caret  and  aucieties,  but  I  hate  the  language  cl 
complaint.  Job,  or  some  one  of  hb  friendt, 
says  well—'*  Why  should  a  living  man  coio- 
plain?- 

I  have  latdy  been  much  mortified  with  eoo- 
templating  an  unlucky  imperfection  in  the  very 
framing  and  construction  of  my  soul ;  namely, 
a  blundering  inaccuracy  of  her  olfactory  organs 
in  hitting  tbe  scent  of  craft  or  design  in  my 
fellow  creatures.  I  do  not  mean  any  compli- 
ment to  my  ingenuousness,  or  to  hint  that  the 
defifct  is  in  consequence  of  the  uusutpicious  sim- 
plicity of  conscious  truth  and  honour  :  I  take  it 
to  be,  in  some  way  or  other,  an  imperfection  in 
the  mental  sight ;  or,  metaphor  apart,  some 
modification  of  dulness.  In  two  or  three  small 
instances  lately,  I  have  been  mmt  shamefully 
out. 

I  have  all  along,  hitherto,  in  the  warfare  of 
life,  been  bred  to  arms  among  the  light-horse— 
the  piquet-guards  of  fancy  ;  a  kind  of  hussars 
and  highlanders  of  the  brain ;  but  I  am  firmly 
resolved  to  hU  out  of  these  giddy  battalions,  who 
have  no  ideas  of  a  battle  but  fighting  the  foe,  or 
of  a  siege  but  storming  tbe  town.  Cost  what  it 
will,  I  ain  determined  to  buy  in  among  the  grave 
squadrons  of  heavy-armed  thought,  or  the  artil- 
lery corpii  of  plodding  contrivance. 

What  books  are  you  reading,  or  what  is  the 
subject  of  your  thoughts,  besides  the  great  stu- 
dies of  your  prufe^aiion  ?  Yuu  said  something 
about  religion  iu  your  last.  1  doD*t  exactly  re- 
member what  it  was,  as  the  letter  is  in  Ayr- 
shire ;  but  I  thought  it  not  only  prettily  said, 
but  nobly  thought.  You  will  make  a  noble  fel- 
low if  once  you  were  married.  I  make  no  re- 
servation of  your  beitig  u;e^- married  :  You  have 
so  much  sense,  and  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
that  though  you  muy  not  realise  perhaps  the 
ideas  of  romance,  yet  you  will  never  be  iVZ-mar- 
ried. 

Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  mv  ticklish  si- 

* 

tustion  respecting  pruviuen  for  a  family  of  chil- 
dren, I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  step  I 
have  taken  is  vastly  fur  my  happiness.  As  it  ia, 
I  look  to  the  excise  scheme  as  a  certainty  of 
maintenance ;  a  maintenance,  luxury  to  what 
either  Airs.  Buriu  or  I  were  born  to. 

Adieu. 


No.  LXXXVII. 

TO  AIR.  MORISON,*  WaioKT, 
AIauchlink. 

BMtland,  June  22»  1788. 
>IT  DBA  a  eiR, 

NacKsaiTY  obliges  me  to  go  into  my  new 

•  This  letter  refcii  to  chain,  and  other  articles  ci 
ftumtuie  wluch  llie  Poet  bad  ucdeteiL 
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hottte,  even  before  it  be  pi  istered.  I  will  inh«- 
bit  the  one  end  until  the  ot\ier  k  finuhed.  About 
three  weeks  more,  I  think,  will  at  Ctrthest,  be 
my  time,  beyond  which  I  cannot  ttay  in  thb 
preeent  house.  If  ever  3rou  wished  to  deserve 
the  blessing  of  him  that  was  ready  to  perish  ;  if 
ever  you  were  in  a  situation  that  a  little  kind- 
ness would  have  rescued  yon  from  many  evils  ; 
if  ever  you  hope  to  find  rest  in  fntnre  states  of 
untried  being  ;— get  these  matters  of  mine  rea- 
dy. My  servant  will  be  out  in  the  beginning  of 
next  week  for  the  clock.  My  compliments  to 
BIrs.  Morison. 

I  am,  after  all  my  tribnUtion, 

Dear  Sir,  yours. 


No.  LXXXVIII. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

EUidand,  Jmu  SO,  1789. 

MY  DKAR  SIR, 

I  JUST  now  received  your  brief  epistle  ;  and 
to  take  vengeance  on  your  laxiness,  I  have,  yon 
see,  taken  a  long  sheet  of  writing>paper,  and 
have  begun  at  the  top  of  the  page,  intending  to 
scribble  on  to  thi*  very  last  corner. 

I  am  vext  at  that  affair  of  the  .  .  .,  but 
dare  not  enlarge  on  the  subject  until  you  send 
me  your  direction,  as  I  •uppo<ie  that  will  be  al- 
tered on  your  late  master  and  friend's  death.  I 
am  concerned  for  the  old  fellow's  exit,  only  as  1 
fear  it  may  be  to  yuur  disadvantage  in  any  re- 
spect— for  an  old  roan's  dying,  except  he  have 
been  a  very  benevolent  character,  or  in  some 
particular  situation  uf  life,  that  the  welfare  of 
the  poor  or  the  helpless  depended  on  him,  I 
think  it  an  event  of  the  most  trifling  moment  to 
the  world.  Mdo  is  naturally  a  kind  benevolent 
animal,  but  he  is  dropt  into  such  a  needy  situa- 
tion here  in  this  vexatious  world,  aud  has  »uch 
a  who^e^on,  hungry,  growling,  multiplying  pack 
tif  necessities,  appetites,  passions,  and  dettires 
about  him,  reaiiy  to  devour  him  for  want  of 
other  food  ;  that  in  fact  he  must  lay  aside  his 
cares  for  others,  that  he  may  louk  properly  to 
himself.  You  have  been  imposed  upon  in  pay- 
ing Mr.  M for  the  pmfile  of  a  Mr.  H.     I 

tiid  not  mention  it  in  my  letter  to  yuu,  nor  did 

I  ever  give  BIr.  M any  such  order.    I  have 

no  objection  to  lose  the  money,  but  I  will  noi 
have  any  such  profile  in  my  possession. 

I  desired  the  carrier  to  psy  you,  but  as  I 
mentioned  only  16s.  to  him,  1  will  lather  in- 
close you  a  guinea-note.  1  have  it  not  indeed 
to  spare  here,  as  I  am  only  a  sojourner  in  a 
ttrange  land  in  this  place  ;  but  in  a  day  or  two 
I  return  to  Mauchline,  and  there  I  have  the 
bank-notes  through  the  house,  like  salt  permits. 

There  is  a  great  degree  of  folly  in  talking  on- 
— cessarily  of  one's  private  affairs.  I  have  just 
now  been  inlemipttd  by  one  of  my  new  neigh- 


boors,  who  has  made  himaelf  abnolnldy  tarn- 
temptible  in  my  eyes,  by  bis  iilly,  gaiinlsM 
pruriency.  I  know  it  has  been  a  &dU  of  my 
own  too  ;  but  from  this  moment  I  algvrc  it  as  I 
would  the  service  of  hell !  Your  poets,  spead 
thrifts,  and  other  fools  of  that  kidney,  piitind, 
forsooth,  to  crack  their  jokes  oo  pmdeaee,  bat 
*tis  a  sqoalid  vagabond  gkwying  in  bis  ragk 
Still,  imprudence  respecting  money  matters,  is 
much  more  pardonable  than  imprudence  rc»pcet- 
ing  character.  I  have  no  ok^ectioo  to  prefcr 
prodigality  to  avarice,  in  some  lew  instaases; 
but  I  appeal  to  yonr  obeervatioo,  if  you  have 
not  met,  and  often  met,  with  the  same  little  da»- 
ingeouoosness,  the  same  holhyw-hearted  iasb- 
cerity,  and  disintegriti\'e  depravity  of  prioripls, 
in  the  hackney'd  victims  of  profusion,  as  in  the 
unfeeling  children  of  parumooy.  I  have  every 
possible  reverence  for  the  moch-talked-of  woild 
beyond  the  grave,  and  I  wish  that  which  pirly 
believes  and  virtue  deserves,  may  be  all  nuttrr 
of  fact — But  in  things  belonging  to  and  temu- 
nating  in  this  present  scene  of  exiaCcnoe,  maa 
has  serious  and  interesting  business  oo  hanU. 
Whether  a  man  shall  shake  hands  with  wel- 
come in  the  distinguished  elevation  of  rtspiit, 
or  shrink  from  contempt  in  the  abfect  comer  ef 
insignificance  ;  whether  he  shall  wanton  noder 
the  tropic  of  plenty,  at  least  enjoy  himsdf  in  the 
comfortable  latituides  of  easy  cuovenieoce,  er 
starve  in  the  arctic  circle  of  dreary  poverty; 
whether  he  shall  rise  in  the  manly  coowciousoesi 
of  a  self-approving  mind,  or  sink  bemaath  a  gsA- 
ing  load  of  r^rec  and  remorso— these  are  alter- 
natives of  the  last  moment. 

You  see  how  I  preach.  Yon  ni«d  oersMoo- 
ally  to  sermonise  too  ;  I  wish  you  wunld  ia 
charity,  favour  me  with  a  sheet  f  jll  in  yoor  ova 
way.  I  admire  the  clo<ie  of  a  letter  L  nl  B»- 
lingbroke  writes  to  Dean  Swift,  **  Adie«,  drir 
Swift !  with  all  thy  faulu  I  hive  then  entirrhr . 
make  an  eftirt  to  love  me  with  all  miae!** 
Humble  servant,  and  all  that  trumpery,  is  mum 
such  a  prostituted  business,  that  honosi  frieoA- 
khip,  in  her  sincere  way,  must  have  recow  ts 
her  primitive,  simple, — farewell ! 


No.  LXXXIX. 

TO  MR.  GEORGE  LOCKHART, 
MiacBANT,  Glasgow. 

MT  or  A  a  SIR,      Mamektine,  Jntjf  18,  1758. 

I  AM  just  going  for  Nithsdale,  rise  I  wovUl 
certainly  have  transcribed  some  of  my  rhynuar 
things  for  you.  The  Miss  Bailies  1  ha«'e  •mtn 
in  Edinburgh.  **  Fair  and  lovely  are  thy  worlci. 
Lord  God  Almighty  !  Who  would  not  pi  aim 
Thee  for  thew  Thy  gifb  in  Thy  goodncM  i<»  tU 
sons  of  men  !'*  It  needed  not  your  fine  u«te  ta 
admire  them.  I  decUre,  one  d.iy  I  had  tW 
honour  of  dining  at  Mr,  Bailie*^  \  waa  almoit 
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ia  dM  predieameat  of  the  ehildrea  of  Israel, 
when  they  could  not  look  on  Bfo«ee*t  face  for 
the  glory  that  shone  in  it  when  he  descended 
from  Mount  Sinai. 

I  did  once  write  a  poetic  address  from  the 
£dls  of  hivuT  to  bis  Grace  of  Athole*  when  I 
WMM  in  the  Highlands.  When  yuu  return  to 
Scotland  let  me  know,  and  I  will  send  such  of 
my  pieces  as  pleaw  myself  best. 

I  retarn  to  Mauchline  in  about  ten  days. 

My  compliments  to  Mr.  Purden.  I  am  in 
truth,  but  at  present  in  haste. 

Yours  sincerely. 


No.xa 


TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MamehUne,  2d  Aug.  1788. 

■OVOURID  MADAM, 

Youm  kind  letter  welcomed  me  yesternight, 
to  Ajrrshire.  I  am  indeed  seriously  angry  with 
jfou  at  the  quoMUum  of  your  luckptnny  ;  hut 
vexed  and  hurt  as  I  was,  1  could  not  help  laugh- 
Mf  very  heartily  at  the  auble  lord's  apology  fur 
the  missed  napkin. 

I  would  write  you  from  Nithsda'e,  and  give 
you  my  direction  there,  but  I  have  scarce  an 
opportunity  of  calling  at  a  post-office  once  in 
a  fortnight.  I  am  six  miles  from  Dumfries, 
Mia  scarcely  ever  in  it  myself,  and,  as  yet,  have 
little  acqnaintance  in  the  neighbourhood.  Be- 
aides,  I  am  now  tery  busy  on  my  farm,  build- 
ing a  dwelling-house ;  as  at  present  I  am  al- 
most an  evangelical  man  in  Nitlisdale,  for  1  have 
■carce  "  where  to  lay  my  head." 

There  are  some  passages  in  your  last  that 
brought  tears  in  my  eyes.  '*  The  heart  know- 
cth  its  own  sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intertned- 
dleth  DuC  therewith.'*  The  repository  of  thesie 
**  sorrows  of  the  heart,**  b  a  kind  of  $anctHm 
wamctoruM  ;  and  *tis  only  a  chosen  friend,  and 
that  too  at  particular,  sacred  times,  who  dares 
enter  into  them. 

**  Heaven  oft  tears  the  bosoni  chorda 
That  nature  finest  strung;*' 

You  will  excuse  this  quotation  for  the  sake 
of  the  author.  Instead  of  enteiing  on  this  sub- 
ject farther,  I  shall  transcribe  you  a  few  lines  I 
wrote  m  a  hermitage  belonging  to  a  gentleman 
in  my  Nithsdale  neighbourhood.  They  are  al- 
gnost  the  only  favours  the  muse  has  conferred 
on  me  in  that  country. 

(  Tkt  lints  on  Friar  Cant  kermtage^  he- 
pinging 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead. ) 

Sinm  I  an  in  the  way  of  tnoicribing,  tht  J 


following  were  the  production  of  yesterday  m 
I  jogged  through  the  wild  hills  of  New  Cum- 
nock. I  intended  inserting  them,  or  tomethiog 
like  them,  in  an  epistle  I  am  going  to  write  to 
the  gentleman  on  whose  friendship  my  excise 
hopes  depend,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry  ;  one  of 
the  worthiest  and  most  accomplished  gentle- 
men, not  only  of  this  country,  but  I  will  dare 
to  say  it,  of  this  age.  The  following  are  just 
the  first  crudt  thoughts  **  unhousel'd,  unan- 
ointed,  unaneird." 


Pity  the  tuneful  muses*  helpless  train  ; 

Wimk,  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main  t 

The  world  were  blest,  did  bless  on  thtm  de- 
pend ; 

Ah,  that  **  the  friendiv  e*er  should  want  a 
friend!** 

The  little  fate  bestows  they  share  as  soon  ; 

Unlike  sage,  proverb 'd,  wisdom's  hard-wrong 
boon. 

Let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  ion 

Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun  ; 

Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule ; 

In!itinct*s  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool ! 

Who  make  poor  wiU  do  wait  upon  I  thouldi 

We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  they're 
good? 

Ye  wise  one's,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ; 
God's  image  rudely  ctch*d  on  base  alloy  ! 
But  come 

Here  the  muse  lei^  me.  I  am  astoninhed  at 
what  you  tell  me  of  Anthony's  writing  me.  I 
never  received  it.  Poor  fellow !  you  vex  me 
much  by  telling  me  that  he  is  unfortunate.  I 
shall  be  in  Ayrshire  ten  days  from  this  date. 
I  have  just  room  for  an  old  Roman  farewell ! 


So.  XCL 

TO  THE  SAME. 
Mauchline,  lOM  Angnsi,  1796 

MT  MUCH  HOKOURXO  FMSKD, 

You  as  of  the  H^ih  June  is  before  me.  I 
found  it,  as  well  as  another  valued  friend — mv 
wife,  waiting  to  welcome  me  to  Ayrshire :  I 
met  both  with  the  sincerest  pleasure. 

When  I  write  you.  Madam,  I  do  not  sit  down 
to  answer  every  paragraph  of  youra,  by  echoing 
every  r'ntiment,  like  the  fisithful  commons  ol 
Great  Britain  in  parliament  assembled,  answer- 
ing a  speech  from  the  best  of  kings  !  I  expre« 
myself  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  and  may  per- 
haps be  guilty  of  neglecting  some  of  your  kind 
inquiries ;  but  not  from  your  very  odd  reason 
that  I  do  not  read  your  letters.  AH  your  epistles 
for  several  months  have  cost  me  nothing,  ex* 
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BURNS'  WORKa 


Mm 


itfanent 
Mn.  Bornt,  MmUib,  b  Um  idantieal  womaa 


When  she  firtt  found  henelf  '*  as  women  with 
to  be  who  love  their  kmis  ;**  w  I  lored  her 
neariy  to  distraction,  we  took  etepe  for  a  pri- 
Tate  marriei^  Her  parent!  got  the  hint ;  and 
not  only  forbade  me  her  company  and  their 
house,  bat  on  my  rumoared  Wett  Indian  voy- 
age»  got  a  warrant  to  put  me  in  jail,  till  I  should 
find  lecurity  in  my  about-to-be  paternal  rela- 
tion. You  know  my  lucky  rerene  of  fortune. 
On  my  edatant  return  to  MauchUne,  I  was 
made  rery  welcome  to  Titit  my  girt  The  uioal 
eonaequeooet  began  to  betray  her  ;  and  as  I  was 
at  that  time  Uid  up  a  cripple  in  Edinburgh, 
•he  was  turned,  literally  tunied  out  of  doore, 
and  I  wrote  to  a  firiend  to  shelter  her,  till  my 
return,  when  our  marriage  waa  declared.  Her 
happiness  or  misery  waa  in  my  hands,  and  who 
could  trifle  with  such  a  deposit? 


I  ean  easily  fawt^  a  more  igreeabb  eompa- 
nion  for  my  journey  of  lifo,  but,  opoa  my  ho- 
nour, I  have  never  seen  the  individual  iaaunce. 


Circumstanced  as  I  am,  I  could  never  have 
got  a  female  partner  for  life,  who  could  have 
entered  into  my  favourite  studies,  relished  my 
favourite  authon,  Sk.  without  probably  entail- 
ing on  me,  at  the  same  time,  czpensiye  living, 
fantastic  caprice,  perhaps  apish  aAsctation,  with 
all  the  other  blessed  boarding-school  acquire- 
ments, which  (pardtmHit  moi,  Madamt)  are 
sometimes  to  tie  found  among  fintnalea  of  the  up- 
per ranks,  hut  almost  universally  pervade  the 
misses  of  tlie  would-be-gentry. 


I  like  your  wsy  in  your  church-yard  lucu- 
brations. 1'hougbts  that  are  the  spontaneous 
result  (^  accidental  situations,  either  respecting 
health,  place,  or  company,  have  often  a  strength, 
and  always  en  originality,  that  wouki  in  vain 
be  looked  for  in  fancied  circumstances  and  atu- 
died  paragraphs.  For  me,  I  have  often  thought 
of  keeping  a  letter,  tn  progntthn,  by  me,  to 
•end  you  when  the  sheet  was  written  oot.  Now 
I  talk  of  sheets,  I  must  tell  yon,  my  reason  for 
writing  to  you  on  paper  of  this  kind,  is  my  pm- 
rieney  of  writing  to  you  at  large.  A  page  of 
post  won  such  a  dissocial,  narrow-minded  scale, 
that  I  cannot  abide  it ;  and  double  letter^  at 
leaat  in  my  miseellaneoua  reverie  maaner,  are  a 
itrone  tax  ip  a  ckise  coneepoadeocni 


Ws^XCIL 

TO  THE  SAME. 


EBSJand,  I6tk  Ampui,  Vm. 
I  AM  in  a  fine  disposition,  my  boaonred  firiai^ 
so  send  you  an  elegiac  epistle  ;  and  want  only 
genius  to  make  it  quite  ShenetonisB. 


(• 


Why  droope  my  heart  with  foaded 

k>m? 
Why  sinks  my  eoul  beneath  each  wintry  sky 


foiw 


My  increasing  cares  in  this,  as  yet,  sUaage 
country — gloomy  conjectures  in  the  dark  vista 
of  futurity— consciousness  of  my  own  inability 
for  the  struggle  of  the  world— -my  broadened 
mark  to  midfortune  in  a  wife  and  childrsn  :— 
I  could  indulge  these  reflections,  till  my  hnmoar 
should  ferment  into  the  meet  acrid  dugrin,  that 
would  corrode  the  very  thread  of  life. 

To  counterwork  these  baneful  feelings,  I  have 
sat  down  to  write  to  you ;  ae  I  dcdare 
my  soul  I  always  find  that  die  moat 
balm  for  my  wonnded  spirit. 

I  was  yesterday  at  Mr. *s  to  dinner,  fcr 

the  first  time.  My  reception  waa  quite  to  my 
mind  ;  firom  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  flattsr- 
ing.  She  sometimes  hits  oa  a  ooopiet  or  twe^ 
impnmptu.  She  repeated  one  or  two  to  tkt 
admiration  of  all  preeent.  My  auffiage  as  a 
professional  man  was  expected  :  I  for  oace  wral 
agonizing  over  the  bdly  of  my  oonaeieoce.  Per* 
don  me,  ye,  my  adored  houaehoM  gods,  Iad»* 
pendence  of  Spirit,  and  Integrity  of  Soul !  la 
the  coune  of  conversation,  Joktutrn't  Mumed 
MuiWM,  a  collection  of  Scottish  eongs  with  tka 
music,  was  talked  ot  We  got  a  euog  on  the 
harpsichord,  beginning, 

**  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing.** 

The  air  was  much  admired  :  the  lady  of  the 
house  asked  me  whoee  were  the  words— *•  ^f  lacw 
Madam — they  are  indeed  my  very  best  verses  :* 
she  took  not  the  smallest  notice  of  them  !  The 
oM  Scottish  proverb  ssys,  well,  **  king's  cmf  is 
better  than  ither  folks*  com.**  I  waa  goii^  te 
make  a  New  Testament  quotation  about  **  cast- 
ing pearls  ;*'  but  that  would  be  too  vimlsat, 
for  the  lady  is  actually  a  womaa  of  aenee  and 
taste. 


After  all  that  has  been  said  oa  the  other  side 
of  the  question,  man  ia  by  no  meane  a  happy 
creature.  I  do  not  apeak  of  the  selected  few, 
fevoured  by  partial  heaven,  whoee  eoola  are  taa- 
ed  to  gladness  amid  richee  and  honours,  and  pra- 
dence  and  wisdom — I  speak  of  the  uegWilsd 
many,  whose  nerves,  whose  eioewi^  whoee  d^ 
are  sold  to  the  minions  of  fortune. 

If  1  thought  you  had  aevar  aeea  i^  I 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


SIS 


iar  jtm  a  iltnn  of  ui  old  Scottwh 
b^Had,  called  7^  Xt/c  amd  Jptof  Man,  be- 
ginning  tha, 


*'  'Twat  in  the  sixteeoth  bander  year 

Of  God  and  fifty  three, 
I^ae  Christ  was  bom,  that  bonght  ne  dear, 

As  writings  testifie.^' 


»» 


1  had  an  old  grand-nncle,  with  whom  my 
mother  lived  a  while  in  her  giriish  years ;  the 
good  old  man,  for  such  he  was,  was  long  blind 
ere  he  died,  during  which  time*  his  highest  en- 
joyment was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mo- 
ther  wouAi  sinii^  the  simple  old  song  of  The  life 
and  Aj^  of  Man, 

It  is  this  way  of  thinking— >it  is  those  melan- 
choly truths,  that  make  religion  so  precious  to 
the  poor,  miserable  children  of  men— If  it  ia  a 
mere  phantom,  exbtiog  only  in  the  heated  ima- 
gination of  enthusiasm, 

**  What  truth  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  lie  !'* 

BIy  idle  reasonings  sometiroea  make  me  a  lit- 
tle sceptical,  but  the  necessities  of  my  heart  aU 
wap  give  the  cold  philosophiaings  the  lie. 
Who  looks  for  the  heart  weaned  from  earth ; 
the  soul  affianced  to  her  God ;  the  correspon- 
dence fixed  with  heaven ;  the  pious  supplica- 
tion and  devout  thanksgiving,  constant  as  the 
vicissitudes  of  even  and  morn ;  who  thinks  to 
meet  with  these  in  the  court,  the  pnlace,  in  the 
glare  u''  public  life  ?  No  :  to  find  them  in  their 
precious  importance  and  divine  efficacy,  we  munt 
search  among  the  obscure  recessea  of  disappoint- 
ment, affliction,  poverty,  and  distress. 

I  am  sure,  dear  Madam,  you  are  now  more 
than  pleased  with  the  length  of  my  letters.  I 
return  to  Ayrshire,  middle  of  next  week  t  and 
it  quickens  my  pace  to  think  that  there  will  be 
a  letter  from  you  waiting  roe  there.  I  must  be 
ben  again  vciy  toon  for  my  harvest. 


No.  XCIIL 
rO  R.  GRAIIAAI,  OF  HNTRY,  Em). 

<4a« 

Whin  I  had  the  honour  of  being  introdneed 
ta  yon  at  Athole-houae,  I  did  not  think  so  soon 
•f  aaking  a  favour  of  you.  When  Lear,  in 
Shakspeare,  asks  old  Rent,  why  he  wished  to 
be  in  his  service,  he  answers,  ^  Because  you 
have  that  in  your  fooe  which  I  could  like  to 
call  master.**  Fur  some  such  reason.  Sir,  do  I 
now  solicit  your  patronage.  You  know,  I  dare 
say,  of  an  application  I  lately  made  to  your 
Board  to  be  admitted  an  officer  of  excise.  I 
have,  according  to  form,  been  examined  by  a 
sapenrifor,  and  to-day  I  gave  in  hia  certifioite, 
with  a  reqoeet  for  an  order  for  tnatmctiooa.    In 


this  affiiir,  if  I  tncoeed,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  bet 
too  much  need  a  patronising  friend.  Proprmly 
of  conduct  as  a  man,  and  fidelity  and  attention 
as  an  officer,  I  dare  engage  for ;  but  with  anf 
thing  like  business,  except  manual  labour,  I  am 
totally  unacquainted. 


I  had  intended  to  have  dosed  my  late  ap- 
pearance on  the  stage  of  life,  in  the  character 
of  a  country  farmer ;  but  after  discharging 
some  filial  and  fraternal  claims,  I  find  I  could 
only  fight  for  existence  in  that  miserable  man* 
ner,  which  I  have  lived  to  see  throw  a  venera* 
ble  parent  into  the  jaws  of  a  jail ;  whence  death, 
the  poor  noan's  la»t  and  often  best  friend,  rescu- 
ed him. 

I  know,  Sir,  that  to  need  your  goodness  is  to 
have  a  claim  on  it ;  may  I  therefore  b^  yonr 
patronage  to  forward  me  in  this  affiir,  till  I  be 
appointed  tu  a  division,  where,  by  the  help  of 
rigid  economy,  I  will  try  to  support  that  inde- 
pendence so  dear  to  my  soul,  but  which  has 
been  too  often  so  distant  firom  my  aituation. 


Whin  nature  her  great  master-piece  designed. 
And  fram*d  her  last,  best  work,  the  human  mindy 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  the  mazy  plan. 
She  form*d  of  various  parts  the  various  man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth  ; 
Plain  plodding  induBtry,  and  M>her  worth  ; 
Thenre  pea.«antii,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth. 
And  merchandise*  whole  genus  take  their  birth: 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  findn, 
And  all  mi>chanics*  many  aproned  kinds. 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net : 
The  caput  mnrtunm  of  gross  desires 
Makes  a  material,  for  mere  knights  and  squires . 
The  martial  phottphorus  is  taught  to  flow. 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  phllowiphic  dough. 
Then  marks  th*  unyielding  maaa  with  grave  da- 

signs. 
Law,  physics,  politics,  and  deep  divines  : 
Last,  she  sublimes  th*  Aurora  of  the  poles, 
The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  system  feir  liefore  her  stood. 
Nature  well  pleased  pronounced  it  very  good  ; 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er. 
Half-jest,  she  tried  one  curious  labour  more. 
Some  apumy,  fiery,  ignie/atuMS  matter; 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scatter  | 
With  arch  alacrity  and  conscious  glee 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we. 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  bhow  it) 
She  forms  the  thing,  and  christens  it — a  poet. 
Creature,  tho*  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  bless'd  to-day  unmindful  of  to-morrow. 
A  being  form*d  t'amose  his  graver  friends, 
Admir^  and  praised — and  there  the  homagt 
endai  w 


A  mortil  qiilta  noGt  lor  fgrtonc'i  iirift, 
Yrt  Dft  Ihc  FlMri  of  all  Ihi  ilia  aC  lift  ; 
Pro»  to  rnyiy  each  pLwuir  richi*  girt, 
Y(t  hiplf  wutiug  whcnwitlul  to  lire : 
Longing  lo  wipe  culi  t«r,  to  heat  tub  gi 
Yd  6«qiieDl  ill  iinheaM  la  hii  own. 

But  bon»t  NilDR  »  not  quite  *  Tuck, 
S1»  Uugli'd  at  Bnt,  tlun  frit  l«  ber  |Hint  work. 
Pit^'ing  tht  proplm  climber  of  maokind, 
Slie  eait  about  a  tiaidard  In*  to  find  i 
And  to  iupport  hii  hcIpltB  waadhine  atate, 
Attach'd  him  to  the  gntmii  tnlf  grtat. 
A  title,  and  tbe  ooly  ooe  I  claim. 
To  Uj  aBoDg  hold  for  belp  on  buuotmae  Gn. 

Titf  the  lunefiil  muaea'  haplcaa  tnin. 
Weak,  timid  laodmes  on  lifr'i  atonnj  maio  ! 
Tbair  hearta  do  leiGah  iters  abaorbeot  itu^ 


'a  hard.* 

The  world  were  bliaa'd,  did  blea  on  them  dc- 

Ah,  thai  "  the  IVieodlv   e'er   ihnuM   war 
Head!" 

ec  e«b  ttardjF  ton. 


WORKS. 

Thoagh,  thuka  to  hesrcB,  I  dart  ei 


Let  pmdeDce  nnml 
Who  life  and  wiadc 
Who  ktl  by  relHW 


(Ipl 


■ho  girt  hjr 
te,  uid  HDtinieDt  a  Ibal !) 
vili  do  wait  upoD  /  aAoulii— 
they're  pnideot,   but  who  j^U  thdi 
»d? 

ye  hurt  the  aoeial  eye  ! 
lage  rudely  elch'd  oa  baae  alloy  i 
e  ye  who  the  godlike  [ileaaure  know, 


le  patnn  of 
.pa  fur  full 


ng,  half  afraid, 
■ucavato,  abaib'd  Is  aik  thy  fiiendly  aid? 
I  koow  my  need,  I  koow  thy  giving  hand, 
1  eravr  thy  frieodibip  Ht  tby  kjod  coaimaad  ; 
But  that  areiuch  who  court  the  luDcful  niw— 
Hraoeiu,  ahould  the  bramlrd  cbarwterbe  mioi' 
Whuu  rerH  io  manhuod'a  pride  aublimely  Ouw^ 
Yet  rilst  rcptilca  in  [heir  beting  pnaa. 
Mark,  how  their  lofty  iodependent  apirit, 
6aan  od  the  apumiag  wli^  of  injured  merit ! 

Mty,  ih< 


■  tbe  la 


In  all  tbe  cl. 

They  duo  b. 

Oblige  them, 

Tbeyperaeci 

Ere  my  pour 

ftly  horny  Sit  aaauma  the  plough  agaii 

The  pie-ball'd  jacket  Id  me  patch  nno 

Ob  aighteea  tKoet  a-wark  Tra  lirtd  t 


liyi! 


i&albl 


]  tnut,  meantimPp  my  boon  ia  in  thy  fiih ; 
Thai  placed  by  thee,  upon  the  wiah'd-<H  beigkv 
Where,  man  and  nalure  Curer  in  her  aigbr. 
My  muae  may  imp  her  wing  for  hhuc  avUiod 
BighL* 


Ka  XCIV. 
TO  HR.  BEUGO,  EHcaavca,  EeiiiarMS. 

XT  Diaa  (IK,  Elliilam-i,  Srpl.  9.  I'm. 

Tniai  ia  not  in  Edinharth  above  the  bib- 
ber  of  the  (iracea  wboie  leiten  wuold  ha*r  gtn* 
me  ao  mui^  pleaiore  aa  yuun  of  the  Sd  iutiat. 
which  only  nacbed  me  yalemijht. 

I  am  bare  on  my  &rm,  buiy  with  niy  bar- 

u  the  very  elbuw  ofeiiatEOa;.    The  uoly  tkiaga 
thai  an  lo  be  liiuD^    -  ^'^- 


upidily  and  eutiBf. 

grarea,  t>ray<*a.  Itt. 
ana  int  vajUE  ol  IBBe  liiey  ealiinalr  aa  they  da 
their  pUiding  welia — by  the  ell  \  A*  fat  lit 
muwa,  they  hin  aa  much  an  id«  at  a  ihiaa- 
cero*  aa  of  a  poet.  Fb  my  old  eapiitioaa  hM 
good-natnred  budy  of  a  muae — 

By  banka  of  VaV  1  aat  am)  wept 

When  Coita  I  thought  oa. 
In  midit  thereof  1  hung  my  harp 

I  am  generally  about  half  my  tint  ia  AyrAiit 
with  my  "  darling  Jean,"  aod  then  t,  at  Imod 
i-UtnuU,  throw  my  hnny  tM  acna  ay  kc 
cobvebbed  lyre,  much  in  ibt  aamc  iiMiimi  m 
an  old  wife  ibrowa  ber  head  acnm  the  »*a 
of  ber  .iiinuing  wheel 

I  well  (end  yon  "The  Fottaaatc  Shiph^- 
!■"  aa  won  aa  I  retun  to  Ayrahin,  far  ihef 
I  keep  it  with  olber  prcciaii*  tretaarc  I  ibh 
lead  it  by  ■  cartAil  kaad,  tt  1  woaU  ant  1m 
>y  thing  it  ahoald  bt  B 


Wher  fnn  Chriatiaa  virti 
tah  iratiAcatioa  nf  my  m 
I  thiok  of  yaa. 


i  "li.  parahr  .  .I. 
I  iMiap  wbeaem 


>  TTiia  ■anurpoMSarMor'itlatDOialwBaf  na. 
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TCfvUr  oorrespoiideiioe.  I  hate  the  idea  of  being 
Mijftd  to  write  «  letter.  I  toaietiinea  write  a 
friend  twice  a  week,  at  other  timee  ouoe  a 
quarter. 

I  am  exceedingly  pleated  with  your  fancy  in 
making  the  author  you  mention  place  a  map  of 
Iceland  instead  of  hia  portrait  before  hit  works  : 
*Twas  a  glorious  idea. 

Could  you  conveniently  do  me  one  things 
Whcnerer  you  finish  any  head  I  could  like  to 
haire  a  proof  copy  of  it.  I  might  tell  you  a 
long  story  about  your  fine  genius  ;  but  as  what 
every  body  knows  cannot  hare  escaped  you,  I 
ahall  not  say  one  syllable  about  it. 


No.  XCV. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS,  Edinbuegh. 

EOidamd,  near  Dumfriet,  Sqpi.  16,  1788. 
WuKEi  are  you  ?  and  how  are  you  ?  and  is 
Lady  M'Kensie  recovering  her  health?  for  I 
have  had  but  one  solitary  letter  from  you.  I 
will  not  think  you  have  forgot  me.  Madam ; 
and  for  my  part— 

'*  When  thee  Jerusalem  I  forget. 
Skill  part  from  my  right  hand  !*' 

**  Aly  heart  is  not  of  that  rock,  nor  my  soul 
caieWss  as  that  sea  '*  I  do  not  make  my  pro- 
gress among  mankind  as  a  bowl  does  among  its 
fellows — rolling  through  the  crowd  without 
bearing  away  any  mark  or  impression,  except 
where  they  hit  in  hostile  collision. 

I  am  here,  driven  in  with  my  harvest*folks 
by  bad  weather ;  and  as  you  and  yuur  sister 
once  did  me  the  honour  of  interesting  yourselves 
much  a  ttgard  de  mot,   I  sit  down  to  beg  the 
continuation  of  your  goodness. — I  can  truly  say 
that,  all  the  exterior  of  life  apart,   I  never  saw 
two,  whose  esteem  flattered  the  nobler  feelings 
ti  my  soul — I  will  not  say,  more,  but,  so  much 
■a  Lady  M*Kensie  and  Miss  Chalmers.   When  1 
think  of  you— hearte  the  best,  minds  the  noblest, 
of  human  kind — unfortunate,  even  in  the  shades 
af  life — when  I  think  I  have  met  with  you,  and 
have  lived  more  of  real  life  with  you  in  eight 
da3ra,  than  I  can  do  with  almost  any  body  I  meet 
with  in  eight  yeara— when  I  think  on  tha  im- 
probability of  meeting  you  in  this  world  again 
—I  could  sit  down  and  cry  like  a  child ! — If 
ever  you  honoured  me  with  a  place  in  your 
aateem,  I  trust  I  can  now  plead  more  dest* rt— 
I  am  secure  agdinsc  that  crushing  grip  of  iron 
poverty,  which,  alas !  is  less  or  more  fatal  to  the 
native  worth  and  purity  of,  I  foar,   the  noblest 
souls  ;  and  a  late,  importent  step  in  my  lifo  has 
kindly  taken  me  out  of  the  way  of  those  un- 
grateful  iniquities,  which,  however  overlooked 
u  fiuhionahle  license,  or  varnished  in  fashion- 


able phrase,  are  indeed  but  lighter  and  deeper 
shades  of  villain r. 

Shortly  after  my  last  return  to  Ayrshire,  I 
married  **  my  Jean.*'  This  was  not  in  conse- 
quence of  the  attachment  of  romance  perhaps  ; 
but  I  had  a  k>ng  and  much-loved  follow-crea- 
ture*s  happiness  or  misery  in  my  determination, 
and  I  durst  not  trifle  with  so  importent  a  depo- 
sit. Nor  have  I  any  cause  to  repent  it.  If  I 
have  not  got  polite  tettle,  modish  manners,  and 
fiuhionable  dress,  I  am  not  sickened  and  di^^ust- 
td  with  the  multiform  curse  of  boarding-school 
affectetion ;  and  I  have  got  the  handsomest  fi- 
gure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the  soundest  consti- 
tution, and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county. 
Mrs.  Burns  believes,  as  firmly  as  her  creed,  that 
I  am  /e  plug  bei  ttprit,  et  h  plus  MoHuete  homme 
in  the  universe ;  although  she  scarcely  ever  in 
her  life,  except  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and 
New  Testement,  and  the  Psalms  of  David  in 
metre,  spent  five  minutes  together  on  either 
pro»e  or  veme.  I  must  except  also  from  this 
last,  a  certain  late  publication  of  Scote  poems 
which  she  has  perused  very  devoutly ;  and  all 
the  ballads  in  the  country,  as  she  has  (O  the 
partial  bver  !  you  will  cry)  the  finest  **  wood- 
note  wild'*  I  ever  heard. — I  am  the  more  parti- 
cular in  thu  lady's  character,  as  I  know  she. 
will  henceforth  have  the  honour  of  a  )>hare  in 

r>ur  best  wishes.  She  is  still  at  Mauchline,  an 
ara  building  my  house ;  for  this  hovel  that  I 
shelter  in,  while  occasionally  here,  is  pervious  to 
every  bl.iMt  that  blows,  and  every  shower  that 
fiills  ;  and  I  am  only  preiterved  from  being  chill- 
ed to  death,  by  being  suffocated  with  smoke.  1 
do  not  find  my  fiirm  that  pennyworth  I  was 
taught  to  expect,  but  I  believe,  in  time,  it  may 
be  a  saving  bargain.  You  will  be  pleam^d  to 
hear  that  I  have  laid  aside  idle  tciat,  and  bind 
every  day  after  my  reapers. 

To  save  me  from  that  horrid  situation  of  at 
any  time  going  down,  in  a  losing  bargain  of  a 
farm,  to  misery,  I  have  taken  my  excise  instruc- 
tions, and  have  my  commission  in  my  pocket 
for  any  emergency  of  fortune.  If  I  could  set  uU 
before  your  view,  whatever  disrespect  you  in 
common  with  the  world,  have  for  this  business, 
I  know  you  would  approve  of  my  idea. 

I  will  make  no  a|>ology,  dear  Madam,  for  this 
^otistic  deteil  :  I  know  you  and  your  siiit*'r 
will  be  interested  in  every  circura>>Unce  of  it. 
What  signify  the  silly,  idle  gewgaws  of  wealth, 
or  the  ideal  trumpery  of  greatness  !  When  fal- 
low partakers  of  the  same  nature  fear  the  sane 
God,  have  the  same  benevolence  of  heart,  the 
same  nobleness  of  soul,  the  same  detesution  at 
every  thing  dishonest,  and  the  same  scorn  •' 
every  thing  unworthy — if  they  are  not  in  the 
dependj^ice  of  absolute  beggary,  in  the  name  of 
common  sense  are  they  not  iquals?  And  if 
the  bias,  the  instinctive  bias  of  their  souls  run 
the  same  way,  why  may  they  not  be  raiBN na  ? 
When  I  may  have  an  opportunity  of  sending 
you  this.  Heaven  only  knows.  Shenstone  says, 
**  When  one  is  confined  idle  within  doors  by  bod 


sie 
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wwtbort  the  bett  antidote  afumt  ennui  u,  to 
read  the  tetters  of,  or  write  to  one's  friends  ;** 
m  that  case  then,  if  the  weather  continues  thus, 
I  may  scrawl  jruu  half  a  quire. 

I  very  lately,  to  wit,  since  harvest  began, 
wrote  a  poem,  not  in  imitetion,  but  in  the  man- 
ner of  Pope*s  Moral  Epistles.  It  is  only  a  short 
essay,  just  to  try  the  strength  of  my  Af  use*8  pi- 
nion in  that  way.  I  will  send  you  a  copy  of  it, 
wnen  once  I  have  heard  from  you.  I  have  like- 
wise been  Ujring  the  foundation  of  some  pretty 
large  poetic  works :  how  the  superstructure 
will  come  on  I  leave  to  that  great  maker  and 
marrer  of  projects — time.  Johnson's  coUectiou 
of  Scots  songs  is  going  on  in  the  third  volume  ; 
and  of  consequence  finds  me  a  consumpt  for  a 
great  deal  of  idle  metre. — One  of  the  most  to- 
lerable things  I  have  done  in  that  way,  is,  two 
stanxas  that  I  made  to  an  air,  a  musical  gentle- 
man *  of  my  acquaintance  composed  for  the  an- 
niversary of  his  wedding-day,  which  happens  on 
tite  seventh  of  November.     Take  it  as  follows : 


The  day  returns— my  bosom  bums. 

The  bluvful  day  we  twa  did  meet,  tec — P.  29. 

I  shall  give  over  this  letter  for  shame.  If  I 
should  be  seised  with  a  scribbling  fit,  before  tbb 
goes  away,  I  shall  make  it  another  letter  ;  and 
then  you  may  allow  your  patience  a  week's  re- 
spite between  the  two.  1  have  not  room  for 
more  than  the  old,  kind,  hearty,  fariwell  ! 

To  make  some  amends,  me§  cherei  Me$damei, 
tor  dragging  ymi  on  to  this  second  sheet ;  and  to 
relieve  a  littte  the  tiresomeness  of  my  unstudied 
and  uncorrectible  prose,  I  shall  transcribe  you 
some  of  my  late  poetic  bagatelles ;  though  I  have, 
these  eight  or  ten  mouths,  done  very  little  that 
way.  One  day,  in  an  hermitage  on  the  banks 
of  Nith,  belonging  to  a  gentleman  in  my  neigh • 
bourhood,  who  is  so  good  as  give  me  a  key  at 
pleasure,  I  wrote  as  follows ;  supposing  myself 
the  sequestered,  venerable  inhabitant  of  the 
lonely  manaion. 

iLimet  written  in  Friar' •  Cant  Hemutafft.f) 


No.  XCVI. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP,  OF  DUNLOP. 

ManehHne,  27tk  Sept.  1788. 
I  HAVE  received  twins,  dear  Madam,  mora 


than  once ;  but  eenwtf 
sure  than  when  I  noeived  yonrs  af  tbe  Iffk  in- 
stent.  To  make  mysdf  ■adentood  ;  I  had 
wrote  to  Mr.  Graham,  enclosing  my  paw  ad- 
dressed to  him,  and  the  same  post  wbieh  fr> 
voured  me  with  yoora,  broaglit  em  aa  aasww 
from  him.  It  was  dated  dM  very  day  ht  had 
received  mine ;  and  I  am  qnite  st  n  loss  to  si^ 
whether  it  was  most  polite  or  kind. 

Your  criticisms,  my  honoared  bcnahctw^ 
are  truly  the  work  of  a  friauL  Thej  are  isl 
the  blasting  depredationa  of  a  caBkcr-toochsi, 
caterpillar  critic;  nor  are  they  the  fiur  stu^ 
ment  of  cold  impartiality,  bnlancing  wilk  ■§• 
feeling  exactitude,  the  pro  and  eon  of  aa  a^ 
thor's  merits ;  they  aie  the  judicioua  observe 
tions  of  animated  firiendahip,  selecting  the  basn- 
ties  of  the  piece.  I  have  just  arrived  fnm 
Nithsdale,  and  will  be  here  a  fortnight.  I  wsi 
on  horseback  this  morning  by  three  o*ch>ck; 
for  between  my  wife  and  my  farm  is  jnst  forty- 
six  miles.  As  I  jogged  on  in  the  dark,  I  wm 
taken  with  a  poetic  fit,  aa  foUowa  : 

««Mrs.  F ofC 'shunentatioBforlht 

death  of  her  son ;  an  nncommooly 
youth  of  eighteen  or  nineteen  yean  of 

(  Here  foBow  the  veraet,  emtiUed^  "  A  Mh 
ther*»  Lament  ftir  the  Loee  of  her  San,") 

You  will  not  send  me  your  poetic  ramWs^, 
but,  you  see,  I  am  no  nigi^ard  of  auBsu  I  aa 
sure  your  impromptu's  give  me  dooble  f!k^ 
sure  ;  what  fiUls  from  jrour  pea,  can  aeitksr  he 
unentertaining  in  itself^  nor  indiflerent  to  ■•• 

The  oiia  fault  you  found,  w  juat ;  bat  I  cs»» 
not  please  myself  in  an  emendation. 

What  a  life  of  solicitude  ia  the  Kfe  of  a  p^ 
rent !  You  interested  me  much  ia  yoar  yaaag 
couple. 

I  would  not  take  my  folio  paper  for  tbii 
epistte,  and  now  I  repent  iL  I  am  an  jaM 
with  my  dirty  long  jonmey  that  I  was  afinud  li 
drawl  into  the  essence  of  duloesa  with  aay  tkiaf 
larger  than  a  quarto,  and  so  I  mast  Icmre  sal 
another  rhyme  of  this  morning's  maaafoctars. 

I  will  pay  the  sapieatipolnat  Gcavft  assrt 
cheerfully,  to  hear  from  yoa  era  I  laava  Ayr> 
shire. 


•  Captain  Riddel  of  GlenrMdd. 

t  The  poetic  temperament  to  evn*  nredltpoied  to 
ssnssrtom  of  the  *•  horrible  and  swAiL"  Burnt,  In 
fscumina  fnm  hto  vtoits  at  Glenrlddel  to  hto  farm  at 
Cllisland;  had  to  pan  through  a  little  wild  wood  in 
which  stood  the  Hermitafre.  When  the  ni^ht  was 
dark  and  dreary  It  was  hij  cuatom  ({cnerally  to  tolicit 
an  additional  parting  glasa  to  tortity  hi*  spiriu  and 
keep  up  his  eouraga.  This  waa  related  by  a  lady,  a 
near  relation  of  Captain  Riddel^  who  had  trtqutnt 
mortunitias  of  seeing  thto  salutary  practioe  eacinpU- 


No.  XCVIL 

TO  MR.  P.  HILL. 

Mamehline,  \ti  October.  1788. 
I  HAVE  been  here  in  this  ooaatrv  about  tkfta 
days,  and  all  that  time  my  chief  riadiag  kss 
lietrn  the  **  Address  to  Loch  Loasoad,"  ym 
were  so  obliging  as  to  aead  to  a>e.  Were  I  iai- 
pannelled  one  of  the  author's  jury,  to  deteraiiat 
his  criminality  reHprcring  the  sin  of  p*esy,  aiy 
verdict  should  be  **  guilty  !  A  poaC  of  Natarsi 
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I'*  It  it  in  ezeelleot  method  for  im- 
pravcBBMitt  and  what  I  beliere  every  poet  does, 
to  place  oome  fiivourite  classic  author,  ia  his 
own  waUn  of  study  and  compositioD,  before  hiro, 
aa  a  modeL  Though  yonr  author  had  not  meii- 
lioned  die  name,  I  eould  hare,  at  half  a  glance, 
goeased  hia  model  to  be  Thomson.  Will  my 
brother  poet  forgire  me,  if  I  venture  to  hint, 
that  hia  imitation  of  that  immortal  bard,  ia  in 
two  or  three  places  rather  more  servile  than 
aaeh  a  geniua  as  his  required.— e.  g. 

To  aoothe  die  madding  passions  all  to  peace, 

ADoaiaa. 

To  aoothe  the  throbbing  passions  into  peace, 

TUOMSOM. 

I  think  the  Addreu  is,  in  simplicity,  har- 
mony, and  elegance  of  versiBcation,  fully  equd 
to  ^  iSaoaoiM.  Like  Thomson,  too,  he  has 
looked  into  nature  for  himself :  you  meet  with 
■o  copied  description.  One  particular  criti- 
ciam  I  made  at  first  reading :  in  no  one  instance 
has  ha  aaid  too  much.  He  never  flags  in  hb 
progress,  but  like  a  true  poet  of  Nature's  mak- 
ing kindlca  in  hia  couric.  Hi«  beginning  is 
aimple,  and  modest,  as  if  distrustful  of  the 
atrcagth  of  hia  pinion ;  only,  I  do  not  altoge- 
ther like 

"  Truth, 

The  aool  of  every  song  that*s  nobly  great.** 

Fiction  is  the  soul  of  many  a  song  that  is  no- 
bly grsat  Perhaps  I  am  wrong  :  this  may  be 
Imt  a  prose  eriticism.  Is  not  the  phrase,  in  tine 
7,  papt  6,  **  Great  lake,'*  too  much  vulgarised 
by  cvary-day  language,  foe  so  sublime  a  poem  ? 

"  Great  maas  (^  waters,  theme  for  nobler  song,'* 

ia  pcrhapa  no  emendation.  His  enumeration  of 
a  eomparison  with  other  lakes,  is  at  once  har- 
■Moioua  and  poetic  Every  reader's  ideas  must 
the 


**  Winding  margin  of  an  hundred  miles. 


»» 


The  perspective  that  follows  mountainabluOi— 
the  imprisoned  billows  beating  in  vain— the 
wooded  isles  the  digression  on  the  yew-tree 
**  Ben  Lomond's  kifty  dond-enveloped  head,** 
Ice  are  beautiful.  A  thunder-storm  is  a  subject 
which  has  been  often  tried,  yet  our  poet,  in  his 
grand  picture,  has  interjected  a  circumstance,  so 
for  as  I  know,  entirely  original : 

«  The  gloom 
Den  seam'd  with  frequent  streaks  of  moving 
fin." 


pathlesa  top,'*  is  a  good  expression;  and  tha 
surrounding  view  from  it  is  truly  great ;  tha 

**  Silver  mist, 
Beneath  the  beaming  snn,** 

is  well  described  ;  and  here,  he  has  contrived  to 
enliven  his  poem  with  a  little  of  that  passion 
which  bids  foir,  I  think,  to  usurp  the  modem 
muses  altogether.  1  know  not  how  far  this  epi- 
sode is  a  beauty  upon  the  whole,  but  the  swain's 
wish  to  carry  '*  some  foint  idea  of  the  vision 
bright,'*  to  entertain  her  **  partial  listening  ear," 
is  a  pretty  thought.  But,  in  my  opinion,  the 
most  beaotifol  psssages  in  the  whole  poem,  are 
the  fowls  crowding,  in  wintry  frosts,  to  Loch 
Loroond*A  "  hospitable  flood  ;**  their  wheeling 
round,  their  lighting,  mixing,  diving,  lie.  and 
the  glorious  desc  ription  of  the  sportsman.  This 
last  is  equal  to  any  thing  in  the  SeoMona,  The 
idea  of  **  the  floating  tribes  distant  seem,  for 
glistering  to  the  moon,**  provoking  his  eye  as  he 
is  obliged  to  leave  them,  is  a  noble  ray  of  poetic 
genius.  **  The  howling  winds,**  the  *'  hideous 
roar'*  of  **  the  white  cascades,*'  are  all  in  the 
same  style. 

I  forget  that  while  1  am  thus  holding  forth, 
with  the  heedless  warmth  of  an  enthusiast,  I 
am  perhaps  tiring  you  with  nonsense.  I  must, 
however,  mention,  that  the  last  verse  of  the  six- 
teenth page  is  one  of  the  most  elegant  compli- 
ments 1  have  ever  seen.  I  must  likewise  notice 
that  beautiful  paragraph,  beginning,  **  The 
gleaming  lake,**  tec  I  dare  not  go  into  the 
particular  beauties  of  the  two  last  paragraphs, 
but  they  are  admirably  fine,  end  truly  Owianic 

I  mu«t  beg  your  pardon  for  this  kfngthened 
»crawl.  I  had  no  idea  of  it  when  I  began — I 
should  like  to  know  who  the  author  is ;  but, 
whoever  he  be,  please  present  him  with  my 
grateful  thanks  fur  the  entertainment  he  has  af- 
forded me.* 

A  friend  of  mine  desired  me  to  commission 
for  him  two  books,  Letttrt  on  tht  Religion  ««• 
UMtial  to  Man,  a  book  you  sent  me  before; 
and,  Thg  World  Unmaskid,  or  iAe  Phihut^er 
the  greateat  Cheat,  Send  me  them  by  the  first 
opportunity.  The  Bible  you  sent  me  is  truly 
ek^ant ;  I  only  wish  it  had  been  in  two  vdumea. 


In  hie  prefoea  to  die  atorm,  '*  die  glena  how 
4vk  between,"  ia  noble  highland  kndacape! 
TIm  **  tain  plowing  the  red  monM,"  too,  is 
bwrilbny  foaeied.      Ben  LoiimmmI*b   "kfty. 


No.  XCVIIL 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP,  AT  MOREHAM 
AIAINS. 

MADAM,  MauehUne,  ISM  Nov.  1788. 

I  HAD  the  very  great  pleasure  of  dining  at 
Duntop  yesterday.    Men  are  aaid  to  flatter  wo- 


•  The  poem  entitled  An  Addreu  to  Loek  l0umond, 
is  said  to  be  written  by  a  gentleman,  now  one  at  the 
inasten  of  the  High  School  at  Edinbureh,  and  the  sane 
who  translated  the  bmutiAtl  story  of  t£s  Farin,  ss  pub 
UshsdlntbeBMofDr. '-" 
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men  beeaute  tliey  are  weak ;  if  it  is  to,  poett 
mutt  be  weaker  itill;  for  Miawa  R.  and  K. 
and  Mi«  G.  M*K,  with  their  flattering  atten- 
tiona,  and  artful  compliments,  absolutely  turned 
my  head.     I  own  they  did  not  lard  me  over  as 

many  a  poet  does  his  patron 

but  they  sn  intfixicated  me  with 

their  sly  insinuations  and  delicate  inuendos  of 
compliment,  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  lucky 
recollection,  how  much  additional  weight  and 
lustre  jrour  good  opinion  and  friendship  must 
give  roe  in  that  circle,  I  had  certainly  looked 
upon  myself  as  a  person  of  no  small  consequence. 
I  dare  not  say  one  word  how  much  I  was  charm- 
ed with  the  major's  friendly  welcome,  elegant 
manner,  and  acute  remark,  lest  I  should  be 
thought  to  balance  my  orientalisms  of  applause 
over  against  the  finest  quey  *  in  Ajrrshire,  which 
he  made  a  present  of  to  help  and  adorn  my  farm, 
stock.  As  it  was  on  hallow-day,  I  am  deter- 
mined annually  as  that  day  returns,  to  decorate 
her  horns  with  an  ode  of  gratitude  to  the  family 
of  Dunlop. 


So  soon  as  I  know  of  your  arrival  at  Dunlop, 
I  will  take  the  first  conveniency  to  dedicate  a 
day,  or  perhaps  two,  to  you  and  friendship,  un- 
der the  guarantee  of  the  major's  hospitality. 
There  wUl  soon  be  threescore  and  ten  miles  of 
permanent  distance  between  us  ;  and  now  that 
your  friendship  and  friendly  correspondence  is 
entwisted  with  the  heart-strings  of  my  enjoy- 
ment of  life,  I  must  indulge  myself  in  a  happy 
day  of  '*  the  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  souL** 


No.  XCIX. 


TO 


Sim,  Nofotmher  8,  1788. 

NoTWiTHSTANDiifO  the  opprobrious  epithets 
with  which  some  of  our  philosophers  and  gloomy 
sectaries  have  branded  our  nature^^the  princi- 
ple of  universal  selfishness,  the  proneness  to  sll 
evil,  they  have  given  us ;  still,  the  detestation 
in  which  inhumanity  to  the  distressed,  or  inso- 
lence to  the  fallen,  are  held  by  all  mankind, 
ahows  that  they  are  not  natives  of  the  huoum 
heart.— Even  the  unhappy  partner  of  our  kind, 
who  is  undone— the  bitter  consequence  of  his 
follies  or  his  crimes— who  but  sympathises  with 
the  miseries  of  this  mined  profligate  brother  ? 
we  forget  the  injuries,  and  foel  for  the  man. 

I  went  lost  Wednesday  to  my  parith  church, 
most  cordially  to  join  in  gratefol  acknowledge- 
ments to  the  AuTHOK  or  all  Good,  for  the 
consequent  blessings  of  the  glorious  revolution. 
To  that  auspicious  event  we  owe  no  less  than 
our  liberties  civil  and  religious ;  to  it  we  are 
likewise  indebted  for  the  present  Royal  Family* 


the  ruling  fottum  of  whoae  admfwMlntien  hmt 
ever  been,  miklneas  to  the  anl^eeC,  md  toidcniai 
of  hii  rights. 

Bred  and  educated  in  revolution  prindpls^ 
the  principles  of  reason  and  eommoa  aense,  il 
could  not  be  any  rilly  political  pnjndiee  whiA 
made  my  heart  revolt  at  the  har^,  abosive  msn» 
ner,  in  which  the  reverend  gentlenuui  mentisn^ 
cd  the  House  of  Stuart,  and  which  I  am  afraid 
was  too  much  the  language  of  die  day.  We 
may  rejoice  sufficiently  in  oar  driireranee  fnm 
past  evils,  without  cruelly  raking  up  the  ashes 
of  those,  whose  misfortune  it  was,  perhaps  ai 
much  as  their  crime,  to  be  the  authors  of  thsM 
evils ;  and  we  may  bliss  God  for  all  his  good- 
ness to  us  as  a  nstion,  without,  at  th«  aaase  tia% 
cursing  a  fow  ruined,  powerless  exiles*  who  only 
harboured  ideas,  and  made  attempts*  that  ssssi 
of  us  would  have  done,  had  we  been  in  their  •- 
tuation. 

*'  The  bloody  and  tyrannical  House  of  Staert,* 
may  be  said  with  propriety  and  justiee  whce 
compared  with  the  prewnt  Royal  Family*  and 
the  sentiment!  of  our  days  ;  but  is  there  no  al- 
lowance to  be  made  for  the  maanere  of  At 
tiroes  ?  Were  the  royal  eontemporariee  of  At 
Stuarts  nore  attentive  to  their  eubieels*  fighn? 
Might  not  the  epithets  of  **  bloody  tad  Ijia—i 
cap'  be,  with  at  least  equal  juatioe,  applisd  li 
the  House  of  Tudor,  of  York*  or  any  other  flf 
their  predecessors? 

The  simple  state  of  the  case.  Sir,  seeoM  is  he 
this— At  that  period,  the  scienoe  of  govcnmesf^ 


t  IMtaw 


the  knowledge  of  the  true 
and  subject,  was,  like  other 
knowledge,  just  in  ita  infancy, 
dark  ages  of  ignorance  and  barbarity. 

The  Stuarts  only  ronteoded  for  pieiugaum 
which  they  knew  their  predeoeosors  enjoyed,  sad 
which  th^  saw  their  contemporaries  enieyif ; 
but  these  prerogatives  were  inimicsl  to  the  h^ 
piness  of  a  nation,  and  the  rights  of  sobjectfc 

In  this  contest  between  prince  and  paoplib 
the  consequence  of  that  light  of  acienre,  which 
hud  lately  dawned  over  Europe,  the  moaarch 
of  France^  for  example,  was  victor  ioos  over  the 
struggling  liberties  of  his  people :  with  as  lackilf 
the  monsrch  foiled,  and  has  unwarrantable  pre- 
tensions Ml  a  sacrifloe  to  our  r%hta  and  happi- 
ness. Whether  it  waa  owing  to  the  wsJsB 
of  leading  individuals,  or  to  the  justlu^  of  psr* 
ties,  I  cannot  pretend  to  dettrrmine ;  hat  hke> 
wise,  happily  for  us,  the  kingly  power  wss  thifr- 
tfd  into  another  branch  of  the  family,  who,  m 
they  owrd  the  throne  solely  to  the  call  of  a  fist 
people,  could  claim  nothing  incoosiamt  with 
the  covenanted  terms  which  placed  them  thsrsi 

The  Stuarts  have  been  condemned  and  \m%^ 
ed  at  for  the  folly  and  impracticahtlity  of  their 
attempts  in  1715  and  1745.  That  they  foikd, 
I  bless  God  ;  but  cannot  join  in  the  ridicule  si- 
gainst  them.  Who  does  not  kaow  that  the  •\it' 
lities  or  defocta  of  leadera  and  coa  auaders  aie 
often  hidden  uatil  pat  to  fSbm  tnuthaliiai  of  eti- 
gcacy  ;  and  that  there  ia  a  capriee  af  Cinaa% 
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ma  onnipoteaee  in  ptrticultr  tecidenta  and  eon- 
jVDcturcs  of  eiromiitoacm,  which  exalt  na  as  he- 
roo^  or  brand  nt  as  madmen,  just  as  they  are 
for  or  against  ns  ? 

Blan,  Bfr.  Pabliaher,  is  a  strange,  weak,  in- 
consisttnt  being.  Who  would  believe,  Sir,  that, 
in  this  our  Augustan  ags  of  liberality  and  re- 
finement, while  we  seem  so  justly  sensible  and 
jealous  of  our  righu  and  liberties,  and  animated 
with  such  indignation  against  the  very  memory 
of  those  who  would  have  subverted  them — that 
a  certain  people,  under  our  national  protection, 
flhookl  comjHain  not  against  our  monarch  and 
a  few  fiivourite  advisers,  but  against  our  whole 
LKOULATivi  aoDT,  for  similar  oppression,  and 
almost  in  the  very  same  terms,  as  our  fwvfathers 
did  of  the  House  of  Stuart !  I  will  not,  I  can- 
not enter  into  the  merits  of  the  cause,  but  I  dare 
say  the  American  Congress,  in  1776,  will  be  al- 
knred  to  be  as  able  and  as  enlightened  as  the 
English  convention  was  in  1688  ;  and  that  their 
posterity  will  celebrate  the  centenary  of  their  de- 
liverance from  us,  as  duly  and  sincerely  as  we 
do  ours  from  the  oppressive  meaaures  of  the 
wrong-headed  House  of  Stuart. 

To  conclude.  Sir  ;  let  every  man  who  has  a 
tear  for  the  many  miseries  incident  to  humani- 
ty, feel  for  a  fiimily  illustrious  as  any  in  Europe, 
umI  unfortunate  beyond  historic  precedent ;  and 
let  every  Briton  (and  particularly  every  Scots- 
nan),  who  ever  looked  with  reverential  pity  on 
the  dotage  of  a  parent,  cast  a  veil  over  the  fotal 
mistakes  of  the  kings  of  his  forefiithers.  * 


NO.C. 


TO  MR.  JAMES  JOHNSON,  Enokavie, 
EoiNBuaoB. 

Mauehline,  Nov.  15,  1788. 

MT  DSAB.  SIB, 

I  HAVK  sent  you  two  more  songs.— If  yoa 
have  got  any  tunes,  or  any  thing  to  correct, 
please  send  them  by  return  of  the  carrier. 

I  can  easily  see,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  will 
very  probably  have  four  volumes.  Perhaps  yoa 
may  not  find  your  account  /ticra/tWy,  in  this 
business ;  but  you  are  a  patriot  for  the  music  of 
your  country ;  and  I  am  certain,  posterity  will 
look  on  themselves  as  highly  indebted  to  your 
public  spirit.  Be  not  in  a  hurry  ;  let  us  go  on 
correctly ;  and  your  name  shall  be  immortal. 

I  am  preparing  a  flaming  preface  for  your 
third  volume.  I  see  every  day,  new  musical 
poblieations  advertised ;  but  what  are  they  ? 
Gaudy,  hunted  butterflies  of  a  day,  and  then  va- 
nish for  ever :  but  your  work  will  outlive  the 
momentary  n^lects  of  idle  foshion,  and  defy  the 
teeth  of  time. 


•  This  tetter  wss  sent  to  the  pubUshsr  of  the  &/<«. 
Awy*  Esenlv  CoKnraU 


Have  you  never  a  fair  goddess  that  leads  yoa 
a  wild-goose  chsse  of  amorous  devotion  ?  Let 
me  know  a  few  of  her  qualities,  such  as,  whe- 
ther she  be  either  black,  or  ^ir;  plump,  or 
thin ;  short,  or  tall,  &c  ;  and  choose  your  air, 
and  I  shall  task  my  Muse  to  celebrate  her. 


No.  CI. 


TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

JlfoirdUine,  Nov.  15,  1788. 

&KV.  AMD  DKAE  HIE, 

As  I  hear  nothing  of  your  motions  but  thai 
yon  ar^  or  were,  out  of  town,  I  do  not  know 
where  this  may  find  you,  or  whether  it  will  find 
you  at  all.  I  wrote  you  a  long  letter,  dated 
from  the  land  of  matrimony,  in  June ;  but 
either  it  had  not  found  you,  or,  what  I  dread 
more,  it  found  yon  or  Mrs.  Blacklock  in  too 
precarious  a  state  of  health  and  spirits,  to  take 
notice  of  an  idle  packet. 

I  have  done  many  little  things  for  Johnson, 
since  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you ;  and  1 
have  finished  one  piece,  in  the  way  of  Pope's 
Moral  JSpUtle* ;  but  from  your  silence,  I  have 
every  thing  to  fear,  so  I  have  only  sent  you  two 
melancholy  things,  which  I  tremblr  lest  they 
should  too  well  suit  the  tone  of  your  present 
feelings. 

In  a  fortnight  I  move,  bag  and  baggage,  to 
Nithsdale ;  till  then,  my  direction  is  at  this 
place  ;  after  that  period,  it  will  be  at  Ellisland, 
near  Dumfries.  It  would  extremely  oblige  me 
were  it  but  half  a  line,  to  let  me  know  how  you 
are,  and  where  you  are. — Can  I  be  indifkrent 
to  the  fete  of  a  man,  to  whom  I  owe  so  much  ? 
A  man  whom  I  not  only  esteem  but  venerate. 

My  warmest  good  wishes  and  most  respectful 
compliments  to  Mrs.  Blacklock,  and  Miss  John^ 
ston,  if  nhe  is  with  you. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  telling  you  that  I 
am  more  and  more  pleased  with  the  step  I  took 
respecting  '*  my  Jean.**— Two  things,  from  my 
happy  experience,  I  set  down  as  apoth^ms  in 
lifis.  A  wife's  head  is  immaterial,  compared 
with  her  heart — and — "  Virtue's  (for  wisdom 
what  poet  pretends  to  it) — ways  are  ways  of 
pleaaantoesR,  and  aU  her  paths  are  peace." 

Adieu ! 


•» 


(Here  follow  «  TAe  mother' t  lament  far  tht 
loss  of  her  son"  p.  SOO,  and  the  song  begin- 
ning, "  The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  (he  brow  <j^ 
the  hill,"  p.  8S4.) 
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No.  OL 
TO  HRS.  DDNLOP. 
JSUiilmd,  no,  Dttrmbtr,  I7S8. 


YauKi,  diEcd  EdJDburgh,  which  I  hat 
rud,  nuke*  mi  nry  unhippjr.  Ahnnl  " 
moil  whoHy  daT."  an  nwUBcholy  newt  n 
mu  uinn  i  but  when  told  of  ■  much  lorcd 
tad  boBourcd  friend,  thejr  cury  iniKiT  in  tht 
wund.  Goodnai  oa  your  put,  aad  gnlitude 
""■".  began  a  6e,  which  hu  gradually  ami 
■tnogl)'  «ntwincd  itmW  unnng  the  dami 
ahonb  of  m^  bourn  ;  aod  I  tnmblt  at  ft? 
OBicM  of  yoai  late  aod  proeot  ailing  habii. 
ud  ahatlcnd  health.  You  miKalciilat*  mai- 
(en  widely,  when  yoo  fiirbid  my  waiting  n„ 

So,  Int  it  ihould  hort  aiy  worldly  eoacmiL. 
y  imall  aeale  of  fanning  it  eireediogly  nnrt 
•Iinpla  and  eaiy  than  what  you  hivi:  litelv 
■am  at  Moieham  Alaine.  But  be  that  a>  j'l 
miy,  th«  heut  of  the  man,  and  the  &iin  of 
fli»»et,  u*  th.  two  grand  cooalderalioM  f^ir 
wbleh  I  hn:  if  miry  lidgn,  and  dirty  duns. 
hilh  •»  to  engnM  ihe  bat  part  of  the  fnnr 
tioBi  of  my  aool  imonital,  I  had  brtler  bun  , 
rook  or  a  magpie  at  once,  aod  then  1  thouM 
not  hare  been  plagued  with  any  ideaa  (aperiiii 
to  braking  of  elod^  and  pcking  np  grobt ; 

eratnra  with  which  I  could  aluiort  nchangr 


u^  good^  I  am  lobe  at 
of  Ayr,  and  by  all  that  ia 


«  hi^In«n^t«MW 


(.S«Stmg.p.tlt.) 


No.  COL 
TO  A  YOOMO  LADY, 


'.  1788. 
-ly  T«y  wonhy  er»hti». 
tir.  Riddel  hu  informed  ytn  that  1  kin  aiadi 
aubjectofeoiKeinnea.     Thne  b  ■■■» 
I  provokii^  in  the  idea  nf  betag  At  ^u. 


patlema  of  patvHT  aid 


Moiea,  (hoogh  wch 

Toeknen,   esuld  hai       

now  what  that  baUad  wu:  ao 
■lend  hu  done  me  •  miiehieC  wbic 


[  ban  board  or  nad  nnTwhcn  of  a  i 


Yotir  n 


Dg,  which  you  ao  well  deacrik. 
wi.n  your  oia  echoolftllow  and  friend,  waa  i™. 
ly  IntereMiog,  Out  upon  the  way>  of  Ibe  wurtd  ' 
—Th^  apoil  thae  "  aocial  ofhpringi  of  (he 
nart  Two  Trterant  of  the  "  men  of  ih,' 
world"  would  ban  met.  with  little  more  hatu 


l«d. 

Apropoa,    ia 

ot   Ihe    Scgwrh    pbra«. 

"  AuM 

There  i 

Ar: 

exceedingly    e»pre.aii-e. 
d  tune  which   haa  oftei. 

thrilled  Ihtoogh  my  KH 

1.      Yon  ln„-T.°  .. 

eolhuaiutiooUSrotchiongt    I  .hall  gi.eyoo 
tt,  rer...  on  tb.  other  .l«t.  „  1  ,up,L  Mr, 
Ker^wiUB™yo..h,p«.tage..          ''^ 

L.gh 

be  the  turfoa 

the  breat  of  lh«  He«. 

J^P 

red  poet  who 

compoaed  llii.  gloHoni 

!   Then  i.  m 

a«oftf«fir,ofn.ti» 

pnina  m  it,  than  in 
Bngliih    Bucchanaliaoa 

bair  a  do>en  of  modem 
Kow   1    .„  on   my   , 

•  H 

■•■AnnUieac. 

ofof^aKliVO..         J" 

iiankibd,    thai   when    I 

•^  ":""'»  i^^"  -  ■ 1 

II  Drtbodui  protatant  wonid  all  ■        

iolatry  which  acta  on  ny  fc,ey  Kta'^in. 
ii",  and  I  can  no  nort  daiat  ttiyaiw  a  tk* 
opula^  than  an  folia-  '  — 

iHikl  b*  th«  (OBoeqiHB 

bieh  hit  my  bney  w< 
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Naav. 


TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD. 

nil,  Decemiter,  1788. 

Ma.  M'Keksie,  in  Mauchline,  my  very  warm 
and  worthy  friend,  has  informed  me  how  much 
you  are  pleased  tu  interest  yourself  in  my  fate 
as  %  man,  and,  (what  to  nie  is  incomparably 
dearer)  my  fame  as  a  poet.  I  have,  Sir,  in  one 
or  two  instances,  been  patronized  by  those  of 
your  character  in  life,  when  1  was  iutroduced 

to  their  notice  by friends  to  them, 

and  honoured  acqualntanevs  to  nie:  but  yuu 
are  the  first  gentleman  in  the  country  who»e 
benevolence  and  goo<lne>s  of  heart  has  interest- 
ed him  for  nie,  unsolicited  and  unknown.  I 
am  not  master  enough  of  the  etiquette  of  these 
matters  to  know,  nor  did  I  ktay  to  inquire, 
whether  formal  duty  bade,  or  cold  propriety 
ditallowed,  my  thanking  you  in  this  maniier,  a» 
I  am  convinced,  fi-oia  the  light  in  which  you 
kindly  view  me,  that  you  will  do  me  the  justicf 
to  believe  this  letter  is  not  the  manvuvre  of  a 
needy,  sharping  author,  fastening  on  those  io 
upper  life,  who  honour  him  with  a  little  notice 
of  him  or  his  wo/ks.  Indeed  the  situation  oi 
poeta  is  generally  such,  to  a  proverb,  as  may, 
in  lome  measure,  palliate  tbit  prostitution  of 
heart  and  talents  they  have  at  timet  been  guilty 
oL  I  do  not  think  prodigality  is,  by  an  means, 
a  neoeesary  concomitant  of  a  poetic  turn,  but 
believe  a  careless,  indolent  inattention  to  e«'ono- 
my,  is  almost  inseparable  from  it ;  then  there 
must  be  in  the  heart  of  every  bard  of  Nature*t> 
makii^,  a  certain  modest  sensibility,  mixed 
with  A  kind  of  pride,  that  will  ever  keep  him 
ont  of  the  way  of  those  unndfalis  of  fortune, 
which  frequently  light  on  hardy  impudence 
and  fbot>licking  servility.  It  is  not  eusy  to 
imagine  a  more  helpless  state  than  his,  whose 
poetic  fancy  unfits  him  for  the  world,  and  whose 
character  as  a  schoLr,  gives  him  some  preten- 
•iona  to  the  poiitesse  of  life — )et  is  as  pour  as  I 


For  my  part,  I  thank  Heaven,  my  star  has 
been  kinder ;  learning  never  elevated  my  ideas 
abore  the  peasant's  shed,  and  I  have  an  inde- 
pendent fortune  at  the  pIough>tail. 

I  was  surprised  to  hear  thit  any  one,  who 
pretended  in  the  least  to  the  manners  of  the 
gemtlemanj  should  be  so  foolish,  ur  worse,  as  to 
•toop  to  traduce  the  morals  of  such  a  one  a.^  1 
am*  and  so  inhumanly  cruel,  too,  as  to  meddle 
with  that  late  must  unfortunate,  unhappy  part 
of  my  story.  With  a  tear  of  gratitude,  I  thank 
jroo.  Sir,  for  the  warmth  with  which  you  iuter- 
poaed  in  behalf  of  my  con<luct.  I  am,  I  ac- 
knowledge^  too  frequently  the  sport  of  whim, 
oqprice,  and  passion — but  reverence  to  God, 
and  intq^ty  to  my  fellow- creatures,  I  hope  I 
■haU  ever  preserve.  I  have  no  return.  Sir,  to 
■lake  yoii  for  your  goodness  but  one^-^a  return 
which*  I  am  pertooded,  will  not  be  unaccept- 
able—the  hoDMt^  warm  wishes  of  a  grateful 


heart  for  your  hanpini^sH,  and  (*vrry  one  of  that 
lovely  flock,  who  stand  tu  you  in  a  filial  rela- 
tion. If  ever  calumny  aim  the  poisoned  shaft 
at  them,  may  friendship  be  by  to  ward  tht 
blow ! 


MMMa 


LETTERS,  1789. 

No.  CV. 
FROM  MR.  G.  BURNS. 

DKAR  BROTHER,     MossgteU  \st  JuH,  1789. 

I  HA VI  just  finished  my  new-year *s-day 
breakfast  in  the  usual  form,  which  naturally 
makes  me  call  to  mind  the  da)'8  of  former  years, 
and  the  society  in  which  we  used  to  begin 
them  ;  and  when  I  look  at  our  family  vicissi- 
tudes, *'  through  the  dark  postern  of  time  long 
ela|)sed,**  I  cannot  help  remarking  to  you,  my 
dear  brother,  how  good  the  God  of  Seasons 
is  to  us ;  and  that  however  some  clouds  may 
seem  to  lower  over  the  portion  of  time  before 
us,  we  have  great  reason  to  hope  that  all  will 
turn  out  well. 

Your  mother  and  sisters,  with  Robert  the 
second,  juin  me  in  the  compliments  of  the  sea- 
son to  you  and  Mrs.  Rums  and  beg  you  will 
remember  us  in  the  same  manner  to  WiUiam« 
the  fit  St  time  you  see  him. 

I  am,  dear  brother,  yours, 

GILBERT  BURNS. 


No.  CVI. 


TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Eflisland^  New-  Year-Day  Maming^  1 789. 

This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of  wishes, 
and  would  to  Gou  that  I  came  under  the  apos- 
tle James's  description! — the  prayer  of  a  righ^ 
teous  man  avaiUth  much.  In  that  case,  Ala* 
dam,  you  should  welcome  in  a  year  full  of  bles- 
sings ;  every  thing  that  obstructs  or  disturbs 
tranquillity  and  self-enjoyment,  should  be  re- 
moved, and  every  pleasure  that  frail  humanity 
can  taste,  should  be  yours.  I  own  myself  so 
little  a  Presbyterian,  that  1  approve  of  set  times 
and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  devo- 
tion, for  brooking  in  on  that  habituated  routine 
of  life  and  thought,  which  is  so  apt  to  reduce 
our  existence  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or  even 
sometimes,  and  with  some  minds,  to  a  state  very 
little  superior  to  mere  machinery. 

This  day ;  the  first  Sunday  of  May  ;  a  breeiy, 
blne-skyed  noon  some  time  about  the  beginnings 
and  a  hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about 
the  end,  of  autumn ;  these,  time  out  of  min4 
have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday. 
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BURNS*  WORKS. 


I  believe  T  otre  tliis  to  that  glorious  paper  in 
the  Spectator,  **  The  Vision  of  Miisa  ;'*  a 
piece  that  struck  my  young  fancy  before  I  was 
capable  of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three  syl- 
lables :  **  On  tlie  5th  dtiy  of  the  moon,  which, 
according  to  the  cuotom  of  my  foiefathers,  I  al- 
ways keep  holtf^  after  having  wa>he<i  myself, 
and  offered  up  my  morning  devotions,  I  ascend- 
ed the  high  hill  of  Bagdat,  in  order  to  pasit  the  I 
rest  of  the  day  in  meditation  and  prayei  .*'  j 

We  know  nothing,  or  nrxt  to  nothing,  of 
the  substance  or  structure  of  our  souls,  so  can>  | 
not  account  for  those  seeming  caprices,  in  them, 
that  one  should  be  particularly  pleased  with  this 
thing,  or  struck  with  that,  which,  on  minds  of 
a  different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary  im« 
pression.  I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in 
^ring,  among  which  are  the  mountain  daisy, 
the  hare-bell,  the  fox- glove,  the  wild-brier  rose, 
the  budding  birch,  and  the  hoiry  hawthorn, 
that  T  view  and  hang  over  with  particular  de- 
light. I  never  hear  the  loud,  sulitar}'  whittle 
of  the  curlew,  in  a  summer  noon,  or  the  wild 
mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plover,  in  an 
antumnal  morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation 
of  ioul  like  the  enthusiasm  of  devotion  or  poe- 
try. Tell  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  this 
be  owing  ?  Are  we  a  piece  of  machinery,  which, 
like  the  .£oIian  harp,  passive,  takes  the  impres- 
sion of  the  passiiig  accident  ?  Or  do  these  work- 
ings argue  somethlug  within  na  above  the  trod- 
den clod  ?  I  own  myself  partial  to  such  proofs 
of  those  awful  and  important  realities — a  God 
that  made  all  things — roan's  immaterial  and  im- 
mortal nature — and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  be- 
yond death  and  the  grave. 


that  woe  fell  upon  the  bead  of  mocUI  mmt  it 
fell  upon  him.  He  baa  left  bebind  him  a  ooa- 
siderable  number  of  oumpositioiis,  €taAy  poeti- 
cal ;  sufficient,  I  imagine,  to  make  a  large  o^ 
tavo  volume.  In  particulary  two  complete  aoi 
regular  tragedies,  a  fiifce  of  three  acts,  aod  some 
smaller  poems  on  diflSfrent  tnl^ects.  It  fiills  li 
my  share,  who  have  lived  in  the  mmt  intimali 
and  uninterrupted  friundnbip  with  him  from  mj 
youth  upwards,  tn  tiansmit  to  ycm  the  verses  bt 
wrote  on  the  publication  of  your  incnrnparabli 
poems.  It  is  proliable  they  were  his  last, 
they  were  found  in  hi»  scrutoire,  folded  up' 
the  form  of  a  letter  addressed  to  you,  and  I  iai^ 
agine,  were  only  preventcl  from  being  srat  bv 
himself,  by  that  melancholy  dispenitAtion  whica 
we  still  bemoan.  The  vemea  themselves  I  wiB 
not  pretend  to  criticise  when  writing  to  a  gca- 
tleman  whom  1  c«)nsider  as  entirely  qualified  li 
judge  of  their  merit.  They  are  tbe  only  vcnm 
be  seems  to  have  attempted  id  the  .ScottiA 
style  ;  and  I  hesiute  not  to  say,  io  general,  tbil 
they  will  bring  no  dishonour  on  the  ScottiA 
muse  i — and  allow  me  to  add,  that  if  it  w  yow 
opinion  they  are  not  unworthy  of  the  aatkar, 
and  will  I>e  no  discredit  to  you,  it  is  the  iad- 
nation  of  Mr.  Mylne*s  friends  that  they  ihn^M 
lie  immediately  published  in  some  periodicri 
work,  to  give  the  world  a  specimen  of  whil 
may  be  expected  from  bis  peHbrnMnccs  \m  ^ 
poetic  line,  which,  perhaps,  will  he 
published  for  the  advantage  of  hia  Cunily. 


I  must  beg  the  fivour  of  a  letter  from  ym, 
acknowledging  the  receipt  of  this,  sad  teht 
allowed  to  subscribe  myself  «'ith  grant  Rfw^ 
Sir,  your  most  obedient  somnt, 

P.  C 


No.  CVII. 
FROM  THE  REV.  P.  CARFRAE. 

•IK,  id  January,  1789. 

Ir  you  have  lately  set'U   Mrs.    Dunlup,  of 
l>unlop,  you  have  certainly  heard  of  the  author 
of  the  verses  which  accompany  this  letter.     He 
was  a  man  highly  respectable  for  every  accom- 
plishment and  virtue  which   adorns  the  charac- 
ter of  a  man  or  a  Christian.     To  a  great  de- 
gree  of  literature,  of  taste,  and   poetic  genius, 
was  added  an   invincible    modesty  of  temper,  | 
which  prevented,  in  a  great  degree,  bis  figuring 
io  life,   and  confined  the  pi-ifect  knowledge  of 
his  character  and  talents  to  the  small  circle  of 
hia  chosen  friends.     He  was  untimely  taken 
firom  a%  a  few  weeks  ago,  by  an  inflammatory 
fiever,  in  the  prime  of  life-^beloved  by  all,  who 
enjoyed  hia  acquaintance,  and  lamented  by  all, 
who  have  any  regard  for  virtue  or  genms.  Tbera 
is  a  woe  pronounced  in  Scripture  asainat  the 
person  whom  all  men  speak  well  of ;  if  ever  | 


No.  CVUI. 


TO  DR.  MOORE. 


JEOitland,  near  Dym/riei,  4tA  Jan,  I 


SIR, 

As  often  as  I  think  of  writing  to  )-ou,  wbics 
has  been  three  or  four  times  every  week  tbcM 
six  months,  it  gives  me  something  so  l:ke  the 
idea  of  an  oidiniry-siied  statue  cdKrrii^  at  a  coo- 
venution  with  the  Rhodian  Colo*«its,  that  b; 
mind  misgives  me,  and  the  affair  alw-a^-s  miscai^ 
ries  somewhiTe  between  purpose  and  resolve.  1 
have,  at  last,  got  some  business  with  )-ou,  and 
business- letters  are  written  by  the  stylc-book.<— 
I  aay  my  business  is  with  )-Ott,  Sir,  fur  yon 
had  any  with  me,  except  the  businem  that 
volence  has  in  the  mansion  of  poverty. 

The  character  and  emptoymeot  of  a  psil 
were  formerly  my  pletsare*  bat  are  bow  Bf 
pride.     I  know  that  a  reiy  frcat  deal  §t  uj 


CORRESPONOENCB. 
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Iftte  eclat  was  owing  to  the  ningnlarity  of  my  of  ro  miicb.     I  give  mjrnelf  no  arra  on  this,  for 


ntuation,  and  the  bonett  prqudice  of  Scot^iinen  ; 
but  still,  as  I  said  in  the  preface  to  my  first  edi- 
tion, I  do  look  upon  myself  as  having  wime  pre- 
tensions from  Nature  to  the  |>oetic  character.  I 
oare  not  a  doiilit  but  the  kn:u'k,  the  aptitude,  to 
.Mim  the  Mni«s*  trade,  is  a  gift  heHtowe<l  hy 
Htm  *'  who  forms  the  wcrvt  bw  of  the  soul  ;** 
•  — ^but  as  I  firmly  believe,  that  excelknce  in  the 


it  was  mere  selfishness  on  my  part ;  I  was  con- 
scious that  the  wrung  scale  of  the  balance  was 
pretty  heavily  chained,  and  I  thought  that 
thniwing  a  little  filial  piety,  and  fraternal  afl^ 
tion,  into  the  scale  in  my  favour,  might  help  to 
iimooth  matters  at  the  grand  rtekitning.  There 
i!<  still  one  thing  would  make  my  circumstances 
quite  ea!<y  ;  I  hive  an  excirte  officer's  cumniis- 


llTtifession  is  the  fruit  of  industry,  labour,  atten-  sion,  and  I  live  in  the  roid^t  o\  a  country  divi- 
tion,  and  pains.     At  lenMt  I  am  levilved  to  try  sion      My  request  to  Mr.  Graham,  who  is  one 


my  doctrine  by  the  test  of  experience.  Another 
appearance  from  the  preHs  I  put  off  to  a  very 
distant  day,  a  day  that  may  never  arrive — but 
poeiiy  I  am  determined  to  pnisecute  with  all  my 
▼igonr.  Nature  ha«  given  very  few,  if  any,  of 
the  prolessiiin,  the  talents  of  shining  in  every 
■pecies  of  composition.  I  shall  try  (for  until 
trial  it  is  impovsible  to  know),  whether  »he  has 
qaalified  me  to  shine  in  any  one.  The  worat  of 
it  is,  by  the  time  one  has  finished  a  piece,  it  has 
been  so  often  viewed  and  reviewed  befoie  the 
mental  eye,  that  one  lo^es,  in  a  giiod  measure, 
the  powers  of  critical  discrimination.  Here  the 
best  criterion  I  know  is  a  friend — not  only  of 
abilities  to  judge,  but  with  good  nature  enough, 
like  a  prudent  teacher  with  a  young  lc:irner,  to 
praise  perhaps  a  little  more  than  is  exactly  juxt, 
lest  the  thin-skinned  animal  fall  into  that  most 
deplorable  of  all  poetic  diseases — heat  t-hreaking 
despondency  of  himself.  Dare  I,  Sir,  already 
immensely  indebted  to  your  goodness,  ask  the 
additional  obligation  of  your  being  that  friend  to 
uie  ?  I  enclose  you  an  eswiy  of  mine,  in  a  walk 


of  the  conimisi^ioners  of  errise,  was,  if  in  his 
power,  to  procure  me  that  division.  If  I  were 
very  sanguine,  I  might  hope  that  some  of  my 
gieat  patnms  might  procure  me  a  treasury  wac^- 
rant  for  supervisor,  surveyor  •general,  &c. 


Tlius  secure  of  a  livelihood,  *<  to  thee,  sweet 
poetry,  delightful  maid,**  I  would  oonseerete  mf 
future  days. 


No.  CIX. 


TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 


ElUklnnd,  Jan,  6,  1789. 

BIany  happy  returns  of  the  season  to  yon, 

my  dear  Sir  !  May  you  lie  comparatively  happy 

up  to  your  comparative  worth  among  the  soQi 

of  poesy  to  me  entirely  new  ;  I  mean  the  epii^tlejof  men  ;  which  wish  would,   I  am  sure,  make 

addressed  to  R.  G.,  Emj.,  or  Roix>rt  Graham,  of  you  one  of  the  most  blest  of  the  human  race. 


Fintry,  Esq.,  a  gentleman  of  uncommon  worth, 
to  whom  I  lie  under  very  great  obligations.  The 
story  of  the  poem,  like  most  of  my  poems,  U 
eonnecte<l  with  my  own  story,  and  to  give  you 
the  one,  I  mutit  give  you  something  of  the  other. 
I  cannot  boant  of 


I  believe  I  shall,  in  whole,  L.I 00  copy-right 
included,  clear  about  L.iOO  some  little  odds ; 
and  even  part  of  this  depends  upon  what  the 
gentleman  has  yet  to  settle  with  me.  I  give 
vou  this  information,  because  you  did  me  the 
honour  to  interest  yourself  much  in  my  welfare. 


To  give  the  rest  of  my  story  in  brief^  I  have 
married  *'  my  Jean,**  and  taken  a  farm  ;  with 
the  first  step  I  hav«  every  day  more  and  mure 
reason  to  be  satisfied  ;  with  the  lant,  it  is  rather 
the  reverse.  I  have  a  younger  brother,  who 
supports  my  aged  mother  ;  snnther  ntill  younger 
brother,  and  throe  f>isters,  in  a  farm.  On  my 
last  return  from  Edinbnrgh,  it  cost  me  about 
L.180  to  save  them  from  ruin.  Nut  that  I 
have  lost  so  much — I  only  interposed  between 
BV  brother  and  his  impendiog  £ite  by  the  kian 


I  do  not  know  if  paving  a  **  Writer  to  the 
Signet'*  be  a  trial  of  Mieutific  merit,  or  a  mere 
business  of  friends  and  interest.  However  it  bei 
let  nie  quote  you  my  two  favourite  passagea, 
which  though  I  hive  repeated  them  ten  thou- 
sand times  still  they  rouse  my  manhood  and 
steel  my  resolution  like  inspiration. 


On  Reason  build  resolve, 


That  column  of  true  majesty  in  num. 

YouHO. 

Hear,  Alfred,  hero  of  the  state, 

Thy  genius  heaven's  h^h  will  declare ; 

The  triumph  of  the  truly  great 

Is  never,  never  to  despair ! 

Is  never  to  despair  ! 

Masquk  of  Alprsd. 

I  grant  you  enter  the  lints  of  life,  to  struggle 
for  bread,  business,  notice,  and  distinction,  in 
common  with  hundreds. — But  who  are  they  ? 
Men,  like  yourself,  and  of  that  aggregate  body, 
your  compeers  seven-tenths  of  them  come  short 
of  your  advantages  natural  and  accidental ;  while 
two  of  those  that  remain  either  neglect  their 
parts,  as  floweis  blooming  in  a  desert,  or  mis- 
spend their  strength,  like  a  bull  goring  a  bram- 
ble bush. 
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BURNS*  WORKS. 


Bot  to  change  the  theme :  I  tin  still  cftteriog 
tat  JohnaoD*!  publication;  and  among  others, 
I  have  brushed  up  the  following  old  favourite 
■ong  a  little,  with  a  view  to  your  worship.  I 
have  only  altered  a  word  here  and  there  ;  but  if 
you  like  the  humour  of  it,  we  shall  think  of  a 
•taasa  or  two  to  add  to  it. 


No.  ex. 


TO  BISHOP  GEDDES. 
JEUifiand,  near  Dumfriet,  Sd  Feb,  1789. 

VIKIEABLI  FATHBR, 

As  I  am  conscious  that  wherever  I  am  you  do 
me  the  honour  to  interest  yourself  in  my  w«l- 
hre,  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  inform  you,  that  I 
am  here  at  last,  stationary  in  the  serious  busi- 
nes*  of  life,  and  have  now  not  only  the  retired 
leisure,  but  the  hearty  inclination,  to  attend  to 
those  great  and  important  questions— what  I 
am?  where  I  am?  and  for  wliat  I  am  destined  ? 

In  that  first  concern,  the  conduct  of  the  man, 
there  was  ever  but  one  side  on  which  I  was 
habitually  blameable,  and  there  I  have  secured 
myself  in  the  way  pointed  out  by  Nature  and 
Nature's  God.  I  was  sensible  that,  to  so  help- 
less a  creature  as  a  poor  poet,  a  wife  and  family 
were  incumbrances,  which  a  species  of  prudence 
would  bid  him  shun  ;  but  when  the  altemutive 
was,  being  at  eternal  warfore  with  niyMlf,  on 
account  of  habitual  follies,  to  give  them  n<i  w-orw 
name,  which  no  general  example,  no  licentious 
wit,  no  sophistical  infidelity  would,  to  me,  ever 
justify,  I  must  have  been  a  fool  to  have  hesitat- 
ed, and  a  madman  to  have  made  another  choice. 


In  the  affair  of  a  livelihood,  I  think  mywlf 
tolerably  secure :  I  have  good  hopes  of  uiy 
hna ;  but  should  they  fail,  1  have  an  excise 
commission,  which  on  my  simple  petition,  will, 
at  any  time,  procure  me  bread.  There  is  a  cer- 
tain stigma  affixed  to  the  character  of  an  exciw 
officer,  but  I  do  not  Intend  to  oorrow  honour 
from  any  profession  ;  and  though  the  salary  be 
comparatively  small,  it  is  great  to  any  thinf^ 
that  the  first  twenty-five  years  of  my  lifo  taught 
me  to  expecL 


corrections  of  years  can  enable  ma  to  pradMS 
something  worth  preserving. 

You  will  see  in  your  book*  whidi  I  beg  yon 
pardon  for  detaining  so  long,  that  I  have  ban 
tuning  my  lyre  on  the  banks  uf  Nith.  SosM 
larger  poetic  plans  that  are  floating  in  my  ina- 
ginatioii,  or  partly  pnt  in  ezecntion,  I  shall  im- 
part to  you  when  I  have  the  pleasare  of  mesc- 
ing  with  you,  which,  if  you  are  then  in  Edi^ 
burgh,  I  shall  have  about  the  beginning  si 
March. 

That  acquaintance,  worthy  Sir,  with  whick 
you  were  pleased  to  honour  me,  yon  most  scUl 
allow  me  to  challenge  ;  for  with  whatever  an- 
concern  I  give  up  my  tramient  oooncctaoa  with 
the  merely  great,  I  cannot  luse  the  pstrounnf 
notice  of  the  learned  and  the  good,  without  fkt 
bitterast  regret. 


No.  CXL 


Thns,  with  a  rational  aim  and  method  in  life, 
TOO  may  eauly  guess,  my  reverend  and  much- 
lumeured  friend,  that  my  characteri«tical  trade 
is  not  fiorgotten.  I  am,  if  possible,  moie  thin 
ever  an  enthusiast  to  the  muses.  I  am  deter- 
mined to  study  man  and  nature,  and  in  that  j 
Ticw  incessantly ;  and  to  try  if  the  ripening  and  | 


TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

EHUUmd^  Uh  MartK  17W. 
Heri  am  I,  my  honouied  friend,  returned  uh 
from  the  capitaL  To  a  man,  who  has  a  home, 
however  humble  or  remote— if  that  home  i»  like 
mine,  the  scene  of  domestic  comfort— the  biutle 
of  Eilinbui^h  will  soon  be  a  bukinem  of  sicken- 
ing disgust. 

'*  Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  jo« !" 

When  I  must  skulk  into  a  corner,  lest  tbs 
rattling  equipage  of  some  gaping  blocLkrsd 
ithould  maugle  me  in  the  mire.  I  am  trmpCfcd 
to  exclaim — *'  what  merits  has  he  had.  or  wbal 
demerit  have  I  hail,  in  rame  state  of  pre-existrncc. 
that  he  i<i  uOiered  into  thi<<  state  of  being  with 
the  MTptrt;  uf  rule,  and  the  key  uf  richrs  in  Vu 
puny  (i«>t,  and  1  am  kicked  into  thr  wurid,  iLe 
.•piiit  uf  fully,  or  the  victim  of  pride?**  1  \u\t 
rcail  somewhere  of  a  monarch  (in  Spain  I  tl.i.-.k 
it  was),  who  was  sn  out  uf  humuur  with  titr 
Ptolemean  ft)stem  of  sstruooniy,  that  he  «ih1. 
had  he  been  of  the  CnEAToa\  council,  lie  couM 
have  Mved  him  a  great  deal  uf  labour  sod  ab- 
surdity. I  will  not  defend  this  blaspiirun-as 
speech  ;  but  often,  as  I  have  glided  with  bumbtc 
stealth  through  the  pomp  of  Prinir's  Strcrt,  ii 
has  suggested  itself  to  me,  ss  an  impn»venir9t 
on  the  present  human  figure,  thit  a  man,  ui 
pro)M>rtion  to  bis  own  conceit  of  his  conieqneocr 
in  the  world,  could  have  pushed  out  the  longi- 
tude of  his  common  sise,  as  a  inail  pushes  out 
his  horns,  or  as  we  draw  out  a  per^tectirs. 
This  trifling  alteradon,  :.oi  to  meauon  the  pro- 
digious saving  it  wouM  be  in  the  tear  and  vcsr 
of  the  neck  and  limb-aincws  of  many  of  his  Ma- 
jesty's licgt  subjects  in  tha  way  af  tossing  tks 
haad  and  tiptoe  stnittinga  would  cridsatly  nn 
out  a  vast  MiTiBti^  in  '-'^M'f  aa  at  warn  is 
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adjust  the  ceremonials  in  making  a  bow,  or 
making  way  to  a  great  man,  and  that  too  within 
a  ■econd  of  the  precise  spherical  angle  of  reve- 
rence, or  an  inch  of  the  particular  point  of  re- 
spectful distance,  which  the  important  creatnre 
it*elf  requires ;  as  a  measuring-glance  at  its 
towering  altitude  would  determine  the  affair  like 
instinct. 

You  are  right,  Madam,  in  your  idea  of  poor 
Mylne's  poem,  which  he  has  addressed  to  me. 
The  piece  has  a  good  deal  of  merit,  hut  it  has 
one  great  huh — it  is,  by  far,  too  lung.  Be- 
tides, my  success  has  encouraged  such  a  shoal 
of  ill-spawned  monsters  to  crawl  into  public 
notice,  under  the  title  of  Scottish  Poets,  that 
the  very  term  of  Scottish   Poetry  borders  on 

the  burlesque.     When   I  write  to  Mr.  C , 

I  shall  advise  him  rather  to  try  one  of  his  de- 
ceased friend*s  English  pieces.  I  am  prodigi- 
r4j]y  hurried  with  my  own  matters,  el.He  1 
would  have  requesti*d  a  perusal  of  a'l  My! no's 
poetic  performances ;  and  would  have  offered 
his  friends  my  assistance  in  either  seleL>tin<;  or 
correcting  what  would  lie  proper  for  the  prcts. 
What  it  is  that  ociupies  me  so  much,  nud  por- 
ha|M  a  little  oppresses  my  pre.<«ent  spirits,  shall 
fill  up  a  paragraph  in  some  future  letter.  In 
the  meantime  allow  me  to  close  this  epistle  with 
a  few  lines  dune  by  a  friend  of  mine  .  .  . 
.  .  I  give  you  them,  that  as  you  have  seen 
the  original,  you  may  guef^t  whether  une  or  two 
alterations  1  have  ventured  to  make  in  them,  be 
any  real  improvement. 

Like  the  fair  plant  that  from  our  touch  with- 
draws. 
Shrink  mildly  fearful  even  from  applause, 
Be  all  a  mother's  fundetit  hope  can  dream. 

And  all  you  are,  my  charming  .  seem. 

Straight  as  the  fux-glove,  ere  her  Ik'H;*  di'^close, 
Mild  as  the  maiden-hlushing  hawthorn  biuvvn, 
Fair  as  the  fairest  of  each  lovely  kind, 
Your  form  shall  l>e  the  image  of  your  mind  : 
Your  manners  shall  »o  true  your  kouI  express. 
That  all   shall   long   to   know    the  worth    they 

guess ; 
Congenial  hearts  shall  greet  with  kimlred  luve, 
And  even  sick'ning  envy  mu!»t  approve.  * 


No.  CXII. 

LETTER  FROM  WILLIAM  RURNS,  THK 
POETS  BROTHER. 

[This  and  three  letter*  which  follow  hereafter,  are 
the  genuine  and  artle!>s  production!*  of  the  |M»et'»> 
younger  Brother,  William  Bijkn.«,  a  yunng 
man,  who  after  having  servetl  an  apprentice- 
ship to  the  trade  of  a  Saddler,  took  hi<»  load 


•  'I  hese  beautiful  lines,  we  have  reason  to  liclieve, 
are  the  production  of  the  Udy  to  whom  Uii«  letter  is 
s4fcsswl. 


towards  the  South,  and  having  resided  a 
short  time  at  Newcastle-upon-Tyne,  arrived 
in  London,  where  he  died  of  a  putrid  fever 
in  the  year  1790.] 

DEAR  SIR,  LoHptowtiy  Feb.  15,  1789. 

As  1  am  now  in  a  manner  only  entering  into 
the  world,  1  l)egin  this  our  corre>«pundence,  with 
a  view  of  being  a  gainer  by  your  advice,  more 
than  ever  you  can  lie  by  any  thing  I  can  write 
you  of  what  I  see,  or  what  I  hear,  in  the  course 
of  my  wanderings.  I  know  nut  iiow  it  hap- 
pened, but  you  were  more  shy  of  your  counsel 
than  I  could  have  wiithed  the  time  I  Ktaid  with 
you  :  whether  it  was  l)ecau«e  yo«i  thought  it 
would  diKgust  me  to  have  my  faults  freely  told 
me  while  I  was  de])endant  on  you  ;  or  whether 
it  was  becauM.'  you  Kaw  that  by  my  indolent  dis- 
position, your  instructions  would  h  ive  no  effect, 
I  cannot  determine ;  but  if  it  proceeded  from 
any  of  the  above  cau^H^,  the  reason  of  withholding 
your  admonition  is  now  done  away,  for  I  now 
stand  on  my  own  bottom,  and  that  indolence, 
which  I  am  very  conscious  of,  is  something 
rubbed  off,  by  being  called  to  act  in  life  whether 
I  will  or  not ;  and  my  inexperience,  which  I 
(laily  feel,  makes  me  wi»h  for  that  advice  which 
you  are  mi  able  to  give,  and  which  I  can  only 
ex|)e<'t  from  you  or  Gilljeit  siuce  the  loss  of  the 
kindest  and  ablest  of  fathers. 

The  morning  after  1  went  from  the  Isle,  I 
left  Dumfries  about  five  o'clock  and  CJime  to 
Ann  lit  to  breakfast,  and  staid  about  an  hour; 
and  I  reached  this  place  ab.ut  two  o'clock.  I 
have  got  woik  here,  and  I  intend  to  stay  a  month 
or  six  weeks,  and  then  go  fot  wanl,  as  I  wi»h  tO 
be  at  Voik  about  the  latter  end  of  summer, 
where  1  propose  to  friend  iKXt  winter,  and  go 
on  for  London  in  the  <*|)iing. 

I  have  the  piomi^e  of  s<-ven  shillings  a  week 
from  Mr.  Pn»ct«»r  while  I  stay  here,  and  six- 
pence more  if  he  succeeds  himself,  for  he  has 
»»nly  new  begun  liaile  here.  I  am  to  pay  four 
shillings  per  week  of  board  wages,  so  that  my 
neat  income  here  will  be  much  the  same  as  in 
Duinfrie». 

The  enclosed  you  will  send  to  Gilbert  with 
the  first  uppoiiunity.  Pleane  send  me  the  first 
Wednesday  after  y*'U  receive  this,  by  the  Car- 
lisle waggon,  two  of  my  ooaise  shirts,  one  of 
my  liest  linen  ones,  my  velveteen  vest,  and  a 
neckcloth  ;  write  to  me  along  with  them,  and 
direct  tu  me.  Saddler,  in  Longtown,  and  they 
will  not  miKcarry,  for  I  a:n  Iniarded  in  the 
wagguncr's  hou^e.  You  may  either  let  them 
lie  given  in  to  the  waggon,  or  send  them  to 
Gjuithard  and  (ii  I'-elHiiirn's  shop  and  they  will 
forward   tin  m       Priv  write  me  often  while  1 

« 

stay  here. —  I  wish  y*>u  would  send  me  a  letter, 
though  never  so  small,  every  week,  for  they 
will  be  no  expense  to  me.  and  but  little  trouble 
to  you.  I'lea^e  to  give  my  best  wishes  to  my  sis- 
ter-in-law, and  believe  me  to  \m  your  affectionate 

And  obligeil  Brother, 

W1LLIA.M  BURNS. 
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P.  S.  The  great  coet  you  gtre  roe  at  parting 
^  me  lingular  lervice  the  day  1  came  here,  and 
merits  my  hearty  thanks.  From  what  lias  been 
•aid  the  conclusion  is  this;  that  my  hearty 
thanks  and  my  best  wishes  are  all  that  you  and 
my  lister  most  expect  from 

W.  B. 


No.  CXI1L 
TO  THE  REV.  P.  CaRFRAE. 

ftXVBRXND  SIR,  1789. 

I  no  nut  recollect  that  I  have  ever  felt  a  w- 
rerer  pang  of  shame,  than  on  looking  at  the 
date  of  your  obliging  letter,  which  accompanied 
Mr.  Mylue'a  poem* 


I  am  much  to  blame:  the  honour  Air.  M)lne 
has  done  me,  greatly  enhanced  in  ita  value  by 
the  endearing,  though  melancholy  circunmtanre, 
of  its  being  the  last  production  of  his  muse,  de- 
served a  better  return. 

I  have,  as  yon  hint,  thought  of  sending  a 
copy  of  the  poem  to  some  periodical  publica- 
tion ;  but,  on  second  thoughts,  I  am  afraid 
that,  in  the  present  ciAe,  it  would  \te  an  im- 
proper step.  My  succesH,  perhap!i  as  much  ac- 
cidental as  meiited,  ha<i  brought  an  inundation 
of  nonsen^te  under  the  name  of  Scottish  poetry. 
SuuKCription-bills  fiir  Scottish  poems  have  mi 
dunned,  and  daily  do  dun  the  public,  that  the 
very  name  is  in  danger  of  contempt.  For  these 
reamns,  if  publishing  any  of  Mr.  M.*s  poem**  in 
a  mugjzine,  &c.  be  at  nil  prudent,  in  my  «»piiiion 
it  certainly  should  not  be  a  Scottish  poem.  The 
profits  of  the  lalMiun  of  a  man  of  genius,  are,  I 
hope,  as  lionouiable  as  any  profit»  whatever; 
and  Mr.  Mylne*s  relations  are  most  jns^tly  en- 
titled to  that  honest  harvest,  which  fate  has  de- 
aied  himnelf  to  reap.  But  let  the  friend;*  of  Mr. 
Mylne*s  fume  (among  whom  I  crive  the  honour 
of  ranking  myself),  always  keep  in  eye  bin  re- 
spectibility  as  a  man  and  as  a  p«iet,  and  take  no 
measure  that,  befiire  the  world  knowst  any  thing 
about  him,  would  ritik  his  name  and  character 
being  classed  with  the  fools  of  the  timet. 

I  have.  Sir.  some  experience  of  publiohing ; 
snd  the  way  in  which  I  would  priKveii  with 
Mr.  Mylne*s  poems,  is  thi*  :— 1  would  publish, 
in  two  or  three  English  and  Scottish  public 
papers,  any  one  of  his  En^lihh  |M>ems  which 
should,  by  privste  judges,  be  thou;;ht  the  miwt 
excellent,  snd  mention  it  at  the  same  time,  as 
one  of  the  pnMluctionn  of  a  Lothiim  farmiT,  of 
ri«pectable  character,  lately  deceaseii,  wluwe 
nnems  his  friends  had  it  in  idea  to  publish  soon, 
9/  Hubsrription,  Tor  the  ft.ike  of  hii  nuiuerous 
Liiily  : — not  in  pit)-  to  that  family,  but  in  juit- 
it.*e  to  what  bin  friends  think  the  jioetic  merits 


of  the  deceased  ;  and  to  Kom,  in  die 

fectual  manner,   to  those  tender 

whose  right  it  is,  the  pecnniaxy  reward  of  thMt 

merits. 


No.  CXIV. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

SIR,  EHisland,  SSJ  Marek,  I7B9. 

Ths  gentleman  who  will  deliver  you  this  it  s 
Mr.  Nicbon,  a  worthy  ck^rgyman  ia  my  neigh- 
bourhood, and  a  very  particular  acquaintance  al 
mine.  As  I  liave  troubled  him  with  this  packet, 
I  mnst  tuin  him  over  to  your  goodne<«,  to  R^ 
compense  him  for  it  in  a  way  iu  srhich  he  mark 
needs  your  a.<««istan(*e,  and  where  yon  can  efite* 
tually  serve  him  :•— Mr.  Nielson  in  on  his  wsy 
for  France^  to  wait  on  his  Grace  of  Queensbeiry, 
on  some  little  bu^inew  of  s  g<Hxl  deal  of  inipur- 
tance  to  him,  and  he  wishes  for  your  imtrve- 
titmn  reit|)ecting  the  most  eligible  nioile  uf  tra^ 
veiling,  &C.  for  him,  when  he  has  crossed  ths 
(.'hannel.  I  should  not  have  dared  to  take  this 
liberty  with  you,  but  that  I  am  ti4d,  by  ih(M 
who  have  the  honour  uf  your  personal  acquaia^' 
auce,  that  to  be  a  poor  honest  S(^)frhman  is  a 
letter  of  recommendation  to  you,  and  that  ts 
have  it  in  your  power  to  lerve  such  a  character, 
gives  you  much  pleasure. 


Tlie  enclosed  ode  is  a  compliment  to  the  Bt. 
inory  of  the  late  Mrs.  .  uf  .     ^    Yea 

probably  knew  her  perMmally,  an  hi^Bimr  si 
which  I  cannot  lNi;ist ;  but  I  >}irnt  my  ear  If 
years  in  her  ncighl)Ourho«Ml,  and  among  kcr 
KTvants  snd  tenants.  I  know  that  nhe  was  de- 
tected with  the  most  heartfelt  c«>nlMhty.  How- 
ever, in  the  particular  pirt  of  bei  ciMtduct  which 
roused  my  poetic  wrath,  »he  was  much  Im 
blameable.  In  January  laitt,  on  my  ruid  ts 
Ayrshire,  I  had  put  up  at  lUilie  Wi^hou/i  ia 
Sanquhar,  the  only  tolerable  inn  in  the  pUttk 
The  frost  was  keen,  and  the  grim  evening  uni 
howling  wind  were  ushering  in  a  uij^bt  uf  soov 
and  drift.  Mv  hoi^  and  I  were  both  msck 
fatigued  with  the  laboui*  of  the  day,  and  ju«<  a* 
my  friend  the  Bailie  and  I  weie  bidding  d<fiant<e 
to  the  stoini,  over  a  sniokmg  IkiwI,  m  wkcrb 
the   funeral   pageantry  of  the   late   great   Mn. 

,  And  pt»or  I  am  fuici-<l  to  buvr  all  the 

horrors  of  the  tcmpeatuous  night,  and  joJe  inv 
horse,  my  young  favourite  hi«r>o,  whnm  I  lisd 
ju»t  christened  Pe;asus,  twelve  niik-s  faithct 
on,  thrnujih  the  wildest  muiis  and  hilU  ut  .^}i 
shire,  to  New  Cumnock,  the  u«-it  inik.  TW 
|N)wers  <if  |M)e»y  ami  pro«e  nink  untler  me.  vhro 
I  won  id  desciil)e  what  I  felt.  Surii.*c  it  ta  sir. 
that  when  a  giMMl  fiie,  at  New  Cun.mick.  k«d 
so  fir  i(Covere<l  my  fruiea  biiurwsy  I  Ktt  dual 
and  wrote  the  eoclused  ode. 
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I  wai  at  Edinburgh  lately,  ■nd  settled  finally 
with  Mr.  Creech ;  aud  I  must  own,  that,  at 
Sat,  ht  haa  beea  amicable  and  fair  with  me. 


No.  CXV. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

EUisland,  2d  Apnl,  1799. 
I  WILL  make  no  excuwa,  my  dear  Bibliopo> 
Ills,  (God  forgive  me  for  murdering  language  !) 
that  I  have  ut  down  to  write  you  on  this  vile 
paper. 


It  ia  economy,  Sir  ;  it  is  that  cardinal  virtue, 
pmdence ;  so  I  beg  you  will  tit  down,  and 
either  compose  or  borrow  a  panegyric.  If  you 
are  going  to  borrow,  apply  to 


to  compose,  or  rather  to  compound,  something 
very  clever  on  my  remarkable  frugality  ;  that  I 
write  to  one  of  my  most  esteemed  friends  on 
this  wretched  paper,  which  was  originally  in- 
tended fur  the  venal  fist  of  some  drunken  ex- 
ciseman, to  take  dirty  nuten  in  a  miserable  vault 
of  an  ale-cellar. 

O  Frugality  !  thou  mother  of  ten  thousand 
blessings — thou  cook  of  fat  l»eef  and  dainty 
greens  ! — thou  mauufactnrer  of  warm  Shetland 
hose,  and  comfortable  surtonts  ! — thou  old 
housewife,  darning  thy  decayed  Htucking^  with 
thy  ancient  spectacles  on  thy  agvd  nojie  ; — lead 
me,  hand  me  in  thy  clutching  palsied  fi«t,  up 
tluMe  heights,  and  through  tho>e  thickets,  hi- 
therto inacce^ible,  and  impervious  to  my  anxi- 
ous weary  feet : — not  tho^ie  Parna&sian  cragga, 
bleak  and  barren,  whore  the  hungry  worship- 
pers of  fame  are,  brenthlesM,  clambering,  hang- 
ing between  heaven  and  hell  ;  but  those  glitter- 
ing cliffii  of  Potosi,  where  the  all  suflicieut,  all- 
powerful  deity,  Wealth,  holds  his  immediate 
court  of  joy<t  and  pleasuren  ;  where  the  sunny 
exposure  of  plenty,  and  the  hut  walls  of  profu- 
sion, produce  those  blissful  fruits  uf  luxury, 
exotics  in  this  world,  and  natives  of  paradi>e  ! — 
Thou  withered  sybil,  my  sage  cuiiductrcss,  usher 
ine  into  the  refulgent,  adure<l  presence  !  —  The 
power,  splendid  and  potent  as  he  now  is,  was 
•nee  the  puling  nursling  uf  thy  faithful  care, 
and  tender  arms  !  Call  me  thy  son,  thy  cousin, 
thy  kinsman,  or  favourite,  and  adjure  the  god, 
by  the  scenes  of  his  infant  year^,  no  longer  to 
repulse  me  as  a  stranger,  or  au  alien,  but  to  fa- 
vour me  with  his  peculiar  cuuntenance  and  pro- 
tection !  He  daily  bestows  his  greatest  kindness 
on  the  undeserving  and  the  worthless — assure 
lum,  that  I  bring  ample  documents  of  meritcri- 
demerits  '  Pledge  yourself  for  me,  that,  for 


the  glorious  cause  of  Lucrx,  I  will  do  any  thing, 
be  any  thing — Imt  the  horse -leech  of  privaW 
oppression,  or  the  vulture  uf  public  robbery  ! 


But  to  descend  from  heroics, 


I  want  a  Shakspeare  ;  I  want  likewise  an  Eng 
lish  dictionary---Johnson*s,  I  suppose,  is  best 
In  thene  and  all  my  prose  commissions,  the 
cheapest  is  always  the  best  for  me.  There  is 
a  small  debt  of  hoiiour  that  I  owe  Mr.  Robert 
Clegliorn,  in  Saughton  3Iills,  my  worthy  friend, 
and  yuur  well-wisher.  PIea.«e  give  biro,  and 
urge  him  tn  take  it,  the  first  time  you  sec  him, 
ten  shillings  worth  of  any  thing  you  have  to 
!^.*II,  and  place  it  to  my  account. 

The  library  scheme  that  1  mentioned  to  yon 
is  already  begun,  under  the  direction  of  Captain 
RiddcL  There  is  another  in  emulation  of  it  go- 
ing on  at  Closeburn,  under  the  auspices  of  Mr. 
Monteith,  of  Cluseburn,  which  will  be  on  a 
greater  scale  than  ours.  Captain  R  gave  his 
infiint  -society  a  great  many  uf  his  old  books, 
else  I  had  written  you  on  that  subject ;  but, 
one  of  these  days  I  t^hall  trouble  you  with  a 
commi<i>ino  fur  "  The  Monkland  Friendly  So- 
ciety"— a  copy  of  T/ie  Sptctatory  Jtrirmr,  and 
LtiUHoer  i  Man  uf  Fitlittg^  Mun  of  the  World, 
Guthrie's  Geographical  Grammar^  with  some 
religious  pii-ces,  will  likely  In:  our  fir.Ht  onler. 

When  I  glow  richer,  1  will  write  to  you  on 
gilt  post,  to  make  amends  for  this  sheet.  At 
pre-ent,  every  guiuci  has  a  five-guinea  errand 
with 

My  dear  Sir, 
Your  faithful,  poor,  but  honest  friend, 

R.  a 


No,  CXVL 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

EUiOand,  2d  April,  1788L 


I  NO  sooner  hit  on  any  poetic  plan  or  (xocf 
but  I  wish  to  send  it  to  yuu  ;  and   if  knowing 
and  reading  these  give  half  the  pleasure  to  you* 
that  communicating  them  to  yuu  gives  to  me, 
I  am  satisfied. 


I  have  a  poetic  whim  in  my  head,  which  I 
at  present  dedicate,  or  rather  inscribe,  to  the 
Right  Hon.  C.  J.  Fox ;  but  how  long  that 
fancy  may  hold,  I  cannot  say.  A  few  of  the 
first  lines  1  have  just  rough-sketched,  as  fol- 
lows :  — 


328  BURNS'  WORKa 

gKETCn  OF  a  J.  FOX. 

How  wltdoai  ind  folly  meet,  mis,  tnd  nnite ; 

How  virtue  and  vice  blend  their  black  and  their 
white ; 

How  gen' us,  th*  illufttrioat  lather  of  fiction, 

Confouods  rule  and  law,  reconcili^  contradic- 
tion— 

I  aing :  if  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should 
bustle, 

I  care  not  not  I.  let  the  critics  go  whittle. 


ITobCXTIL 

TO  BIR.  CUNNCCGHAM. 


But  now  for  a  patron,  whoae  name  and  whose 

At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits  ; 
Yet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  mere 

lucky  hits ; 
With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so 


strong, 


with  the  half  of 


'em  e'er 


went  far 


No  man 

wrong ; 
With  pasxions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright. 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e*er  went  quite  right ; 
A  sorry,  poor  mit»b^ot  son  of  the  muses, 
Fur  using  thy  name  ofkn  fifty  excuses. 

Good  L — d,  what  is  man  !  for  as  simple  he 
looks. 
Do  but  try  to  develupc  his  hooks  and  his  crooks ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and 

his  evil, 
All  in  all  he's  a  problem  must  puzzle  the  devil. 

On  his  one  ruling  pashinn  Sir  Pope  hugely 

labours 
That  like  the  old  Hebrew  walking-switch,  eats 

up  its  neighbours  : 
Blankind  are  his  bliow-boz — a  friend,  would  you 

know  him  ? 
Pull  the  string,  ruling  passion,  the  picture  will 

show  him. 
What  pity,  in  rearing  to  beauteous  a  system. 
One  trifling  particular,  truth,  should  have  miist'd 

him  ; 
For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 
Blankind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 

Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe. 
And  tliink  humau  nature  they  truly  descrilie ; 
Have  you  found  this,  or  t'other  ?  there's  more 

in  tlie  wind. 
As  by  one  dninki'n  fellow  his  comrades  you'll 

find. 
Rut  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  pldn, 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature  call'd 

Blan. 
No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim. 
Nor  even  two  diflervnt  shades  of  the  same. 
Though  like  as  was  e%'cr  twin  brother  to  brother, 
Possesabg  the  one  sliall  imply  you've  tlie  other. 


On  the  20th  current  I  hope  to  have  tlit  ho- 
Doar  of  assuring  you,  in  person,  how  sincerely 
I  ua. 


MT  nKA&  SIR,      EUisland,  Uk  May,  17B9. 

Your  duty  free  (avuar  of  the  26th  April  I 
received  two  days  ago  :  I  will  not  say  I  pem- 
sed  it  with  pleasure  ;  that  b  the  cold  ronpli- 
ment  of  ceremony  ;  I  peniwil  it.  Sir,  with  deli- 
cious satisfaction. — In  short,  It  is  such  a  letter, 
that  not  you,  nor  your  friend,  but  the  le^sla» 
ture,  by  ezpraw  proviso  in  their  postage  laws, 
should  frank.  A  letter  informed  with  the  bmI 
of  friend«hip,  ia  such  an  honour  to  human  na- 
ture, that  they  should  order  it  free  ingrr*  and 
egre»s  to  and  from  tlieir  bi^%  and  mails,  as  an 
encouragement  and  mark  of  distinction  to  sa^ 
per-emtnent  virtue. 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  to  a  little 
which  I  think  will  be  something  to  your 
One  morning  lately  as  I  was  out  pretty  oariy 
in  the  fields  sowing  some  grass  aeeils,  I  heari 
the  burst  of  a  shot  from  a  neigSbouring  plan- 
tation, and  presently  a  poor  little  wounded  ban 
came  crippling  by  me.  You  will  guess  my  in- 
dignation at  the  inhuman  fellow  who  could 
shoot  a  hare  at  this  season,  when  they  all  of 
them  have  young  ones.  Indeed  there  is  soa^ 
thing  in  that  businew  of  dettroyii^.  lur  ow 
sport,  individuals  in  the  animal  rreatioo  thai 
do  not  injure  us  materially,  which  I  cooki  new 
reconcile  to  my  ideas  of  virtue. 

(5ce  Pottry.) 

Let  me  know  how  yon  like  my  poem.  I  Mi 
doubtful  whether  it  would  not  be  an  impiovt- 
ment  to  keep  out  the  last  stanxa  but  one  all»> 
gether. 

C is  a  glorious  production  of  the  autbar 

of  nnan.  You,  he,  and  the  noble  Colood  of  thi 
C F are,  to  me, 


"  Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  which  warn  Bf 
bieast." 


I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  versei  on  yo«  afl» 
to  the  tune  of  **  Mrce  yood  felhwa  apmt  ikt 


•t 


No.  CXVIIL 

Tui  poem,  in  the  preoe^ling  letter,  had  ahi 
been  H-nt  by  our  liard  to  Dr.  Ciregory  farhii 
criticism.     The  following  \m  that  genilwsia't 

leply. 

FROM  DR.  GREGORY. 

LIAR  SIR,  Eiiihburjfk,  2<f  Jmm^  17B0. 

I  TA  B  K  the  first  leisure  Uuur  1  ci  old  cummsn^ 
to  tlumk  yuu  for  )our  letter,  and  the  evpy  si 
verses  enclosed  in  it.     As  there  is  red  jMrtii 
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nerit,  I  mean  both  fancy)  and  tenderneaa,  and 
•ome  happy  expressions,  in  them,  I  think  they 
well  deserve  that  you  should  revise  them  care- 
fully and  polish  them  to  the  utmost.  This  I  am 
■ure  you  can  do  if  you  please,  for  you  have  great 
eommand  both  of  expression  and  of  rhymes :  and 
you  may  judge  from  the  two  last  pieces  of  Mrs. 
Hunter*s  poetry,  that  I  gave  you,  how  much 
correctness  and  high  polish  enhance  the  value  of 
rach  compositions.  As  you  desire  it,  I  shall, 
with  great  freedom,  give  you  my  most  rigorous 
criticisms  on  your  verses.  I  wish  you  would 
give  me  another  edition  of  them,  much  amend- 
ed, and  I  will  send  it  to  Mrs.  Hunter,  who,  I 
am  sure,  will  have  much  pleasure  in  reading  it. 
Pray,  give  me  likewise  for  myself,  and  her  too, 
a  copy  (as  much  amended  as  you  please)  of  the 
Water  Fowl  on  Loch  Turit. 

The  Wouiuled  Hare  is  a  pretty  good  subject ; 
but  the  measure,  or  stanza,  you  have  chosen  for 
it,  is  not  a  good  one  ;  it  does  not  Jlow  well ; 
and  the  rhyme  of  the  fourth  line  is  almost  lost 
by  its  d Stance  fi-om  the  first ;  and  the  two  in- 
terposed, close  rhymes.  If  I  were  you,  I  would 
put  it  into  a  different  stanza  yet. 

Stanza  I.— The  execrations  in  the  fir«t  two 
lines  are  strong  or  coarse  ;  but  they  may  puss. 
**  Murder-aiming"  is  a  bad  compound  epithet, 
and  not  very  intelligible.  **  Bloo<l -stained,'*  in 
stanza  iii.  line  4>,  has  the  same  fault :  Bleeding 
bosom  is  infinitely  better.  You  have  accustom- 
ed yourself  to  such  epithets,  and  have  no  notion 
how  stiff  and  quaint  they  appear  to  others,  and 
how  incongnious  with  poetic  fancy,  and  tender 
sentiments.  Suppose  Pope  had  written,  **  Why 
that  blood-stained  l)osom  gored,**  huw  would  you 
have  liked  it  ?  Fttrm  is  neither  a  poetic,  nor  a 
dignified,  nor  a  plain,  common  word  :  it  is  a 
mere  sportsman's  word ;  unsuitable  to  pathetic 
or  serious  poetry. 

"  Mangled"  is  a  coarse  word.  "  Innocent,'* 
in  this  sense,  is  a  nursery  word  ;   but  both  may 


No.  CXIX. 
TO  MR.  JAMES  HAAHLTON, 

GROCER)  GLASGOW. 

DEAR  SIR,  Ellisland,  May,  26,  1789. 

I  SEND  you  by  John  Glover,  carrier,  the 
above  account  for  Mr.  Turnbull,  as  I  suppose 
you  know  his  address. 

I  would  fain  offer,  my  dear  Sir,  a  word  ot 
sympathy  with  your  misfortunes  ;  but  it  is  a 
tender  string,  and  I  know  not  how  to  touch  it. 
It  is  easy  to  flourish  a  set  of  high-flown  sentiments 
on  the  subject  that  would  give  great  satisfaction 
to — a  breast  quite  at  ease ;  but  as  one  observes, 
who  was  very  seldom  mistaken  in  the  theory  of 
life,  "  The  heart  knoweth  its  own  sorrows,  and 
a  stranger  intermeddleth  not  therewith.** 

Among  some  distressful  emergencies  that  I 
have  experienced  in  life,  I  have  ever  laid  this 
down  as  my  foundation  of  comfort —  That  h€ 
he  who  has  lived  the  life  of  an  honest  manf  has 
by  no  means  lived  in  vain  I 

With  every  wish  fur  your  welfare  and  future 
success, 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Sincerely  yoon. 


Stanza  4-. — *'  Who  will  now  provide  that  life 
a  motheir  only  can  bestow,"  will  not  do  ut  all  : 
it  is  not  grammar — it  is  not  intelligible.  Do 
you  mean  **  provide  for  that  life  which  the  mo- 
ther had  bestowed  and  uned  to  provide  for  ?" 

There  was  a  ridiculous  slip  of  the  pen, 
"  Feeling"  (I  suppose)  for  **  Fellow,"  in  the 
title  of  your  copy  of  verses  ;  but  even  fellow 
would  be  wrong  :  it  is  but  a  colloquial  and  vul- 
gar word,  unsuitable  to  your  sentiments.  **  Shot** 
is  improper  toa— On  seeing  a  person  (or  a 
sportsman)  wound  a  hare;  it  is  needless  to  add 
with  what  wea|>on  ;  but  if  you  think  otherwise, 
yon  should  say,  with  a  fowling-piece. 

Let  me  see  you  when  you  come  to  town,  and 
I  will  show  you  some  more  of  Mrs.  Hunter's 
poems.* 

•  It  must  be  admitted,  that  this  criticism  is  not 
mofe  disunKuished  by  its  good  sense,  than  by  its  frce- 
4um  from  ceremony.  It  is  impossible  not  to  tmile  at 
the  manner  in  which  the  poet  may  be  supposed  to  have 
*~— *  it     la  fiMt  It  appears,  as  the  sailors  say,  to 


No.  CXX. 
TO  WM.  CREECH,  Esq. 

SIR,  Ellislandt  May  SO,  1789. 

1  HAD  intended  to  have  troubled  you  with  • 
long  letter,  but  at  present  the  delightful  sensa- 
tions of  an  omnipotent  toothach  so  engross  all 
my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power 
even  to  write  n<msc'nHe. — Httwever,  as  in  duty 
b«)und,  I  a|)proac-h  my  Ixiokseller  with  an  offer- 
ing in  my  hand — i  few  poetic  clinches  and  a 
song  : — To  exjifct  any  other  kind  of  offering 
from  the  rhyming  tkibe,  would  be  to  know 
them  much  less  than  you  do.  1  do  not  pretend 
that  there  is  much  merit  in  these  morceauxt  but 
I  have  two  reasons  for  sending  them  ;  jtrimo, 
they  are  mostly  ill-natured,  so  are  in  unison  with 
my  present  feelinpi,  while  fifty  troops  of  infer- 
nal spirits  are  driving  post  from  ear  to  ear  along 
my  jaw-bones  ;  and  secondly ^  they  are  so  short, 
that  you  cannot  leave  off  in  the  middle,  and  h^ 
hurt  my  pride  in  the  idea  that  you  found  any 
work  of  mine  too  heavy  to  get  through. 

I  have  a  request  to  beg  of  you,  and  I  not  on- 
ly beg  of  you,  but  conjure  you — by  all  your 
wishes  and   by  all  your  hopes,  that  the  muse 


have  thrown  him  quite  a-back.  In  a  letter  which  he 
wrote lOon  after,  he  says.  "  Or.  O  ■-.  is  a  good  man, 
but  he  crucifies  me."— And  aaaJn.  ••  I  believe  in  the 
iron  Justice  of  Dr.  G-  ;  but  like  the  devils,  I  be* 

lieve  and  tremble."     However,  he  profited  by  these 
criticisms,  as  tlie  reader  will  find,  by  comparing  this 
fint  edition  of  the  poem,  with  that  pubtiihed  after 
wards. 


sso 
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will  tpare  the  satiric  wink  in  the  moment  of 
your  foibles ;  that  she  will  warble  the  ronp^  of 
rapture  round  your  hymeneal  couch  ;  and  that 
•he  will  shed  on  your  turf  the  honest  toar  of 
elegiac  gratitude  !  grant  my  request  as  Hp«*edily 
M  possible.— Send  me  by  the  very  firtt  fly  or 
coach  ibr  this  place,  three  copies  of  the  ]a«t  edi* 
lion  of  my  poems  ;  which  place  to  my  account. 
Now,  may  the  good  things  of  proai\  and  the 
good  things  of  verse,  come  among  thy  hands 
until  thev  he  6Iled  with  the  goodtkinyt  of  this 
Afe/  prayeth 

robt.  burns. 


"  Lo,  children  are  Ood*s  heritage^**  Ike.  b 
which  last  Mrs.  Bums,  who»  by  the  bfa,  has  a 
glorious  **  woofl-oote  wild"  at  either  old  SQag 
or  psalmody,  joins  me  with  the  patkoe  of  Han- 
del's Messiah. 


No.  CXXL 
TO  MR.  M^AULEY, 

or  DUMBARTON. 

DBAK  SIR,  if  A  Junct  17S9. 

Though  I  am  not  without  my  fears  respect- 
ing my  fute  at  that  grand,  univera.il  ioquext  of 
right  and  wrong,  commonly  called  The  Last 
^oy,  yet  I  trust  there  In  one  nlu,  which  that 
arch-vat;abond,  Satan,  who,  I  understand,  is  to 
be  king's  evidence,  cannot  throw  in  my  teeth 
—I  mean  ingratitude.  There  is  a  certain  pret- 
ty large  quantum  of  kindoen  for  which  I  re- 
main, and  from  inability,  I  fear,  must  remain 
your  debtor ;  but  though  unable  to  repay  the 
debt,  I  awure  yon,  Sir,  I  shall  ever  warmly  re- 
member the  obligation.  It  gives  me  the  sin- 
cerest  pleasure  to  hear  by  my  old  acquaintance, 
Mr.  Kennedy,  that  you  are,  in  immortil  Allan's 
language,  **  Hale  and  weel,  and  living  ;**  and 
that  your  charming  family  are  well,  and  promis- 
ing to  be  an  amiable  and  respectable  addition  to 
the  company  of  performers,  whom  the  Great 
Manager  of  the  Drama  of  Man  is  bringing  into 
action  for  the  succeeding  age 

With  respect  to  my  welfire,  a  subject  in 
which  you  once  warmly  and  eflfectively  interest- 
ed yourself,  I  am  here  in  my  old  way,  holding 
my  plough,  marking  the  growth  of  my  corn,  or 
the  health  of  my  dairy  ;  and  at  times  saunter- 
ing by  the  delightful  windings  of  the  Nith,  on 
the  mai^fin  of  which  1  have  built  my  humble 
domicile,  praying  for  seasonable  weather,  or 
holding  an  intrigue  with  the  Mumts  ;  the  only 
gypwys  with  whom  I  hive  now  any  intercourse. 
As  I  am  entered  into  the  holy  ^tate  of  matrimo- 
ny, I  trust  my  face  i»  turned  coniplcttly  Zion- 
ward ;  and  u  it  is  a  rule  with  all  honent  M- 
•ows,  to  re])eat  no  grivvanucs,  I  hope  that  the 
•ittle  poftic  licences  of  former  dnys,  will  of 
course  iall  under  the  oblivious  iuflueuce  of  some 
good-natured  statute  of  celestial  proscription. 
In  my  family  dtvution,  which,  like  a  good  pree- 
byterian,  1  occasionally  give  to  my  household 
Iblks,  1  am  extremely  ft>hd  of  the  psalm,  **  Let 
feot  U.C  errors  of  my  youth,**  &c  and  that  other, 


No.  cxsn. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIB. 

Ettialmui,  Jmne  8,  1789. 

XT  DEAR  PftlKKO, 

I  AH  perfectly  ashamed  of  myself  when  I 
k>ok  at  the  date  of  your  Ui^t.  It  is  not  that  I 
forget  the  friend  of  my  heart  and  the  companion 
of  my  peregrinations ;  but  I  have  been  ooo- 
demned  to  drudgery  beyond  su£feraoce,  though 
not,  thank  Goo,  beyond  redemption.  I  havt 
had  a  collection  of  poems  by  a  lady  put  into  my 
hands  to  prepare  them  for  the  press ;  which 
horrid  task,  with  sowing  my  com  with  my  own 
hand,  a  parcel  of  masons,  wrights,  pUiUeiti^ 
&c  to  attend  to,  roaming  on  busioeas  throng b 
Ayrshire — all  this  was  against  noe,  and  the  veiy 
first  dreadful  article  was  at  itself  too  mn^  Wr 
me. 

ISth.  I  have  not  had  a  moment  to  apart  btm 
incessant  toil  since  the  8th.  Life,  my  dear  Sir, 
is  a  serious  matter.  You  know  by  ezperienei 
that  a  man*s  individual  self  is  a  good  dieal,  bet 
believe  me,  a  wife  and  family  of  children,  whcn> 
ever  you  have  the  honour  to  be  a  huaband  ani 
a  father,  will  shew  you  that  your  pie»«:nt  nun 
anxious  hours  of  solicitude  are  spent  on  tr\Am. 
The  welfare  of  tho«  who  are  very  dear  to  9% 
whose  ouly  support,  hope  and  stay  we  are— ihi% 
to  a  generous  mind,  is  another  sort  of  more  in- 
portant  object  of  care  thm  any  concerns  wha^ 
ever  which  centre  merely  in  the  individual.  Oa 
the  other  hand,  let  no  young,  unmarrtvd,  raka- 
belly  dog  among  you,  make  a  song  of  his  pra- 
tended  liberty  and  freedom  from  care,  ll  ths 
relations  we  stand  in  to  king,  country,  kindred, 
and  friends,  be  any  thing  but  the  visionary  da- 
cies  of  dreaming  metaphysicians  ;  if  religion, 
virtue,  maguauimity,  generosity,  humanity  and 
ju>ti4*e  be  aught  but  empty  sounds;  then  the 
man  who  may  l»e  said  to  live  only  fur  othen^ 
fur  the  beloved,  honourable  female  whose  teukr 
faithful  embrace  endears  life,  nnd  for  the  belp- 
K-ss  little  innocents  who  are  to  be  the  meb  and 
wdinen,  the  worsltippers  uf  his  (jod,  the  sub- 
jeft<t  of  his  king,  and  the  support,  nay  the  very 
vital  existence  of  his  CouMTnY,  in  tlie  cnmiag 
nge;— compare  such  a  man  with  any  frUov 
whatever,  who,  whether  he  bustle  and  push  in 
l)U^i»es«t  among  labourer*,  clerks,  ataiesmen  ;  or 
M  hether  he  roar  and  rant,  and  drink  and  aif 
in  taverna^-a  fellow  over  whoee  grave  no  one 
will  breathe  a  single  heig h-ho»  cxecpl  horn  the 
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eobwel>-tie  of  what  u  called  good  fellcwihip— 
who  has  no  riew  nor  aim  but  what  teiminatet 
in  himself — ^if  there  be  any  grovelling  earthborn 
wretch  of  our  species,  a  renegado  to  common 
sense,  who  wuuld  fain  believe  that  the  noble 
creature,  man,  is  no  better  than  a  sort  of  fun- 
gus, geaerated  out  of  nothing,  nobody  knows 
how,  and  soon  diiwipating  in  nothing,  nobody 
knows  where ;  such  a  stupid  beast,  such  a 
crawling  reptile  might  balance  the  forgoing 
unexaji^gerated  comparison,  but  no  one  eltie 
would  have  the  patience. 

Forgive  me,  my  dear  Sir,  for  this  long  silence. 
To  make  you  aineiuU,  I  shall  send  yuu  soon, 
and  more  encouraging  still,  without  any  postage, 
one  or  two  rhymes  of  my  later  Bunufacture. 


No.  CXXIIL 

FROM  DR.  MOORE. 

DXA&  SIR,       Cliffttrd  Street,  \Oth  June.lTS'J. 
I  THANK  vuu  for  the  different  comrounica- 

m 

tions  you  have  made  me  of  your  occasional  pro- 
ductions in  manuscript,  all  uf  which  have  merit, 
and  some  of  them  merit  of  a  different  kiud  from 
what  appears  in  the  poems  you  have  published. 
You  ought  carefully  to  presterve  all  your  occa- 
aional  productions,  to  correct  and  improve  them 
at  your  leisure :  and  when  yuu  con  select  as 
many  of  these  as  will  make  a  volume,  publish 
it  either  at  Edinburgh  or  London,  by  subscrip- 
tion :  On  such  au  occasion,  it  may  be  in  my 
power,  as  it  is  very  much  in  my  inclination,  to 
be  of  service  to  you. 

If  I  were  to  offer  an  opinion,  it  would  be,  tliat 
in  your  future  productions  yuu  should  abandon 
the  Scottikh  stanza  and  dialect,  and  adopt  the 
measure  and  language  of  mudern  English  poetry. 

The  stanxs   which  you  use  in  iuiitatiou  of 

Chriit  Kirk  on  the  Green,  with  the  tiresome 

repitition  of  "  that  day,"  is  fatiguing  to  Engli5>h 

ears,   and   1  should  think  not  very  agreeable  to 

Scottish. 

All  the  fine  satire  and  humour  of  your  H'ly 
Fair  is  lost  on  the  English  ;  yet,  without  mure 
trouble  to  yourself,  yuu  could  have  conveyed  the 
whole  to  them.     The  Mime  is  true  of  some  of 

your  other  poems.    In  your  £pi*tle  to  J.  S , 

the  stanzas  from  that  l)^nning  with  this  line, 
**  This  life,  so  far*s  I  understand,"  to  that  which 
eoda  with;  **  Short  while  it  grieves,*'  are  easy, 
flowing,  gaily  philosophical,  aud  of  Horatian  ele- 
gance— the  language  is  English*  with  a^eic  Scot- 
tish words,  and  some  of  those  so  harmonious, 
M  to  add  to  the  beauty  :  for  what  poet  would 
not  prefer  gloaming  to  twiliyht, 

I  imagine,  that  by  carefully  keeping,  and  oc- 
casionally polikhing  and  correcting  those  verses, 
which  the  mune  dictates,  you  will,  within  a  year 
or  two,  have  another  volume  as  large  as  the  first, 
ready  for  the  press ;  and  this,  without  diverting 


}ou  from  every  proper  attention  to  the  stndy 
bnd  prt'.'tice  of  husbandry,  in  which  I  under- 
stand you  are  very  learned,  and  which  I  fancy 
you  will  choose  to  adhere  to  as  a  wife,  whiki 
poetry  amuses  you  from  time  to  time  as  a  mis- 
tress. The  former,  like  a  prudent  wife,  must 
not  show  ill  humour,  although  you  retain  a 
sneaking  kindness  to  this  agreeable  gipsy,  and 
pay  her  occasional  visits,  which  in  no  manner 
alienates  your  heart  from  your  lawful  spouse,  but 
tends  on  the  contrary  to  promute  her  interest. 

I  desired  Mr.  Cadell  to  write  to  Mr.  Creech 
to  send  you  a  copy  of  Zrluco,  This  perform- 
ance has  had  great  success  here,  but  I  shall  be 
glad  to  have  your  opinion  of  it,  because  I  know 
you  are  above  saying  what  you  do  not  think. 

I  beg  ynu  will  uffer  my  best  wishes  to  my 
very  good  friend  Mrs.  Hamilton,  who  I  under- 
stand is  your  neighbour.  If  she  is  as  happy  as 
I  wish  her,  she  is  happy  enough.  Make  my 
compliments  also  to  Mrs.  Burns,  and  believe  me 
to  be,  with  sincere  esteem, 

Dear  Sir,  yours,  &c 


No.  CXXIV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

HUisland,  2\st  June,  1789. 

DKAft  MADAM, 

Will  you  take  the  effusions,  the  miserable 
effusions  uf  low  sp:rit<«,  just  as  they  flow  fram 
their  bitter  spring.  I  know  not  of  any  particu- 
lar cause  f<)r  thin  wor^t  uf  all  my  fues  besetting 
me,  but  for  some  time  my  ttoul  has  been  be- 
clouded with  a  thickening  atmosphere  of  evil 
imaginations  and  gloomy  presages. 


Monday  Evening, 
I  have  just  heard  ....  give  a  sermon. 
He  is  a  mem  famous  for  his  benevoleuce,  and  I 
revere  him  ;  b«t  from  such  ideas  of  ray  Creator, 
good  Lord  deliver  me  !  Religion,  my  honoured 
friend,  is  surely  a  simple  business,  as  it  equally 
concerns  the  ignorant  and  the  learned,  the  poor 
and  the  rich.  That  therf;  is  an  incomprehensi- 
bly great  Being,  to  whom  I  owe  my  existence, 
and  that  he  must  be  intimately  acquainted  with 
the  operations  and  progress  of  the  inteinal  ma- 
chinery, and  consequent  outward  deportment  of 
this  creature  which  he  has  made ;  these  are,  I 
think,  self  •evident  propositions.  That  there  is 
a  real  and  eternal  di!»tinction  between  vh'tue  and 
vice,  and  consequently  that  I  am  an  accountable 
creature  ;  that  from  the  seeming  nature  of  the 
human  mind,  as  well  as  from  the  evident  im- 
perfection, nay,  positive  injustice,  in  the  admi- 
nistration of  affairs,  both  in  the  natural  and 
moral  worlds,  there  must  be  a  retributive  scene 
of  e  cistenoe  beyond  the  grave ;  must,  I  thinly 


3S9 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


be  allowed  by  every  one  wbo  will  give  hinuelf  a 
moment*!  reflection.  I  will  go  ttrther,  and  af- 
firm, that  from  the  sublimity,  excel  leooe,  aiid 
parity  of  hit  doctrine  and  precepts,  anparalleled 
by  all  the  aggregated  wuiidom  and  learning  of 
many  preceding  ages,  though,  to  appearanctt  he 
himself  was  the  obscurest  and  most  illiterate  of 
our  species ;  therefore,  Jesus  Christ  was  from 
God. 


Whatever  mitigates  the  woes,  or  increases 
the  happioen  of  others,  this  is  my  criterion  of 
goodness ;  and  whatever  injures  society  at  large, 
or  any  individual  in  it,  thu  is  my  measure  of 
iniquity. 

What  think  yon.  Madam,  of  my  creed  ?  I 
tra»t  that  I  have  said  nothing  that  will  lesKn 
me  in  the  eye  of  one,  whose  good  opinion  I  va- 
Ine  almost  next  to  the  approbation  of  my  own 
mind. 


No.  CXXV. 


FROM  MISS  J.  L- 


UR,  Z,ouiloH-fIou$et  \2ih  July,  1789. 

Thodoh  I  have  not  the  happiness  of  being 
personally  acquainted  with  you,  yet  amongut  the 
number  of  those  who  have  read  and  admired 
your  publications,  may  I  be  permitted  to  trouble 
you  with  this.  You  mu^t  know.  Sir,  I  am 
somewhat  in  love  with  the  Muhes,  though  I 
cannot  boa^t  of  any  fiivours  they  have  deigned 
to  confer  upon  mo  as  yet ;  my  situation  in  lifu 
has  been  very  much  apain»t  me  as  to  that.  1 
have  spent  rame  years  in  and  about  Rcilefechan 
(where  my  parents  reside),  in  the  station  of  a 
servant,   and  am  now  ctmie  to  Loudun-Huuse, 

at  pment  pmnesM'd  by  Mrs.    H :  hhe  in 

daughter  to  Airs.  Dunlop,  of  Dunlop,  whom  I 
understand  you  are  particularly  acquainted  with. 
As  I  had  the  pleasure  of  perukii^^  your  poems, 
I  felt  a  partiality  for  the  author,  which  I  should 
not  have  experienced  had  you  b«en  in  more  dig- 
ni6ed  station.  I  wrote  a  few  verses  of  addrem 
to  you,  which  I  did  not  then  think  of  ever  pre- 
senting :  but  as  fortune  seems  to  have  favoured 
me  in  this,  by  bringing  me  into  a  family  by 
whom  you  are  well  known  and  much  esteemed, 
and  where  perhaps  I  may  have  an  opportunity 
of  seeing  you  ;  I  shall,  in  hopes  of  your  future 
friendshij),  take  the  liberty  to  transcribe  thtm. 


Pair  &*  the  honest  rustic  swain. 
The  pride  o*  a*  our  Srottisii  pUin  : 
TIkhi  gi*es  us  joy  to  hear  thy  straia, 

And  note  sae  sweet : 
Old  Raouay's  shade  revi^'ed  again 

la  ihee  we  griuC. 


Loved  Thalia  that  ddlghtfii* 
Seem'd  fang  shut  ap  as  a  rechwa  ; 
To  all  she  did  her  a^  refuse. 

Since  Allan's  day : 
'Till  Boms  arose,  then  did  she  ch«i 

To  grace  hia  lay. 

To  hear  thy  sang  all  ranks  deaire, 
Sae  weel  you  strike  the  dormant  lyn ; 
Apollo  with  poetic  fire 

Thy  breast  does  wara ; 
And  critics  silently  admire 

Thy  art  to  chamu 

CKsar  and  Luath  wed  can  speak« 
'Tis  pity  e'er  their  gabs  should  stack. 
But  iiito  human  nature  kedc. 

And  knots  unravel : 
To  hear  their  lectures  once  a-week. 

Nine  milea  Vd  travd. 

Thy  dedication  to  G.  H. 

An  unco  bonnie  hamespun  speech, 

Wi'  winsome  glee  the  heart  can  teach 

A  better  lesson, 
Than  servile  bards,  who  fiiwn  and 

Like  beggar*s 


When  slighted  love  becomes  your  themab 
And  women's  faithless  vows  you  bUiM* 
With  so  much  pathos  you  exclaim^ 

In  your  lament ; 
But  glanced  by  the  mo»>t  frigid  daiii% 

She  would  relent. 

The  dai*y  too  ye  sing  wi*  »kill ; 
And  weel  ye  praise  the  whisky  gill  | 
In  vain  1  blunt  my  feckless  quiIU 

Your  fame  to  raise  ; 
While  echo  sounds  from  ilka  hill. 

To  Bums's  prmisib 

Did  Addison  or  Pope  but  hear. 
Or  Sam,  that  critic  most  severe, 
A  ploughboy  sing  with  throat 

They  in  a  rage. 
Their  works  would  s'  in  pierce 

And  curse  your  p^e. 

Sure  Milton*s  eloquence  were  faint. 
The  be.iuties  of  your  verse  to  paint. 
My  ntde  unpi>lif»h'd  strokes  but  taint 

Thvir  brilliancv  ; 
Th*  attempt  would  doubtleas  wx  a  saiaC 
And  wevi  may  me. 

The  ta*k  I'll  drop  with  heart  sincere^ 
To  heaven  pre!<ent  mj  humble  pray*r 
That  all  the  blcwiuKS  nnirtaU  »kara, 

May  Im*  by  turns, 
l>ifpensed  by  an  indulgent  rare 

To  Robert  Buroa. 


CORRBSPONDBNCE. 


833 


8*Tt  I  hope  ymi  will  pardon  mj  boldneis  in 
my  hmnd  trembles  while  I  write  to  yon, 
eonedoui  of  mj  ooworthiaete  of  what  I  would 
BMst  earnestly  solicit,  vis.  your  fiivonr  and 
friendship ;  yet  hoping  you  will  show  yourself 
posetwad  of  as  much  generosity  and  good-nature 
as  will  prevent  your  exposing  what  may  justly 
be  iband  Hable  to  censure  in  this  measure,  I 
■hall  take  the  liberty  to  subscrbe  mjrself, 

Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  huo  Vie  servant, 

J . 

P.  S.— If  you  would  condescend  to  honour 
■M  with  a  few  lines  from  your  hand,  I  would 
lake  it  as  a  particular  favour,  and  direct  to  me 
at  London-House,  near  OMock. 


No.  CXXVl 

FROM  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

DEAR  SIR,  Zoiuiion,  5M  yfvp.  1789. 

EzcusK  me  when  I  say,  that  the  uncommon 
abilities  which  you  possess,  must  render  your 
eorrespondence  ^ery  acceptable  to  any  one.  I 
can  assure  you,  I  am  particularly  proud  of  your 
partiality,  and  shall  endeavour,  by  every  method 
in  my  power,  to  merit  a  continuance  of  your 


When  you  can  spare  a  few  moments  I  should 
be  proud  of  a  letter  from  you,  directed  for  me, 
Gerrard  Street,  Soho. 


I  cannot  express  my  happiness  sufficiently 
at  the  instance  of  your  attachment  to  my  late 
inestimable  friend.  Bob  Fergosson,  who  was 
particularly  intimate  with  myself  and  relations.* 
While  I  rcollect  with  pleasure  his  extraordinary 
talents,  and  many  amiable  qualities,  it  affords 
wot  the  greatest  consolation,  that  I  am  honoured 
with  the  corre«pondence  of  his  successor  in  na- 
tional simplicity  and  genius.  That  Mr.  Buma 
has  re&ned  in  the  art  of  poetry,  must  readily  be 
admitted  ;  but  notwithstanding  many  favourable 
representations,  I  am  yet  to  leain  that  he  in- 
hnits  his  convivial  powers. 

There  was  such  a  richness  of  conversation, 
each  a  plenitude  of  fancy  and  attraction  in  him, 
that  when  I  call  the  happy  period  of  our  inter- 
course to  my  memory,  1  feel  myself  in  a  state  of 
ddiriunu  I  was  then  younger  than  him  by 
tight  or  ten  years  ;  but  his  manner  was  so  fieli- 
citoua,  that  he  enraptured  every  person  around 
him,  and  infused  into  the  hearts  of  the  yooag 
and  old,  the  spirit  and  animation  which  operated 
eo  his  own  mind. 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  yoiu%  hom 

•  TheenotlonofamQBttnMnttohiBk 


NcCXXVIL 
TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM, 
IN  ANSWaa  TO  THE  roaEooiMO. 
MT  DBA  a  SIR, 

The  hurry  of  a  farmer  in  this  particular 
son,  and  the  indolence  of  a  poet  at  all  times  and 
seasons,  will,  I  hope,  plead  my  excuse  for  ne- 
glecting so  long  to  answer  your  oUigi  ng  letter 
of  the  5th  of  August. 

That  you  have  done  well  in  quitting  your  la- 
borious concern  in  .  .  .  .  I  do  not  doubt ; 
the  weighty  reasons  you  mention  were,  I  hope, 
very,  and  deservedly  indeed,  weighty  ones,  and 
your  health  is  a  matter  of  the  last  importance  ; 
but  whether  the  remaining  proprietors  of  the 
paper  have  also  done  well,  is  whit  I  much 
doubt.  The  .  .  .  .  .,  so  far  as  1  was  a 
reader,  exhibited  such  a  brilliancy  of  point,  such 
an  el^ance  of  paragraph,  and  »uch  a  variety  of 
intelligence,  that  I  can  hardly  conceive  it  p<is^i- 
ble  to  continue  a  daily  paper  in  the  same  degree 
of  excellence ;  but  if  there  was  a  man  who  had 
abilities  equal  to  the  task,  that  man*s  assistance 
the  proprietors  have  lost. 


When  I  received  your  letter  I  was  transcxi- 
bing  for  .  .  .  .,  my  letter  to  the  magistrates 
of  the  Canongate,  Edinburgh,  b^ging  their  per^ 
mission  to  place  a  timib-stone  over  poor  Fergus- 
son,  and  their  edict  in  consequence  of  my  peti- 
tion ;  but  now  I  shall  send  them  to  ...  • 
.  .  .  Puor  Fergusson  !  If  there  be  a  life  lie- 
yond  the  grave,  which  I  trust  there  is ;  and  if 
there  be  a  good  God  presiding  over  all  nature, 
which  I  am  sure  there  is  ;  thou  art  now  enjoy- 
ing existence  in  a  glorious  world,  where  worth 
of  the  heart  alone  is  dkinnction  in  the  man ; 
where  riches,  deprived  of  all  their  pleasure-pur- 
chasing powers,  return  to  their  native  sordid 
mar.riM- :  where  titles  and  honours  are  the  diare- 
gjtKLfl  reveries  of  an  idle  dream;  and  where 
that  heavy  virtue,  which  ia  the  n^ative  oonse- 
quvnue  of  steady  dulness,  and  those  thoughtlen^ 
though  often  destructive  follies,  which  are  the 
unavoidable  aberrationa  of  frail  human  nature, 
will  be  thrown  into  equal  oblivion  as  if  they  had 
never  been ! 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir !  so  soon  as  your  present 
views  and  schemes  are  concentred  in  an  aim,  I 
shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you :  as  your  wel- 
fare and  happiness  is  by  no  means  a  eubject  in- 
diftrent  to 

Yoiu%  fte. 
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No.  CXXVIIL 
TO  MRS    DTJNLOP. 
EUitiandt  6tk  September,  1789. 

DBA&  MADAM, 

I  HAVK  mentioned  in  my  last,  mj  appoint- 
ment to  the  excite,  and  the  birth  of  little  Frank  ; 
who,  by  the  bye,  I  trust  will  be  no  discredit  to 
the  honourable  name  of  Wallace,  as  he  has  a 
fine  manly  countenance,  and  a  figure  that  might 
do  credit  to  a  little  fellow  two  months  older ; 
and  likewise  an  excellent  good  temper,  though 
when  he  pleases  he  has  a  pipe,  only  not  quite  so 
loud  as  the  horn  that  his  immortal  namesake 
blew  as  a  signal  to  take  out  the  pin  of  Stirling 
bridge. 

I  had  some  time  ago  an  epistle,  part  poetic, 
and  part  prosaic,  from  your  poetesw,  BIrs.  J. 
L  ;  a  very  ingenious,  but  modest  compo- 

sition. I  should  have  written  her  as  «he  re- 
quested, but  for  the  hurry  of  t\iU  new  businew. 
I  hive  heard  of  her  and  her  composition*  in  this 
country :  and  I  Ma  happy  to  add,  alwj}*«  to  the 
honour  of  her  character.  The  fart  is,  I  know 
not  well  how  to  write  to  her ;  I  should  sit 
down  to  a  sheet  of  paper  that  I  knew  not  how 
to  stain.  I  am  no  daub  at  fine  drawn  letter- 
writing  ;  and  except  when  prompted  by  friend- 
ship or  gratitud<^,  or  which  happen*  extremely 
rarely,  inspired  by  the  Bluse  (I  know  not  her 
name),  that  presides  over  epistolary  writing.  I 
sit  down,  when  necessitated  to  write,  as  I  would 
sit  down  to  beat  hemp. 

Some  parts  of  your  letter  of  the  SOth  August 
struck  me  with  mdanchuly  conotro  for  the  state 
of  your  mind  at  pment. 


Would  I  could  write  vou  a  letter  of  comfiMt !  I 
would  sit  down  to  it  with  as  much  pleasure,  as 
I  would  to  write  an  epic  poem  of  my  own  com- 
position, that  should  equal  the  I/iatL  Religion, 
my  dear  friend,  is  the  true  comfort !  A  strong 
persuasion  in  a  future  state  of  existence  ;  a  pro- 
position M>  obviously  probable,  that,  setting  re- 
velation aside,  every  nation  and  people,  so  &r  as 
invettigation  has  reached,  for  at  k;ast  near  four 
thousand  years,  have,  in  some  mode  or  other, 
firmly  believed  it.  In  vain  would  we  reason  and 
pretend  to  doubt.  I  have  myself  done  so  to  a 
very  daring  pitch  ;  but  when  I  reflected,  that  1 
was  opposing  the  most  ardent  wishes,  and  the 
most  darling  hopes  of  good  men,  and  flying  in 
the  face  of  all  human  belief^  in  all  ages,  I  was 
shocked  at  my  own  cimduct 

I  know  not  whether  I  have  ever  sent  you  the 
following  lines,  or  if  you  have  ever  seen  them  ; 
but  it  is  one  of  my  favourite  quotations,  which 
I  keep  constantly  by  me  in  my  progre?*  through 
life,  in  the  language  of  the  book  of  Job, 

*'  Against  the  day  of  battle  tad  of  war.'*— 

tpok«k  of  religioiL 


•*  Tn  tfit,  my  friend,  that  streidn  ov  i 

br^ht, 

'Tis  this  that  gihk  the  honpr  of  Mr  night. 
When  wealth  foraakes  oa^  and  when  (ntmk 

are  few; 
When  friends  are  fiiithleas,  or  when  fiaci  pnr 


'Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stiUs  the 

smart. 
Disarms  affliction  or  repels  his  dart : 
Within  the  breast  bids  purest  raptures  rise. 
Bids  smiling  conscience  spread  bier  ckmdlcB 

skies.* 

I  have  been  very  busy  with  IMueo,  The 
Doctor  is  so  obliging  as  to  request  my  opinion 
of  it ;  and  I  have  been  reT(4ving  in  my  nuad 
some  kind  of  crititisros  on  novel  writing,  b«t 
it  u  a  depth  beyond  dy  research.  I  shall  hov- 
ever  digest  my  thoughts  on  the  subject  as  well 
as  I  can.  Zetttco  b  a  most  sterling  perform 
mance. 

Farewell !  A  IHeu^  U  hon  l}ieu,  jt  worn 
commendef 


No.  CXXIX. 

FROM  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

Edinlmrph,  2Uh  Amffutt,  ITBIl 
DcAK  Burns,  thou  brother  of  my  hc«rt» 
Both  fiir  thy  virtues  and  thy  art : 
If  art  it  may  be  call*d  in  tlMC, 
Which  nature's  bounty,  large  and  tntf 
With  pleaMire  on  thy  breast  diffuses. 
And  warms  thy  soul  with  all  the  Moiml 
Whether  to  laugh  with  easy  grace, 
Thy  numbers  move  the  sage*s  &cc^ 
Or  bid  the  softer  passions  rise, 
And  ruthless  soub  with  grief  sarprisi^ 
'Tis  nature's  voice  dutinctly  felt. 
Through  thee  her  organ,  thus  to  nadL 

Most  anxiously  I  wish  to  know. 
With  thee  of  Ute  how  matters  go ; 
How  keeps  thy  much-k>ved  Jean  her  haattP 
What  promises  thy  farm  of  wealth  ? 
Whether  the  Muse  persists  to  smiley 
And  all  thy  anxious  cares  beguile  ? 
Whether  bright  fancy  keeps  alive  ? 
And  how  thy  darling  infants  thrive  f 

For  me,  with  grief  and  sickness  spcal. 
Since  I  my  journey  homeward  bent. 
Spirits  depreas'd  no  more  I  mourn. 
But  vigour,  life,  and  health  return. 
No  more  to  gloomy  tlunights  a  prey, 
I  sleep  all  night,  aiid  live  all  day  ; 
By  turns  my  book  and  friend  tajoy. 
And  thus  my  circling  hoan  em|dc^ ; 
Happy  while  yet  these  hoars  rvmaioB 
If  Barns  ooaM  join  tht  dMCfiiU  tni% 
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With  wonted  sai],  tiooere  and  ferrent, 
Salute  ooee  more  Lii  bumble  wrvant, 

THO.  BLACKLOCK. 


No.  CXXX. 

TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

EttUhxKdtXMt  Ociober,  1789. 
Wow,  bnt  your  letter  made  me  Tauntie  ! 
And  are  ye  hale,  aiid  weel,  and  cantie  ? 
I  ken*d  it  still  your  wee  bit  jauntie, 

Wad  bring  ye  to  - 
Lord  tend  you  aye  aa  weeKs  I  want  ye, 

And  then  ye'U  do. 

The  ill.thief  blaw  the  Heron  south  ! 
And  never  drink  be  near  hu  drouth  ! 
He  tauld  mjreel  by  word  o*  mouth, 

He'd  tok  my  letter ; 
I  lippenM  to  the  chiel  in  trouth, 

And  bade  nae  better 

Bat  ublins  honest  Blaster  Heron, 
Hod  at  the  time  some  dainty  hit  one, 
To  Ware  his  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study ; 
And  tired  o*  ssuls  to  waste  his  lear  on, 

E*en  tried  the  body.  • 

Bnt  what  d*ye  think,  my  trusty  fier, 
Vm  turned  a  gauger — Peace  be  here  1 
Parnassian  queens,  I  fejr,  I  fear, 

Ye*ll  now  disdain  me, 
And  then  my  fifty  pound^i  a-year 

Will  little  gain  me. 

Ye  gUiket,  gleesome.  dainty  damies, 
Wha  by  Castalia*s  wimplin  btreamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  uretty  limbies. 

Ye  ken,  ye  ken. 
That  Strang  necessity  «u|)rcme  is 

'JMaug  Mins  o*  men. 

I  hse  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies. 

They  maun  hae  broie  and  brats  o*  duddiea  : 

Ye  ken  yonrsel  my  heart  right  proud  is, 

I  needna  vaunt. 
But  I'll  sned  besoms— thraw  saugh  woodies, 

Before  they  want. 

Lord  help  me  through  this  warld  o*  care ! 
Fm  weary  rick  o*t  late  and  air ! 
Not  but  I  hae  a  richer  shaie 

Than  mony  ithera ; 
But  why  aaomd  ae  man  better  fare, 

And  a*  men  brithers  ! 


•  Mr.  Heron,  author  of  the  History  of  Scotland  t 
end  among  varkms  other  works,  of  a  reipsctaUe  lift 
of  our  poet  himself: 


Come  Firm  Rrrolvb  take  thou  the  van 
Thou  stalk  o'  cirl-hemp  in  man  ! 
And  let  us  mind,  faint  heart  ne*er  wan 

A  lady  fair : 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can. 

Will  whyles  do  mair* 

Dot  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 

( Fm  scant  o*  verw,  and  scant  o*  time)^ 

To  make  a  happy  fire-side  clime 

To  weans  and  wife* 
That's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 

Of  human  life. 

My  compliments  to  sister  Beckie ; 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky ; 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuck  ie, 

As  e'er  tread  clay  I 
And  gratefully  my  gude  auld  cookie, 

I*m  your*s  for  aye. 

ROBERT  BURN8. 


No.  CXXXI. 
TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDEL,  Cams. 

sift,  Elliiland,  Oct.  16,  1789. 

Bio  with  the  idea  of  this  important  day  *  at 
Friars  Carae,  I  have  watched  the  elements  and 
skies  in  the  full  persuasion  that  they  would  an- 
nounce it  to  the  astonished  world  by  some  pheno- 
mena of  terrific  portent— Yesternight  until  a 
very  late  hour  did  I  wait  with  anxious  horror, 
for  the  appearance  of  some  Comet  firing  half  the 
sky ;  or  aerial  armies  of  sanguinary  Scandina- 
vians, darting  athwart  the  startled  beavena  ra- 
pid as  the  ragged  lightning,  and  horrid  as  thois 
convulsions  of  nature  that  bury  nations. 

The  elements,  however,  seem  to  take  the  mau 
ter  very  quietly  :  they  did  not  even  usher  ia 
this  morning  with  triple  suns  and  a  shower  of 
blood,  symbolical  of  the  three  potent  heroes,  and 
the  mighty  claret-shed  of  the  day. — For  me,  as 
Thomson  in  his  Winter  says  of  the  storm — ^I 
shall  **  Hear  astonished,  and  astonished  sing,* 

The  whistle  and  the  man ;  I  sing 
The  man  that  won  the  whistle,  ke* 


>» 


No.  CXXXIL 
TO  THE  SAME. 


aiA, 


I  WISH  from  my  inmost  soul  it  were  in  my 
power  to  give  you  a  more  substantial  gratifica- 


•  The  day  on  which  ••  the  WhistlcT  was  eoQt«MM 
I  for. 
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tion  and  retarn  for  all  your  goodnen  to  tlie  poet, 
tlian  transcribing  a  ft;w  of  his  idle  rhymes. — 
Hovrever,  **  an  old  tong,'*  though  to  a  proverb 
an  instance  of  insignificance,  is  generally  the 
only  coin  a  poet  has  to  pay  with. 

If  my  poems  which  I  have  transcribed,  and 
mean  still  to  transcribe  into  your  book,  were 
equal  to  the  g^teful  I'espect  and  high  esteem  I 
bear  for  the  gentleman  to  whom  I  present  them, 
they  would  l>e  the  tinest  poemst  in  the  language. 
—As  they  are,  they  will  at  least  be  a  testimony 
with  what  sincerity  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

Sir, 
Your  devoted  humble  servant. 


No.  CXXXIII. 
TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

EUisland,  Nov,  1,  1789. 

MT  nEAR  FRIEND, 

I  HAD  written  you  long  ere  now,  could  I  have 
guessed  where  to  find  you,  for  I  am  sure  you 
have  more  good  sense  than  to  waste  the  preci(tu!i 
.  days  of  vacation  time  in  the  dirt  of  business  and 
Edinburgh. — Wherever  you  are,  Goil  bless  you, 
and  lead  you  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver 
you  from  evil ! 

I  do  not  know  if  I  have  informed  you  that  I 
am  now  appointed  to  an  excise  division,  in  the 
middle  of  which  my  bousemod  farm  lie.  In  this 
I  was  extremely  lucky.  Without  ever  having 
been  an  expectant,  as  they  call  their  jnurncynien 
excisemen,  I  was  directly  planted  duwn  to  all  in- 
tents and  purposes  an  officer  of  excise;  there  to 
flourish  and  bring  forth  fruits — worthy  of  re- 
pentance. 

I  know  not  how  the  word  exciseman,  or  still 
more  opprobrious,  ganger,  will  so<md  in  your 
ears.  I  too  have  seen  the  day  when  my  audi- 
tory nerves  would  have  felt  ver)*  delicately  on 
this  subject ;  but  a  wife  and  children  are  things 
which  have  a  wonderful  power  in  blunting  thew 
kind  of  sensations.  Fifty  pounds  a  year  for 
life,  and  a  provision  for  widows  and  orphans, 
you  will  allow  is  no  bad  settlement  for  a  poet. 
For  the  ignominy  of  the  profevtion,  I  have  the 
encouragement  which  I  once  heard  a  recruiting 
sergeant  give  to  a  numerous,  if  not  a  respec- 
table audience,  in  the  streets  of  Kilmarnock. 
— **  Gentlemen,  for  your  further  and  better  en- 
couragement, I  can  assure  you  that  our  regiment 
is  the  most  blackguard  corps  under  the  crown, 
and  consequently  with  us  an  honest  fellow  has 
the  surot  chance  for  preferment** 

You  need  not  doubt  that  I  find  several  very 
unpleasant  and  disagreeable  circumstances  in  my 
business  ;  but  I  am  tired  with  and  disgusted 
at  the  language  of  complaint  against  the  evils  of 
life.  Ilumm  existence  in  the  most  favourable 
situatioru  does  not  abound  with  pleasures,  and 
oaa  its  inconvenicncca  and  ilb ;  capricious  fool- 


ish man  mistakes  these  inconTenienoe*  and  illi 
as  if  they  were  the  peculiar  property  of  his  par- 
ticular situation  ;  and  hence  thitt  eternal  fickle- 
ness, that  love  of  change,  which  has  ruined,  and 
daily  does  ruin  many  a  fine  fellow,  as  well  as 
many  a  blockhead  ;  and  is  almost,  without  ex- 
ception, a  constant  source  of  disappointment  and 
misery. 

I  long  to  hear  from  you  how  yon  go  on — not 
so  much  in  business  as  in  life.  Are  you  pretty 
well  satisfied  with  your  own  exertions,  azid  u>- 
l<^rably  at  ease  in  your  internal  reflections? 
'Tis  much  to  be  a  great  character  as  a  lawyer, 
but  beyond  comparison  more  to  be  a  great  cha- 
racter as  a  man.  That  you  may  be  both  the 
one  and  the  other  is  the  earnest  wish,  and  thsl 
you  will  be  both  is  the  firm  persuasion  o( 

My  dear  Sir,  &c. 


No.  CXXXIV. 
TO  R.  CRAHAJtf,  ESQ.  OF  FINTRY. 

SIR,  9M  December^  1789. 

I  HAVx  a  good  while  had  a  wish  to  troubk 
you  with  a  letter,  and  had  certainly  done  it  knif 
ere  now — hut  fur  a  humiliating  Mimething  thtf 
throws  cold  water  on  the  rrMilution,  a«  if  om 
should  suy,  "  You  have  found  Mr.  Graham  i 
very  powerful  and  kind  frier.d  indei*d,  arul  thai 
intetct  he  i«  so  kindly  taking  in  your  concrrnt, 
you  ought  by  every  thins^  in  your  power  to  krep 
alive  and  cherish.'*  Now  though,  Mnce  (>ij 
has  thought  proper  to  make  one  |>owrrful  Aod 
another  helples«,  the  connexion  of  obliger  vd 
obliged  is  all  fair  ;  and  though  my  bein;;  uiuicr 
your  patronage  is  to  me  highly  hooourab  e.  yrt. 
Sir,  allow  me  to  flatter  m>?«lf,  that,  a«  a  pi^ 
and  an  honest  man,  you  first  interested  yourmf 
in  my  welfare,  and  principally  as  such  stdl,  yua 
permit  me  to  approach  you. 

I  have  found  the  excise  bu»ine««  go  on  a  grrit 
deal  smoother  with  me  than  I  expected  ;  owiaf 
a  good  deal  to  the  generous  friendship  of  Mr. 
Mitchell,  my  collector,  and  the  kind  a«*>staacs 
of  Mr.  Findlater,  my  supervisor.  1  dare  to  be 
honest,  and  I  fear  no  labour.  Nur  do  I  imi 
my  hurried  life  greatly  inimical  to  my  cnrrsi- 
pondenoe  with  the  Muses.  Their  visits  to  roe. 
indeed,  and  I  believe  to  roost  of  their  acqnaiot- 
anoe,  like  the  visits  of  good  angels,  are  short  aod 
far  between  ;  but  I  meet  them  now  and  then  as 
I  jog  through  the  hills  of  Nithsdale,  just  as  1 
used  to  do  on  the  banks  of  Ayr.  I  take  the  1»* 
berty  to  enclose  you  a  few  bagatelles,  all  of  thca 
the  productions  of  my  lebure  thoof  hts  in  say 
excise  rides. 

If  you  know  or  have  erer  seen  Captain  G^)s^ 
the  antiquarian,  you  will  enter  into  any  buoioar 
that  is  in  the  verses  on  him.  Perhaps  you  have 
seen  them  before,  as  I  sent  them  to  a  Lsoduo 

spaper.     ThoBf  h  I  dars  stj  fo«  krrt 
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of  tbe  ■olemnoIeague-ind-coTenant  fire,  wliich 
■bone  to  conspicuous  in  Lord  George  Gordon, 
■ad  the  Kilmarnock  weavenif  yet  1  think  you 
must  have  heard  of  Dr.  M'GiU,  one  of  the  cltT- 
Kymrn  of  Ayr,  and  his  heretical  book.  God 
help  him,  poor  ntan  !  Though  he  is  one  of  the 
worthitnt,  as  well  un  one  of  the  ablvat  of  the 
whole  priesthood  of  tlie  Kirk  of  Scotland,  in 
erery  sense  of  that  ambiguous  term,  yet  the  pour 
Doctor  and  his  numerous  family  are  in  immi- 
taeot  danger  of  being  thrown  out  to  the  mercy 
of  the  winter-winds.  The  eocloaed  ballad  on 
that  business  is,  I  confess,  too  local,  but  I 
laughed  myself  at  some  conceits  in  it,  though 
I  ana  convinced  in  my  conscience,  that  there  are 
a  good  many  heavy  stanzas  in  it  too. 

The  election  bdlad,  as  you  will  see,  alludes 
to  the  present  canvass  in  our  string  of  borouehs. 
I  do  not  believe  there  will  be  such  a  hard  run 
match  in  the  whole  general  election.  * 


I  am  too  little  a  man  to  have  any  political 
attachments;  I  am  deeply  indebted  to,  and 
bare  the  warmest  veneration  for,  individuals 
jDif  both  parties ;  but  a  man  who  hu  it  in  his 
power  to  be  the  ^ther  of  a  country,  and  woo 
—————  is  a  character  that  one  cannot 
qpeak  of  with  patience. 

Sir  J.  J.  doei  **  what  man  can  do,"  but  yet 
I  doobt  his  £ite. 


No.  CXXXV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

EHitland^  IS/A  December,  1789. 
Blairr  thanks,  dear  Madam,  for  your  sheet* 
fbl  of  Rhymes.  Tliough  at  present  I  am  below 
the  veriest  prose,  yet  from  you  every  thing 
pleesei  I  am  groaning  under  the  miseries  of 
a  diseased  nervous  system  ;  a  system,  the  state 
of  which  is  most  conducive  to  our  happiness — 
or  the  most  productive  of  our  misery.  For 
now  near  three  weeks  I  have  been  so  ill  with 
a  Denrous  head-ache,  that  I  have  been  obliged 
to  give  up,  for  a  time,  my  excise  liooks,  being 
scarce  able  to  lift  my  head,  much  less  to  r.^le 
once  a-week  over  ten  muir  parishes.  What  is 
Man !  To-day,  in  the  luxuriance  of  health,  ex- 
alting in  the  enjoyment  of  existence ;  in  a  few 
daye,  perhaps  in  a  few  hours,  loaded  with  con- 
adoas  painful  being,  counting  the  tardy  pace  of 
the  lingering  moments  by  the  repercussions  of 
anguish,  and  refusing  or  denied  a  comforter. 
Day  follows  night,  and  night  comes  after  day. 


•  TMs  alludes  to  the  contest  fbr  the  borough  of 
Dumfries,  between  the  Duke  of  Queentbcrry's  Interest 
■od  thai  of  Sir  James  Johnstooe. 


only  to  curse  him  with  life  whi«rb  gives  him  na 
pleasure  \  and  yet  the  awful,  dark  terminatioa 
of  that  life,  is  a  something  at  which  he  rocoib. 

"  Tell  us,  ye  dead  ;  will  none  of  you  in  pity 
Disclose  the  secret 
WhcU  "'tis  you  art,  and  tee  mutt  thnrtltf  he  I 


tis  no  matter : 


A  little  time  will  make  us  learnM  as  you  are.** 

Can  it  be  possible,  that  when  I  revign  this 
frail,  feverish  being,  1  shall  still  find  myself  ia 
conscious  existence  I  When  the  lost  ga«<p  of 
agony  has  announced,  that  I  am  no  more  to 
those  that  knew  me,  and  the  few  who  loved 
me :  when  the  cold,  sti£K;ned,  unctmscious, 
ghastly  corse  is  resigned  info  the  earth,  to  lie 
the  prey  of  unsightly  reptiles,  and  to  become  in 
time  a  trodden  clod,  shall  1  yet  be  warm  in  life, 
seeing  and  seen,  enjoying  and  enjoyeii  ?  Ye  ve- 
nerable sages,  and  holy  flamens,  is  there  proba- 
bility in  your  conjectures,  truih  in  your  stories 
of  another  world  beyond  death  -.  or  are  they  all 
alike,  baseless  visions,  and  fabricated  fables  ?  If 
there  is  another  life,  it  must  be  only  for  the  just, 
the  benevolent,  the  amiable,  and  the  humane ; 
what  a  flditteriug  idea,  then,  is  the  wurld  to 
come?  Would  to  God  I  as  firmly  believed  it, 
as  I  ardently  wish  it!  There  I  should  meet  an 
aged  p'lrent,  now  at  rest  from  the  many  buSet- 
ings  of  an  evil  world,  againiftt  which  he  so  lung 
and  so  bravely  struggled.  There  should  I  meet 
the  friend,  the  disinterested  friend  of  my  early 
life ;  the  man  who  rejoiced  to  see  me,  because 

he  loved  me  and  could  serve  me Muir !  thy 

weaknesses  were  the  aberrations  uf  human  na- 
ture, but  thy  heart  glowed  with  every  thing  ge- 
nerous, manly,  and  nuble  ;  and  if  ever  emana- 
tion from  the  All-good  Being  animated  a  human 
form,  it  was  thine ! — There  should  I  with 
Kpeechiess  agony  of  rapture,  again  recognize  my 
lost,  my  ever  dear  Mary !  who«e  bosom  was 
fraught  with  truth,  honour,  constancy,  and  love. 

My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  I 

Where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest  ? 

Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  thou  amiablest  of  cbaracten ! 
I  trust  thou  art  no  impostor,  and  that  thy  re- 
velation of  blissful  scenes  of  existence  beyond 
death  and  the  grave,  is  not  one  of  the  many 
impositions  which  time  after  time  have  been 
palmed  on  credulous  mankind.  I  trust  that  in 
thee,  **  shall  all  the  families  of  the  earth  be 
blessed,'*  by  being  yet  connected  together  in 
better  world,  where  every  tie  that  bound  heart 
to  heart,  in  this  state  of  existence,  shall  be,  hx 
beyond  our  present  conceptions,  more  endearing. 

I  am  a  good  deal  inclined  to  think  with  thosa 
who  maintain,  that  what  are  called  nervous  af 
fections  are  in  fact  diseases  of  the  mind.    I  can- 
not reason,  I  cannot  think  ;  and  hot  to  you  I 
wouU  not  ventint  to  writa  any  thing  abofa  aa 
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order  to  a  cobbler.  Yo«  hare  fielt  too  madi  of 
the  ills  of  life  not  to  sympathise  with  a  diteased 
wretch,  who  has  impaired  more  than  half  of  any 
fiiciilties  he  poaaesed.  Your  goodnen  will  ex- 
cuse thit  distracted  scrawl,  which  the  writer 
dare  scarcely  read,  aud  which  he  would  throw 
into  the  fire,  were  he  able  to  write  any  thing 
better,  or  indeed  any  thing  at  all. 

Rumour  told  me  something  of  a  son  of  yours 
who  was  returned  from  the  East  or  West  In- 
dies. If  you  have  gotten  news  of  James  or  An- 
thony, it  was  cruel  in  you  not  to  let  me  know  ; 
as  I  promise  you,  on  the  sincerity  of  a  man, 
who  n  weary  of  one  world  and  anxious  about 
another,  that  scarce  any  thing  could  give  me  so 
much  pleasure  as  to  hear  of  any  good  thing  be- 
falling my  honoured  friend. 

If  you  have  a  minute's  leisure,  take  up  your 
pen  in  pity  to  U  pauvre  muerable.        R.  B. 


No.  CXXXVI. 
TO  SIR  JOHN  SINCLAIR. 

81  &, 

Tmk  following  circumstance  has,  I  believe, 
been  omitted  in  the  statistical  account,  trans- 
mitted  to  you,  of  the  parish  of  Dunscore,  in 
Nithsdale.  I  b<^  leive  to  send  it  to  you,  be- 
cause it  is  new  and  may  be  useful.  How  far  it 
u  deserving  of  a  place  in  your  patriotic  publica- 
tion, yuu  are  the  best  judge. 

To  Ktnre  the  minds  of  the  lower  classes  with 
useful  knowledge,  is  certainly  of  very  great  im- 
portance, both  to  them  as  individuals,  and  to 
•ociety  at  large.  Giving  them  a  turn  for  read- 
ing and  reflection,  is  giving  them  a  source  of 
innocent  and  laudable  aniuitement ;  and  besides 
raises  them  to  a  more  dignified  degree  in  the 
scale  of  rationality.  Impreii»>ed  with  this  idea, 
a  gentleman  in  this  parish,  Robert  Riddel,  Esq. 
of  Glcnriddel,  set  on  foot  a  species  of  circulat- 
ing liberary,  on  a  plan  so  simple  as  to  be  prac- 
ticable in  any  corner  of  the  country ;  and  so 
useful,  as  to  deserve  the  notice  of  every  country 
gentleman,  who  thinks  the  improvement  of  Uiat 
port  uf  his  own  species,  whom  chance  has 
thrown  into  the  humble  walks  of  the  peasant 
and  the  artizan,  a  matter  worthy  of  his  atten- 
tion. 

2dr.  Riddel  got  a  number  of  his  own  tenants, 
and  farming  neighbours,  to  form  themselves 
into  a  society  fur  the  purpose  of  having  a  library 
among  themselves.  Thry  entered  into  a  legal 
engagement  to  abide  by  it  for  three  years  ;  with 
a  saving  clause  or  two,  in  case  of  removal  to  a 
distance,  or  of  death.  Each  member,  at  his 
entry,  paid  five  shillings,  and  at  each  of  their 
meetings,  which  were  held  every  fourth  Satur- 
day, sixpence  more.  With  their  entry-money, 
aad  the  credit  which  they  took  on  the  faith  of 
their  future  funds,  they  laid  in  a  tolerable  stock 


of  books  at  tiht  eommeneemeat.  What  radidn 
they  were  to  purchase,  was  always  decided  bf 
the  majority.  At  every  meeting,  all  the  books, 
under  certain  fines  and  forfeitures,  by  way  of 
penalty,  were  to  be  produced ;  and  the  nteai- 
bers  had  their  choice  of  the  volumes  in  rotation. 
He  whose  name  stood,  for  that  night,  first  on 
the  list,  had  his  choice  of  wh«t  volume  he  pleas- 
ed in  the  whole  collection  ;  the  second  had  his 
choice  afirr  the  first ;  the  third  after  the  second, 
and  so  on  to  the  last.  At  next  meeting,  he  who 
had  been  first  on  the  list  at  the  preceding  meet- 
ing, was  last  at  this  ;  he  who  had  been  wtwai 
was  first ;  and  so  on  through  the  whole  three 
years.  At  the  expiration  of  the  engagement, 
the  books  were  sold  by  auction,  but  only  among 
the  members  themselves :  and  each  man  bad  his 
share  of  the  common  stock,  in  money  or  m 
books,  as  he  chose  to  be  a  purchaser  or  not. 

At  the  breaking  op  of  this  little  aodc^, 
which  was  formed  under  Mr.  Ridder^  patron- 
age, what  with  benefactions  of  bonks  fiom  him, 
and  what  with  their  own  purchases,  they  hsd 
collected  together  upwards  of  one  hundred  »ni 
fifty  volumes.  It  will  easily  be  goened,  diat  i 
good  deal  of  trash  would  be  bought.  AnuMf 
the  books,  however,  of  this  little  library,  wcit 
Blair* »  Sermonty  RoberUona  HiU'  ry  of  Seat- 
land,  Hume'i  History  of  the  Shutrts,  tJke  S^- 
tator^  Liler,  Adventurer,  Mirror,  Ijammytr, 
Observer,  Man  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  World, 
Chrysal,  Don  Quixotte^  Jotsryh  Andrtwe,  |fc 
A  peasant  who  con  resd,  and  enjoy  such  buok% 
is  certainly  a  much  superior  being  to  his  neigh- 
bour, who  perhaps  stalks  beside  his  team,  very 
little  removed,  except  in  shape,  from  the  farsls 
he  drives. 

Wishing   your   patriotic   exertions    their  ss 
much  merited  success,  I  am. 

Sir, 

Your  humble  aervaat, 

A  PEASANT.* 


*  The  above  Is  eztraetcd  firom  the  thin!  volume  sf 
Sir  John  Sinclair's  Statistics,  p.  598.— It  was  iiiiliasi 
to  Sir  John  by  Mr.  Riddel  himself  In  iIm  fWlovliv 
letter,  also  printed  there:— 

**  SiB  Jonx, 

*'  I  enclose  you  a  letter,  writlsn  by  Mr.  Boms  as  m 
Addition  to  the  acommt  of  Dunscore  |i«rish.  It  eaa> 
tains  an  account  of  a  small  library  which  he  «m  ss 
sood  (at  my  desire),  as  to  set  <«  itiot,  in  the  bamny  sf 
Monkland,  or  Kriai's  Cane,  in  thu  paruh.  As  its 
utility  has  been  felt,  rartJculariy  am<«iK  the  youafw 
clau  of  neotile,  I  think,  that  if  a  similar  plan  wen  a^ 
tablished,  m  the  diiRnent  |ian>h««  ot  xutiMid.  n 
would  tend  greatly  to  the  •pccdy  improvmicat  d  tin 
tenantry,  tradas  |Hx>ple,  and  work  people^  Mr.  Buns 
was  so  good  as  to  take  the  whole  charge  oi  thu» 
concern.  He  was  treasurer,  libtarun,  and 
this  little  society,  who  will  Hog  have  a  grateful 
of  his  public  spirit  and  excrtioaa  fur  tfictr  impravek 
ment  and  information. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir  John, 
'*  Yours  most  sioerrely, 

••  ROBERT  RIDDO. 


To  Sir  John  Sfiuiair. 
^Ulbeter, 


CORRESPONDENCE, 
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No.  CXXXVIL 
10  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS. 

EUidandy  \Uh  January,  1790. 

BEAR  BROTHER, 

I  MEA  N  tfi  take  advaoUge  of  the  frank,  though 
I  have  not  in  my  prevent  frame  of  mind  much 
appetite  for  exertion  in  writing.  My  nerves 
are  in  a  .  .  .  .  atate.  I  feel  that  horrid 
hypochiindria  pervading  every  atom  of  both 
body  and  miuI.  This  farm  has  undone  my  en- 
joyment of  my>«)f.  It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on  all 
hands.  But  let  it  go  to  .  .  .  !  Til  fight  it 
oot  and  lie  oflT  with  it. 

We  have  gotten  a  set  of  very  decent  players 
here  just  now.  I  have  seen  them  an  evening 
or  two.  David  Cimpbell,  in  Ayr,  wrote  to  roe 
by  the  manager  of  the  company,  a  Mr.  Suther- 
land,  m-ho  is  a  man  of  apparent  worth.  On 
New-year-day  evening  I  gave  him  the  following 
prologue,  which  he  spouted  to  his  audience  with 
applaiMe. 

PROLOGUE. 

No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great 

city, 
That  queens  it  o*er  our  taste — the  more*s  the 

pity : 
Though,  hy  the  bye,  abroad  why  will  you  roam  ? 
Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home ; 
But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 
I  come  to  wi<«h  you  all  a  good  new  year  ! 
Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye, 
Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 
The  sage  grave  ancient  cough *d,  and  bade  me 

sav, 
"  You're  one  year  older  this  important  day,*' 
If  tpiser  too — be  hinted  some  suggestion, 
But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  ques- 

tion  ; 
And  with  a  wou Id-be- rngui»h  leer  and  wink, 
He    bade   me  on   you  press  this  one  word— 

••  THINK  !" 

Ye  sprightly  youths,  quite  flush  with  hope 

and  spirit. 
Who  think  to  storm  the  world  by  dint  of  merit. 
To  ynu  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say. 
In  his  Hly,  dry,  sententious,  proverb  way ! 
He  bids  you  mind,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle, 
That  the  firt«t  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle  ; 
That  though  some  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  snatch 

him. 
Yet  by  the  forelock  is  the  hold  to  catch  him. 
That  whether  doing,  suflfering,  or  forbearing. 
You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

La«t,  though  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  fair, 
.\ngelic  furtiis,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care  ! 
To    you   old  Bald-pute  smooths   his  wrinkled 

brow. 
Ami  humbly  b^  you'll  mind  the  importaot— 

Nowl 


To  crown  your  happiness,  he  asks  your  leave. 
And  o£&rs,  bliss  to  give  and  to  receive. 

For  our  sincere,   though   ha]>ly  weak  endeu- 
vours. 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  favours : 
And  howMoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reveal  it. 
Believe  our  glowing  boaoms  truly  feel  it. 


I  can  no  more. — If  once  I  was  clear  of  this 
.     .     .  farm,  I  should  respire  more  at 


No.  CXXXVIIL 

FROM  WILLIAM  BURNS,  THE  POETS 
BROTHER. 

DEAR  BROTHER,     NtwctutU,  Oth  Jan.  1790. 

I  WROTE  you  about  six  weeks  ago,  and  I  have 
expected  to  hear  from  you  every  post  since,  but 
I  suppose  your  excise  business  which  you  hinted 
at  in  your  last,  has  prevented  you  from  writing. 
By  the  bye,  when  and  how  have  you  got  into 
the  excise ;  and  what  division  have  you  got 
about  Dumfries?  These  questions  please  an- 
swer in  your  next,  if  more  important  matter  do 
not  occur.  But  in  the  mean  time  let  me  have 
the  letter  to  John  Murdoch,  which  Gilbert  wrote 
me  you  meant  to  send  ;  enclose  it  in  your*s  to 
me,  and  let  me  have  them  as  soon  as  possible, 
for  I  intend  to  sail  for  London,  in  a  fortnight, 
or  three  weeks  at  farthest. 

You  promised  me  when  I  was  intending  -to 
go  to  Edinburgh,  to  write  me  some  iostructione 
about  behaviour  in  companies  rather  above  my 
station,  to  which  I  might  be  eventually  intro- 
duc'ed.  Am  I  mav  be  introduced  into  such  com- 
panics  at  Murdoch's,  or  on  his  account,  when  I 
go  to  London,  I  wish  you  would  write  me  some 
such  instructions  now  :  I  never  had  more  need 
of  them,  for  having  spent  little  of  my  time  in 
company  of  any  sort  since  I  came  to  Newcastle, 
I  have  almost  forgot  the  common  civilities  of 
life.  To  these  instructions  pray  add  tome  of  • 
moral  kind,  for  though  (either  through  the 
strength  of  early  impressions,  or  the  frigidity  of 
my  constitution),  I  have  hitherto  withstood  the 
temptation  to  those  vices,  to  which  young  fel- 
lows of  my  station  and  time  of  life  are  to  much 
addicted,  yet,  I  do  not  know  if  my  virtue  will 
be  able  to  withstand  the  more  powerful  tempta- 
tions of  the  metropolis  :  yet,  through  God's  as- 
sistance and  your  instructions,  I  hope  to  wea* 
ther  the  storm. 

Give  the  compliments  of  the  season  and  my 
love  to  my  sisters,  and  all  the  rest  of  your  fa- 
mily. Tell  Gilbert,  the  first  time  you  writo 
him,  that  I  am  well,  and  that  I  will  write  him 
either  when  I  tail  or  when  I  arrive  at  London. 

I  am,  Ice 

w.  a 
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BURNS'  WORKS. 


No.  CXXXIX. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

EUisland,  25th  January,  1790. 

It  has  been  owing  to  uomnitting  hurry  of 
business' that  I  have  not  written  to  you*  Ma- 
dani,  long  ere  now.  My  health  is  greatly  bet> 
ter,  and  I  now  begin  once  more  to  share  in  sa- 
tisfaction and  enjoyment  with  the  rest  of  my 
fellow-creatures. 

Many  thanks,  my  much  esteemed  friend,  for 
your  kind  letters  ;  bat  wl  y  will  you  make  me 
run  the  riidc  of  being  contemptible  and  merce- 
nary in  my  own  eyes !  When  I  pique  mywelf 
cm  my  independent  spirit,  I  hope  it  is  neither 
poetic  license,  nor  poetic  rant ;  and  I  am  so 
flatten>d  with  the  honour  you  have  done  me, 
in  making  me  your  compeer  in  friendship  and 
friendly  correspondence,  that  I  cannot  without 
pain,  and  a  degree  of  mortification,  be  reminded 
of  the  real  inequality  between  our  situations. 

Most  sincerely  do  I  rejoice  with  you,  dear 
Madam,  in  the  good  news  of  Anthony.  Not 
only  your  anxiety  about  hiit  fate,  but  my  own 
esteem  for  such  a  noble,  warm-hearted,  manly 
young  fellow,  in  the  little  I  had  of  his  acquaint- 
ance, has  interested  me  deeply  in  his  fortunes. 

Falconer,  the  unfortunate  author  of  the  Ship- 
wreck, which  you  so  much  admire,  is  no  more. 
After  weathering  the  dreadful  catastrophe  he  so 
feelingly  de^riben  in  his  poem,  and  after  wea- 
thering many  hard  gales  of  fortune,  he  went  to 
the  bottom  with  the  Aurora  frigate  !  I  forget 
what  part  of  Scotland  had  the  honour  of  giving 
him  birth,  but  he  was  the  son  of  obscurity  and 
nyslbrtune.  *  He  was  one  of  tlioee  daring  ad- 
venturous spirits,  which  Scotland  beyond  any 
other  country  is  remarkable  for  producing. 
Little  does  the  fond  mother  think,  as  she  hangs 
delighted  over  the  sweet  little  leech  at  her  bo- 
■om,  where  the  poor  fellow  may  hereafter  wan- 
der, and  what  may  be  his  fute.  I  remember  a 
itania  in  an  old  Sitottish  ballad,  which,  not- 
withstanding its  rude  simplicity,  speaks  feelingly 
to  the  heart . — 


•  Falonner  wm  in  early  life  a  leaboy,  to  use  a  woftl 
of  Shaktpeare,  on  board  a  man-of-Wiir,  in  which  oapa- 
cfty  he  attracted  the  notice  of  ('ampliell.  the  author  of 
the  satire  on  Dr.  Johnson,  entitled  Lfxiphanti,  then 
puraer  of  the  tiiip.  Cainpbell  t(M>k  him  mm.  his  servant, 
and  delighted  in  giving  him  instnuliim ;  and  when 
Falconer  afterwards  acquired  celebrity,  txtiuted  of  hire 
as  his  scholar.  The  editor  had  this  information  fh>m 
a  sureeon  of  a  man.of.war,  in  1777.  «ho  linew  lioth 
Campbell  and  Falconer,  and  who  himivlf  perished  soon 
after  by  shipwreck,  on  the  coast  of  America. 

Thouffh  the  deaUi  of  Falooner  happened  so  latelj  as 
1770  or  1771.  yet  in  the  biography  prefixed  by  Dr.  An- 
derson to  his  works,  in  the  oompieCe  edition  of  the 
F^ett  •filrrat  Britain,  it  is  said,  "  Of  the  family, 
birth-place,  and  education  of  William  FakxM>er,  there 
are  no  memorials.'*  On  the  authority  already  given. 
It  may  be  mentioned,  that  he  was  a  native  or  one  of 
the  towns  on  the  const  of  Fife,  and  that  his  parents, 
who  had  sufRnred  some  mtuforlnncs,  retnoved  to  one 
of  the  sca-ports  of  England,  where  they  both  died, 
soon  after,  of  an  epidemic  fever,  leaving  poor  Fal. 
eoner,  then  a  boy,  forlorn  and  destitute,  in  cunso* 
qucoee  of  which  ht  entered  on  board  a  man-of-war. 
These  kttt  cireumstanees  are  however  k« 
CaoHBft. 


**  Little  did  my  mother  tUak, 
That  day  she  cradled  ine» 
What  land  I  was  to  travel  in. 
Or  what  death  I  shouU  die." 

Old  Scottish  soofpi  anw  ▼««  know,  a  fiivonr- 
ite  Btndy  and  pursuit  or  mine ;  and  now  1  aa 
on  that  subject,  allow  me  to  giTo  jtm  two 
stanzas  of  another  oU  aimple  ballad,  which  I 
am  sure  will  please  you.  The  cataatropka  oi 
the  piece  is  a  poor  ruined  female,  laaieiktiaf 
her  fate.  She  condodea  with  this  patbctas 
wish  : 

**  O  that  my  father  had  ne*er  on  me  smiled ; 
O  that  my  mother  had  ne*«r  to  me  soaf ! 
O  that  my  cradle  had  never  been  rock'd ; 
But  that  I  had  died  when  I  was  yonsf ! 

0  that  the  grave  it  were  my  bed ; 

My  blankets  were  my  winding  sheet ; 
The  clockfl  and  the  worms  my  bedfellowa  a* ; 
And  O  lae  aonnd  as  I  should  sleep  !*' 

1  do  not  remember  in  all  my  reading  to  have 
met  with  any  thing  more  truly  the  language  of 
misery,  than  the  exclamation  in  the  last  bac. 
Misery  is  like  love  ;  to  speak  its  language  trulj, 
the  author  must  have  felt  iL 

I  am  every  day  expecting  the  doctor  to  girt 
your  little  god-eon*  the  amall-pox.  They  aie 
rife  in  the  country,  and  I  tremble  for  hb  fete. 
By  the  way,  I  cannot  help  congratulating  yvm 
on  his  looks  and  ^irit.  Every  person  vke 
sees  him,  acknowledges  him  to  be  the  finest, 
handsomest  child  he  has  ever  seen.  I  am  ny- 
self  delighted  with  the  manly  swell  of  his  littlt 
chest,  and  a  certain  miniature  dignity  in  the 
carriage  of  his  head,  and  glance  of  his  fine  black 
eye,  which  promise  the  undaunted  gallantry  of 
an  independent  mind. 

I  thought  to  have  sent  you  some  rhsrmes,  bat 
time  forbids.  1  promise  you  poetry  until  ysa 
are  tired  of  it,  next  time  I  have  the  hoooar  if 
assuring  you  how  truly  I  am,  &c. 


No.  CXL. 

FROM  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

S8M  JaHmmrp,  1790. 

Ik  some  instances  it  is  reckoned  unpardonaUt 
to  quote  any  one*s  own  words ;  but  the  valoe  I 
have  for  your  friendship,  nothing  can  more  tndf 
or  more  elegantly  expresa,  than 


*'  Time  but  the  impi 
As  streama  thdr  channela  deeper 


Having  written  to  you  twice  witlMWt  kcviif 


•  Tbebanft 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


H^ 


beard  from  700,  I  tm  apt  to  think  my  letters 
nave  miscarried.  My  conjecture  is  only  framed 
upon  the  chapter  of  accidents  turning  up  against 
me,  as  it  too  often  does,  in  the  trivial,  and  I 
may  with  truth  add,  the  more  important  aflkirs 
of  life  :  but  I  shall  continue  occasionally  to  in* 
form  you  what  is  going  on  among  the  circle  of 
jrour  fiends  in  these  parts.  In  these  days  of 
merriment,  I  have  frequently  heard  your  name 
proe/aimed  at  the  jovial  board — under  the  roof 
of  our  hospitable  friend  at  Stenhouse  Mills,  there 
were  ao 

'*  Lingering  moments  number*d  with  care.** 

I  saw  your  AcUhess  to  the  New-year  in  the 
Dumfries  Journal.  Of  your  productions  I  shall 
•ay  nothing,  but  my  acquaintance  allege  that 
when  your  name  it  mentioned,  which  every  man 
of  celebrity  must  know  often  happens,  I  am  the 
champion,  the  Mendoza,  against  all  snarling  cri- 
tica,  and  narrow-minded  reptiles,  of  whom  a  few 
on  this  planet  do  crawl. 

With  best  compliments  to  your  wife,  and  ber 
Uack  c\'ed  sister,  I  remain,  yours,  tec 


does  me  the  honour  to  mention  me  ao  kindly  la 
his  works,  please  give  him  ;ny  best  thanks  for 
the  copy  of  his  book — I  shall  write  him,  my  first 
leisure  honr.  I  like  his  poetry  much,  but  I 
think  his  style  in  prose  quite  astonishing. 


No.  CXLI. 
TO  MR,  PETER  HILL. 

EllUland,  Feb.  2.  1790. 

No !  I  will  not  say  one  word  about  apolo- 
gies or  excuses  for  not  writing — I  am  a  poor, 
rascally  gauger,  condemned  to  gallup  at  lea<4t 
200  miles  every  week  to  inspect  dirty  ponds 
and  yeasty  barrels,  and  where  can  I  find  time 
to  write  to,  or  Importance  to  interest  any  botly? 
The  upbraidiogs  of  my  conscience,  nay  the  up- 
braidings  of  my  wife,  have  persecuted  me  on 
your  account  the^e  two  or  three  months  past.— 
I  wish  to  God  I  was  a  great  man,  that  my  cor- 
respondence might  throw  light  upon  you,  to 
let  the  world  see  what  you  really  are  ;  and  then 
I  would  make  your  fortune,  without  putting  my 
hand  in  my  pocket  for  you,  whidi,  like  all  other 
great  men,  I  suppose  I  would  avoid  as  much  as 
pcMsible.  What  are  you  doing,  and  how  are  you 
doing  }  Have  you  lately  seen  any  of  my  few 
friends?  ^liat  is  become  of  the  boroi!OH 
RiroRM,  or  how  is  the  fate  of  my  poor  name- 
sake M.tdenioiKelle  Burns  decided  ?  O  man  ! 
but  for  thee  and  thy  selficih  appetites,  and  dis- 
honest artifices,  that  iK-auteous  form,  and  that 
once  innocent  and  still  ingenuous  mind  might 
have  shone  cunvplcMious  and  lovely  in  the  faith- 
ful wife,  and  the  affectionate  mother  j  and  shall 
the  unfortunate  sacrifice  to  thy  pleasures  have 
no  claim  on  thy  humanity ! 

I  saw  lately  in  a  Review,  some  extracts  from 
a  new  poem,  called  The  Village  Curate ;  send 
it  me.  I  want  likewise  a  cheap  copy  of  The 
Wurld.     Mr.  Armstrong,  the  young  poet,  who 


Your  book  came  safe,  and  I  am  going  to  trou- 
ble you  with  £u'ther  commissions.  I  call  it 
troubling  you — because  I  want  only,  books  ; 
the  cheapest  way,  the  best  \  so  you  may  have 
to  hunt  for  them  in  the  evening  auctiona.  I 
want  Smollett's  Works,  for  the  soke  of  his  in- 
comparable humour.  I  have  already  Roderick 
Random,  and  Humphrey  Clinker. — Peregrine 
Pickle,  Launcelot  Greaves,  and  Frederick,  Count 
Fathom,  I  still  want ;  but  as  I  said,  the  veriest 
ordinary  copies  will  serve  me.  I  am  nice  only 
in  the  appearance  of  my  poet*.  I  forget  the 
price  of  Cowpcr*s  Poems,  but,  I  believe,  I  must 
have  them.  I  saw  the  other  day,  proposals  for 
a  publication,  entitled,  **  Banks's  new  and  com- 
plet  Christian's  Family  Bible,**  printed  for  C 
Cooke,  Paternoster-row,  London. — He  promiaet 
at  least,  to  give  in  the  work,  I  think  it  is  three 
hundred  and  odd  engravings  to  which  he  has 
put  the  names  of  the  first  artists  in  London.*— « 
You  will  kuow  the  character  of  the  performance^ 
as  some  numbers  of  it  are  published ;  and  if  it 
is  really  what  it  pretends  to  be,  set  me  down 
as  a  subscriber,  and  send  me  the  published 
numbers. 

Let  me  hear  from  you,  your  first  leisure  xxa* 
nute,  and  tru-nt  me,  you  shall  in  future  have  no 
reason  to  complain  of  my  silence.  The  dazxling 
perplexity  of  novelty  will  dissipate  and  leave  ma 
to  pursue  my  course  in  the  quiet  path  of  ma* 
thodical  routine. 


No.  CXLIL 

TO  MR.  W.  NICOLL. 

MT  TEAR  SIR,  Etti'slandt  Feb.  9,  1790. 

That  d-mned    mare  of  yours   is   dead.     I 
would  freely  have  given  her  price  to  have  saved 


s  Perhaps  no  set  of  men  more efl^ctually  avail  thenfe 
selves  Of'  tne  easy  credulity  of  the  public,  th.in  a  cer. 
lain  description  of  Patem<«ter-row  bookseJIen.  Three 
hundred  and  odd  engravings  I— and  by  IheJIrtt  ctMs 
in  London,  too !  No  wonder  that  Bums  was  dasslcd 
by  the  splendour  of  the  promise,  it  i%  no  unusual 
thing  for  this  class  of  impiMtor^  to  iUuitrate  the  Hotjf 
Scriptures  by  plates  originally  engraved  f<ir  the  £/!#• 
iory  qf  England,  and  i  have  actually  seen  subjects  de. 
sigiied  by  our  celebrated  artisi  Stnthaid,  firom  Cfarissa 
Harlowe  and  the  NovelUVa  Ma^zinet  converted,  wiili 
incredible  dexterity,  by  thesv  BooRselling-Breslaws. 
into  Scrtptitra/  fmbeUUhmmtt  t  One  of  these  vendeik 
of  '  Kamiiy  Bibles'  lately  ivHed  on  me,  to  consult  me 
professionally,  about  a  folio  engraving  he  brought 
with  him.~it  represented  MoNs.  BurpoN,  seated, 
eontcmuUting  various  groups  of  aniinaU  that  sur. 
rounded  him  %  Fie  merely  wi»!icd,  he  said,  to  be  In 
formed,  whether  by  un/^oathing  the  Naturalist,  anA 
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her :  she  hu  rexed  me  beyond  deeeription.  In- 
debted M  I  was  to  your  goodneM  beyond  what 
I  can  ever  repay,  I  eagerly  grasped  at  your  of- 
fer to  have  the  mare  with  me.  That  I  might 
at  least  shew  my  readiness  in  willing  to  be 
grateful,  I  took  every  care  of  her  in  my  power. 
She  was  never  crossed  for  riding  above  half  a 
•core  of  times  by  me  or  in  my  keeping.  I  drew 
her  in  the  plough,  one  of  three,  for  one  poor 
week.  I  refused  fifty-five  shillings  for  her,  which 
was  the  highest  bode  I  could  squeeM  for  her. 
I  fed  her  up  and  had  her  in  fine  order  for  Dum- 
mies f*ir ;  when  four  or  five  da)rs  before  the  fair, 
«oe  was  seised  with  an  unaccountable  disorder 
in  the  sinews,  or  somewhere  in  the  bones  of  the 
neck  ;  with  a  weakness  or  total  want  of  power 
in  her  fillets,  and  in  short  the  whole  vertebra 
of  her  spine  seemed  to  be  diseased  and  unhinged, 
and  in  eight  and  forty  hnor^,  in  spite  of  the  two 
best  farriers  in  the  countrv,  she  died  iind  be 
d-mned  to  her  !  The  fiirriers  said  that  khe  liad 
been  quite  strained  in  the  fillets  beyond  cure  be- 
fixre  you  had  bought  her,  and  that  the  poor  de- 
vil, though  she  might  keep  a  little  flei^h,  had 
been  jaded  and  quite  worn  out  with  fiitigue  and 
oppression.  While  she  was  with  me,  she  whs 
under  my  own  ejre,  and  I  assure  you,  my  much 
valued  friend,  every  thing  was  done  for  her  that 
could  be  done ;  and  the  accident  has  vexed  me 
to  the  heart.  In  fact  I  could  not  pluck  up  itpi- 
fits  to  write  you,  on  account  of  the  unfortunate 
business. 

There  is  little  new  in  this  country.  Our  the. 
ttrical  company,  of  which  you  mui>t  have  heard, 
leave  us  in  a  week.  Their  merit  and  character 
are  indeed  very  great,  both  on  the  stage  and  io 
private  life;  not  a  worthless  creature  among 
them ;  and  their  encouragement  has  been  sc- 
cordingly.  Their  usual  run  is  from  eighteen 
to  twenty-five  pounds  a  night ;  seldom  les«  than 
the  one,  and  the  house  will  hold  no  more  than 
the  other.  There  have  been  repeated  inKtauees 
of  sending  away  six,  and  eight,  and  ten  piiuuds 
in  a  night  for  want  of  room.  A  new  theatre  is 
to  be  built  by  subscription  ;  the  first  stone  is  to 
be  laid  on  Friday  first  to  come.  *  Three  hun- 
dred guineas  have  been  rai^d  by  thirty  subacri- 
bers,  and  thirty  more  might  have  been  got  if 
wanted.  The  manager,  BIr.  Sutherland,  was 
introduced  to  me  by  a  friend  from  Ayr  ;  and  a 
worthier  or  cleverer  fiillow  I  have  rarely  met 
with.  Some  of  our  clergy  have  slipt  in  by 
stealth  now  and  then ;  )>ut  they  have  got  up  a 
fiiroe  of  their  own.  You  must  have  heard  how 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Lawton  of  Kirkmahoe,  seconded 
by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kirkpatrick  of  Dunscore, 
and  the  rest  of  that  faction,  have  accused  in  for- 
mal procexs,  the  unfortunate  and  Rev.  Mr.  He- 
ron of  Kirkgunxeon,  that  in  ordaining  Mr. 
Nelson  to  the  cure  of  souls  in  Kirkbean,  he, 
the   said    Heron,    foloniouidy   and    treasonably 


bound  the  said  Nelsoa  to  tht  wifaMioft  of  bith, 
to  far  as  it  wa»  agrteohk  to  nattm  €md  tkt 
word  of  GodI 

Mrs.  B.  begs  to  be  remembered  moat  gnie- 
fblly  to  you.  Little  Bobby  and  Frank  sfe 
charmingly  well  and  healthy.  I  am  jadt4  to 
death  wiUi  fatigue.  For  these  two  or  three 
months,  on  an  average,  I  have  w»t  ridden  less 
than  two  hundred  miles  per  week.  I  have 
done  little  in  the  poetic  way.  I  have  gtvea  Mr. 
Sutherland  two  Prologaes ;  one  of  whidi  wis 
delivered  last  week.  I  have  likewise  straag 
four  or  five  barbarous  staosaa,  to  the  tnoe  of 
Chevy  Chase,  by  way  of  Elqy  oa  yoar  poor  aa- 
fortunate  mare,  beginning,— 


**  Peg  NicholsoB  was  a  good  Bay-i 
(see/i.  77.) 


My  best  eompUments  to  Bfra.  NiooU,  and  lit- 
tle Neddy,  and  all  the  fiunily.  I  hope  Ned  ■ 
a  good  scholar,  and  will  coma  oot  to  gather  bbIi 
and  apples  with  me  next  harvest. 


gf  ring  him  a  rather  more  motuU  kwk.  the  plate  oouM 
not,  at  a  trifling  expcnac,  be  made  to  pais  for  *'  Da. 

MIBl.  IM  TNB  I.IONS*  DRN  T— <:B0MIK. 

•  On  FrUm^Jni  to 


No.  CXLIIL 

TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

EBidand,  ISM  PoUmtuy,  179a 
I  BKo  your  pardon,  my  dear  and  mndi  valacd 
friend,  for  writing  to  you  on  this  very  unfiMhioa- 
able,  unsightly  sheet— 


<( 


My  poverty  but  not  my  will  consents. 


•t 


But  tu  mske  amends,  since  nf  modish  post  I 
have  none,  except  one  poor  widowed  half  hbect 
of  gilt,  which  lies  in  my  drawer  aiuoi^  my  ple- 
beian foolscap  pages,  like  the  widow  of  a  aua 
of  foNhion,  whom  that  unpolite  scoundrel,  Ne> 
cemity,  has  driven  from  Burgundy  and  Pme- 
apple,  tu  a  diith  of  Bohea,  with  the  scandal- 
hejring  help-mate  of  a  village  priest ;  or  a  gba 
of  whisky* ttMldy,  with  the  ruby-nosed  yakc> 
fellow  of  a  fluut-padding  exciseman — I  OMke  a 
vow  to  enclose  this  sheet-full  of  epistolary  frag- 
ments in  that  my  only  scrap  of  gilt-paper. 

I  am  imieed  your  unworthy  debtor  for  three 
friendly  letters.  1  ought  to  have  written  Io  yo« 
lung  ere  now,  but  it  ia  a  literal  f^ct,  I  have 
scar4-ely  a  spsre  moment.  It  it  oot  that  I  rifl 
not  write  to  you ;  Miss  Burnet  is  not  more  dnr 
to  her  guardian  angel,  nor  his  grace  the  Duke 
of  .^— ^—  to  the  powers  of  ,  than  my 

friend  Cunningham  to  me.  It  is  out  that  I 
cannot  write  to  you ;  should  you  doubc  it,  take 
the  following  fragment  which  was  ioteaded  f« 
you  some  time  ago,  and  be  coavinced  that  1  eaa 
aniithuixt  sentiment,  and  cireumvo/aft  periodic 
as  well  as  any  coioer  of  phraae  io  the  ngMs  si 
philology 


CORRBSPONDBNCB. 
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MT  DKAE  CVNKINOHAM,         I>eeembery  1789. 

Where  tre  you  ?  And  vhat  are  jrou  doing  ? 
Can  you  be  that  son  of  levity,  who  takes  up  a 
Ihendship  aa  he  takes  up  a  fashion  ;  or  are  you, 
like  some  other  of  the  worthie«t  fellows  in  the 
world,  the  victim  of  indolence,  laden  with  fetters 
«f  ever-increasing  weight. 

What  strange  beings  we  are  I  Since  we  have 
a  portion  of  conscious  existence,  equally  capable 
•f  enjoying  pleasure,  bappinem,  and  rapture,  or 
«ff  sufl^ing  pain,  wretchedness,  and  misery,  it 
Jt  corely  worthy  of  an  inquiry,  whether  there 
be  not  *uch  a  thing  as  a  science  uf  life  ;  whether 
method,  economy,  and  fei-tility  of  expedients  be 
■nt  applicable  to  enjoyment ;  and  whether  there 
be  not  a  want  of  dexterity  in  pleasure,  which 
renders  our  littfe  scantling  of  happiness  still 
lem ;  and  a  profuseness,  an  intoxication  in  bliss 
which  leafls  to  satiety,  disgust,  and  self-abhor- 
reoce.  There  is  not  a  doubt  but  that  health, 
talents,  character,  decent  competency,  respecta- 
ble friends,  are  real  substantial  blessings ;  and 
yet  do  we  not  daily  see  those  who  enjoy  many 
or  all  of  these  good  things,  contrive,  notwith- 
standing, to  be  as  unhappy  as  others  to  whose 
lot  few  of  them  have  fallen.  I  believe  one  great 
source  of  this  mistake  or  misconduct  is  owing 
Co  a  certain  stimulus,  with  us  called  ambition, 
which  goads  us  up  the  hill  of  life,  not  as  we 
ascend  other  eminences,  for  the  laudable  curio- 
sity of  viewing  ati  extended  landscape,  but  ra- 
ther for  the  dishonest  pride  of  looking  down  on 
others  of  our  fellow-creatures,  seemingly  dimi- 
native,  in  humble  stations,  fcc.  &c. 


Stmdayy  \Ath  February,  1790. 
God  help  me  !   I  am  now  obliged  to  join 

**  Night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week.** 

If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  orthodox  faith  of 

theite  churches  I  am past  redemption, 

and  what   ii  worse,  ■  to  all  eternity.      I 

am  deeply  read  in  Bostttnt  Fourfold  State, 
MarihaU  on  Sanctification,  Gutherie't  Trial  of 
a  Saving  Interest,  ^fc.  but  "  There  is  no  balm 
■a  Gilead,  there  is  no  physician  there,"  fur  me ; 
so  I  shall  e'  en  turn  Armioian,  and  trust  to 
**  Sincere,  though  imperfect  obe<lienee." 


Tuesday,  \6th. 
Luckily  for  me  I  was  prevented  from  the 
discussion  of  the  knotty  point  at  which  I  had 
iuat  made  a  full  stop.  All  my  fears  and  cares 
are  of  this  world  :  if  there  is  another,  an  honest 
man  has  nothing  to  fear  from  it.  I  hate  a  man 
that  wishes  to  be  a  Deist,  but  I  fear,  every  ftur, 
unprejudiced  inquirer  must  in  some  degree  be  a 
sceptic.  It  is  not  that  there  are  any  very  stag- 
gering arguments  against  the   immortality  of 


man ;  but  like  electricity,  phli^iston,  Sec  the 
subject  is  so  involved  in  darkness  that  we  want 
data  to  go  upon.  One  thing  frightens  roe  much  ; 
that  we  are  to  live  fur  ever,  seems  too  gnod  newt 
to  be  true.  That  we  are  to  enter  into  a  new 
scene  of  existence,  where,  exempt  from  want 
and  pain,  we  shall  enjoy  ourselves  and  our  friends 
without  satiety  w  separation — how  much  should 
I  be  indebted  to  any  one  who  could  fully  assure 
me  that  this  was  certain  ! 


My  time  is  once  more  expired.  I  will  write 
to  Mr.  Cleghorn  soon.  God  bless  him  and  all 
his  concerns  !  And  may  all  the  powers  that  pre- 
side over  conviviality  and  friendship,  be  present 
with  all  their  kindest  influence,  when  the  bearer 
of  this,  Mr.  Syme,  and  you  meet !  I  wish  I 
could  also  make  one. — I  think  we  should  be     • 

•  •  •  • 

Finally,  brethren,  farewell !  \\liatsoever 
things  are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  gentle, 
whatsoever  things  are  charitable,  whatsoever 
things  are  kind,  think  on  these  things,  and 
think  on  ROBERT  BURNS. 


No.  CXLIV. 
TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

EUitland,  2d  Marcfi,  1790. 

At  a  late  meeting  of  the  Monkland  Friendly 
Society,  it  was  resolved  to  augment  their  libra- 
ry by  the  following  books,  which  you  are  to 
send  us  as  soon  as  possible  : —  The  Mirror,  The 
Louuyer,  Man  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  Wjrld, 
( th&ie  for  my  own  sake  I  wish  to  have  by  the 
first  currier)  Knox's  History  of  the  Reforma- 
tion :  liae's  Histry  of  the  Htbeliion  in  1715; 
any  good  History  nf  the  Rtbellion  in  17^5; 
A  Display  of  the  Siecession  Act  and  Testimo- 
ny, by  Mr,  (iiBB  ;  Herpcy*t  Meditations  ;  Bt- 
teridye's  Thoughts  ;  and  another  copy  of  Wat- 
son's Body  of  Divinity, 

I  wrote  to  Mr.  A.  Misterton  three  or  (bar 
months  ago,  to  pay  some  money  he  owed  me 
into  your  bauds,  and  lately  I  wrote  to  you  to 
the  same  purpose,  but  I  have  heard  from  nei- 
ther one  nor  other  of  you. 

In  addition  to  the  books  I  commissioned  in 
my  last,  I  want  very  much.  An  Index  to  the 
Excise  Laws,  or  an  abridgment  of  all  the  Sta- 
tutes now  in  force,  relative  to  the  Excise,  by 
Jellinger  Symons  :  I  want  three  copies  of  this 
book  ;  if  it  is  now  to  be  had,  cheap  or  dear,  get 
it  fur  me.  An  honest  country  neighbour  of 
mine  wants,  too,  A  Family  Btble,  the  larger 
the  betteri  but  second -handed,  for  he  does  not 
choose  to  give  shove  ten  shillings  for  the  book. 
I  want  likewise  for  myself,  as  you  can  pick 
them  up,  second-handed   or  cheap,  copies  of 
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OhM^w  J>ramaiie  TToiif,  Ben  Jonsom% 
Jhyden*»t  Ccmgrer^\  Wycheriey\  Vanbrugh*; 
Cihher*»^  or  any  Dramatic  WorMi  of  the  more 
modern — Maekiin,  Garrick,  Foote^  Colnuxn,  or 
Sheridan.  A  good  copy  too  of  Moliere,  in 
French,  I  much  wtnt  Any  other  good  dra- 
matic authors  in  that  language  I  nrant  alio ; 
but  comic  authors  chiefly,  though  I  should  wish 
to  have  Racine,  CorneiUe,  and  Vottaire  too. 
I  am  in  no  hurry  for  all,  or  any  of  these,  but  if 
you  accidentally  meet  with  &em  very  cheap, 
get  them  for  me. 

And  nuw,  to  quit  the  dry  walk  of  busineM, 
how  do  yoa  do,  my  dear  friend  ?  and  how  is 
Mr*.  Hill  ?  I  trust  if  now  and  then  not  so  ele- 
gantly bandiiome,  at  least  as  amiable,  and  sings 
as  divinely  as  ever.  My  good- wife  too  has  a 
charming  **  wood-note  wild  ;'*  now  could  we 
four 


1  am  out  of  all  patience  with  this  vile  world, 
for  one  thing.  Mankind  are  by  nature  benevo- 
Wnt  creatures  ;  except  in  a  few  scoundrelly  in- 
stances, I  do  not  think  that  avarice  of  the  giMid 
things  wc  chincie  to  have,  U  born  with  us  ;  but 
we  are  placifl  here  amid  so  much  nakedness,  and 
hunger,  and  poverty,  and  want,  that  we  are  un- 
der a  cursed  ntf(:i*s8ity  uf  studying  ^elli»hne«■M,  in 
order  thiit  wu  may  kxist  !  Still  there  are,  in 
every  age,  a  few  souls,  that  all  the  wants  and 
woes  of  life  cannot  debase  tu  selfishness,  or  even 
to  the  nece»^-iiy  alloy  of  caution  and  prudence. 
If  ever  I  am  in  danger  of  vanity,  it  is  when  I 
contentplate  myself  on  this  side  of  my  disposi- 
tion aud  character.  Ciml  knows  I  am  no  saint ; 
I  have  a  whole  host  of  follies  and  sins  to  answer 
for  ;  but  if  I  could,  and  I  believe  I  do  it  as  far 
o  I  can,  F  woukl  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all 
«yca.     Adieu  I 


No.  CXLV. 

PnOM  WILLIAM  Bf]RN5;,  THE  POETS 
UKOTHER. 

London,  2Ut  March,  1790. 
biAR  BROTiian, 

I  HAVE  Urn  here  three  weeks  come  Tuesdiy, 
and  would  have  written  you  soouer,  but  was  not 
si}ttle«l  in  a  pla(*e  of  work. — We  were  ten  da)-s 
on  ntir  passage  from  Shields  ;  the  weather  being 
cairn  1  was  not  sick,  except  one  day  when  it 
blew  pretty  hard.  I  gut  into  work  the  Friday 
after  1  came  tn  town,  I  wrought  there  only 
eight  days  their  job  living  done.  I  got  work 
again  in  a  shop  in  the  Strand,  the  next  day  af- 
ter I  left  my  former  uia>ter.  It  is  only  a  tem- 
porary place,  but  I  expect  to  be  settleil  soon  in 
•  shou  to  my  mind,  although  it  will  be  a  harder 
Uik  than  1  at  first  imaguied,  for  tlufre  are  such 


ffirtmit  of  tttA  liandf  jwt  eone  ham  tf«  tmrn^ 
try  that  the  town  ia  quite  orentoeked,  and  ex- 
cept one  is  a  parucularly  good  workman,  (whi^ 
you  know  I  am  not,  nor  I  am  afraid  ever  wiB 
be),  it  is  hard  to  get  a  place  :  However,  I  don't 
yet  despair  to  bring  up  my  lee-way,  and  shall 
endeavour  if  possible  to  sail  within  three  or  four 
points  of  the  wind.  The  encouragement  here  is 
not  what  I  expected,  wage*  bein^^  very  k)w  in 
proportion  to  the  expense  of  living,  but  yet,  if  1 
can  only  lay  by  the  money  that  is  spent  by 
others  in  my  situation  in  dissipati<m  and  riot,  1 
expect  s(x>n  to  return  yo<i  the  money  1  borrowed 
of  you  and  live  comfortably  besidem. 

In  the  mean  time  1  wish  you  would  send  up 
all  my  be«t  linen  shirts  to  Loudon,  which  you 
may  easily  do  by  sending  them  to  some  of  your 
Eldinburgti  friends,  to  be  shipped  from  Lcalk. 
Some  of  them  ore  too  little  ;  don*t  send  u>y  but 
what  are  good,  and  I  wish  one  of  my  sislBri 
could  find  as  much  time  as  to  trim  my  vhirts  ol 
the  breast,  for  there  is  no  such  thing  to  be-seeu 
here  as  a  plain  shirt,  even  for  wearing,  which  is 
what  I  want  these  for.  I  mean  to  get  one  er 
two  new  shirts  here  for  Sundays,  but  1  aanit 
you  tliat  linen  here  is  a  very  expensive  arucki 
I  am  goinf;  to  write  to  Gilbert  to  send  mcau 
Ayrshire  cheese  ;  if  he  can  spare  it  he  will  send 
it  to  you,  aud  you  may  semi  it  with  tbr  shirts, 
but  1  expect  to  hear  from  you  before  that  timob 
The  cheese  1  could  get  here ;  but  I  will  have  a 
pride  in  enting  Ayn»hire  cheese  in  Losidon,  and 
the  expense  of  sending  it  will  be  little,  ae  you 
are  sending  the  shirts  any  how. 

I  write  this  by  J.  Stevenson,  in  his  lodgings, 
while  he  ia  wiitiug  to  Gilliert.  He  is  well  and 
hearty,  which  is  a  blessing  to  me  a»  well  *%  te 
him  :  We  were  at  Cuvent  Garden  chaptrl  this 
forenoon,  to  hear  the  Calf  preach  ;  be  ia  gnnru 
very  fat,  and  is  as  boisterous  m  ever.*  There 
is  a  whole  colony  of  Kilmarnock  people  here,  so 
we  don't  want  fur  acquaintance. 

Remember  me  to  my  sisters  and  all  the  b^ 
mily.  I  shall  give  you  all  the  obaenrations  I 
have  made  on  London  in  my  next,  when  I  shall 
have  seen  more  of  it. 

I  am,  dear  Brother,  youru,  Itc 

W.  & 


No.  CXLVL 

TO  MRS,  DUNLOP. 

EWthtHd,  \Oth  ^prU,  IV90. 
I  iiAVK  just  now,  my  evei -honoured  friend 
enjoyed  a  very  high  luxury,  in  reading  a  ppa 
of  the  Lounger,  You  know  my  natioual  p>» 
judicea.  1  had  often  read  and  admired  the  Spet- 
tatnrf  Adventurer,  Rambler,  and  World;  but 
still  with  a  certain  regret,  that  they 

•  rUrlVMtkal  Address  to  the  CWC 
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lliofftraghlf  and  entirely  Englbb.  Alai  f  htve  I 
often  said  to  mytelf,  what  are  til  the  boasted  td- 
▼intage*  which  my  country  reape  firom  the 
Union,  that  can  couoterbalanee  the  annihilation 
of  her  independence,  and  even  her  very  name  ! 
I  often  repeat  that  couplet  of  my  favourite  poet, 
Goldtmitlv— 


States  of  native  liberty  poaiest. 


Though  very  poor,  may  yet  be  very  bleat.*' 

Nothii^  can  reconcile  me  to  the  common 
temn,  ^  English  ambamador,  English  court," 
Ice.  And  I  am  out  of  all  patience  to  see  that 
equivocal  character,  Hastinga,  impeached  by 
**  the  Commons  of  England.'*  Tell  me,  my 
friend,  is  this  weak  prejudice  ?  I  believe  in  my 
conscience  such  ideas,  asi,  **  my  country  ;  her 
independence  ;  her  honour ;  the  illustrious 
names  that  mark  the  history  of  my  native 
land,**  Ice — I  believe  the«c,  anions  your  men  of 
the  teorld — men  who  in  f^ct  guide  for  the  most 
put  and  govern  our  world,  are  lookefl  on  as  so 
many  modificttions  i)f  wroti^^hfddedne^s.  They 
know  the  use  of  baw1in<(  out  such  terms,  to 
rouse  or  lead  the  babbi.k  ;  hut  fur  their  own 
private  utte,  with  almoxt  all  the  aMe  statesmen 
that  ever  eii^ted,  or  now  exi^t,  when  they  talk 
of  right  and  wrong,  tliey  only  mean  proper  and 
impntper  ;  and  their  measure  of  conduct  is,  not 
what  they  ought,  hot  what  they  dark.  For 
the  truth  of  this  I  shall  not  ran^ek  the  history 
of  nations,  but  appeal  to  one  of  the  ablest  judges 
of  men,  and  himwlf  one  of  the  ablest  men  that 
ever  lived — the  celebrated  E^rl  of  Chesterfield. 
la  fact,  a  man  who  could  thoroughly  controul 
his  vices  whenever  they  interfered  with  his  in- 
terest, and  who  could  completely  put  on  the  ap- 
pearattce  of  every  virtue  as  often  as  it  8uite<l  his 
purposes,  is,  on  the  Stanhopian  plan,  the  perfect 
snan  ;  a  man  to  lead  nations.  But  are  great 
abilities,  complete  without  a  flaw,  and  polished 
without  a  blemish,  the  standard  of  human  ex- 
cellence ?  This  is  certainly  the  staunch  opinion 
of  men  of  the  world ;  but  I  call  on  honour,  vir- 
tue, and  worth,  to  give  the  Stygian  doctrine  a 
loud  negative  I  However,  this  must  be  allowed, 
that,  if  yun  abstract  from  man  the  idea  of  an 
existence  beyond  the  grave,  then,  the  true  mea- 
aure  of  human  conduct  is  proper  and  improper: 
Virtue  and  vice,  aa  dispositions  of  the  heart,  are 
in  that  case,  of  scarcely  the  import  and  value  to 
the  world  at  large,  as  harmony  and  discord  in 
the  modifications  of  sound ;  and  a  delicate  sense 
of  honour,  like  a  nice  ear  for  music,  though  it 
may  sometimes  give  the  possessur  an  ecstasy  un- 
known to  the  coarser  organs  of  the  herfl,  yet, 
considering  the  harsh  gratings,  and  inharmonic 
jara,  in  this  ill-tuned  vtate  of  being,  it  is  odds 
but  the  individual  would  be  as  happy,  and  cer- 
tainly would  be  as  much  respected  by  the  true 
judges  of  society,  as  it  would  then  stand,  jrith-  ' 
out  either  a  good  ear  or  a  good  heart.  I 

You  must  know    I  have  just  met  with  the 
diirror  and  J  ommger  fm  the  first  timey  and  I , 


am  quite  in  raptures  with  them  :  1  should  be 
glad  to  have  your  opinion  of  some  of  the  papers. 
The  one  I  have  just  read.  Lounger ^  No.  61, 
has  cost  me  more  honest  tears  than  any  thinff 
I  have  read  of  a  long  time.  M*Kenzie  has  becA 
called  the  Addison  of  the  Scots,  and  in  my 
opinion,  Addiran  would  not  be  hurt  at  the  com- 
parison. If  he  has  not  Addison's  exquisite  hu- 
mour, he  as  certainly  outdoes  him  in  the  tender 
and  the  pathetic  His  Man  of  PetUng  (but  I 
am  not  counsel-learned  in  the  laws  of  criticism), 
I  estimate  as  the  first  perfornumce  in  its  kind  I 
ever  saw.  From  what  books,  moral  or  even 
pious,  will  the  susceptible  young  mind  receive 
impressions  more  congenial  to  humanity  and 
kindness,  generosity  and  benevolence  ;  in  short, 
more  of  aU  that  ennobles  the  soul  to  herself,  or 
endears  her  to  others — than  firom  the  simple  af- 
fecting tale  of  poor  Harley. 

Still,  with  all  my  admiration  of  M'Kenrie*a 
writings  I  do  not  know  if  they  are  the  fittest 
reading  for  a  young  man  who  is  about  to  set 
out,  as  the  phrase  is,  to  make  his  way  into  life. 
Do  not  you  think,  Madam,  that  among  the  few 
favoured  of  Heaven  in  the  structure  of  their 
minds  (for  such  there  certainly  are),  there  may 
be  a  purity,  a  tenderness,  a  dignity,  an  elegance 
of  soul,  which  are  of  no  use,  nay,  in  some  d^ 
gree,  absolutely  disqualifying  for  the  truly  im- 
portant businctM  of  making  a  man*s  way  into 
life.     If  I  am  not  much  mistaken,  my  gallant 

young  friend,    A ,  is  very  much  under 

these  dii»qua]ificatitins ;  and  for  the  young  fie- 
males  of  a  family  I  could  mention,  well  may 
they  excite  parental  solicitude,  for  I,  a  common 
acquaintance,  or  as  my  vanity  will  have  it,  an 
humble  friend,  have  often  trembled  for  a  turn  of 
mind  which  may  render  them  eminently  huppy 
— or  peculiarly  miserable  ! 

I  have  been  manufacturing  some  verses  late- 
ly ;  but  as  I  have  gut  the  most  hurried  season 
oi  excise  business  over,  I  hope  to  have  more  lei- 
sore  to  transcribe  any  thing  that  may  show  how 
much  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Madam,  yoar% 
Ice 


No.  CXLVn. 

FROM  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Edinburgh,  2btk  May,  )79a 

MT  DXAE  aORKS, 

I  AM  much  indebted  to  you  for  your  last 
friendly,  elegant  epistle,  and  it  shall  make  a 
part  of  the  vanity  of  my  composition,  to  retain 
your  correspondence  through  life.  It  was  re- 
markable your  introducing  the  name  of  Misi 
Burnet,  at  a  time  when  she  was  in  such  ill 
health  ;  and  I  am  sure  it  will  grieve  your  gen- 
tle heart,  to  hear  of  her  being  in  the  latt  stage 
of  a  consumption.    Alas  !  that  so  much  beauty, 

innooenise^  and  virtue,  aLould  bo  nipt  In  tho 
V« 
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bud.  Here  was  the  smile  of  cheerfulness  of 
sensibility,  not  of  tllurement ;  and  her  elegance 
of  manners  corresponded  with  the  purity  and 
elevation  of  her  mind. 

How  does  your  friendly  mase  ?  I  am  sure 
she  still  retains  her  affection  for  you,  and  that 
you  have  many  of  her  £ivours  in  ]rour  posses- 
sion, which  I  have  not  seen.  I  weary  much  to 
hear  from  you. 


I  beseech  you  do  not  forget  me. 


I  most  sincerely  hope  all  your  concerns  in 
life  prosper,  and  that  your  roof -tree  enjoys  the 
blessin((  of  good  health.  All  your  friends  here 
are  well,  among  whom,  and  not  the  least,  is  your 
acquaintance,  G^horn.     As  for  myself,  I  am 

well,  as  far  as will  let  a 

man  be ;  but  with  these  I  am  happy. 


When  you  meet  with  my  rery  agreeable  friend 
J.  Syme,  give  him  for  me  a  hearty  squeese,  and 
bid,  God  bless  him. 

Is  there  any  probability  of  your  being  soon  in 
Edinburgh  ? 


No.  CXLVIIL 
TO  DR.  MOORE. 
Dumfries,  Exeiee- Office,  \Uh  July,  1790. 

•IE, 

Coming  into  town  this  morning,  to  attend 
my  duty  in  this  office,  it  being  collection-day,  I 
met  with  a  gentleman  who  tells  uie  he  is  on  his 
way  to  London  ;  so  I  take  the  opportunity  of 
writing  to  you,  as  franking  is  at  present  under 
a  temporar)'  death.  I  shall  have  Nome  snatches 
of  leisure  through  the  day,  amid  our  horrid  bu- 
siness and  bustle,  and  I  shall  improve  them  as 
well  as  I  can  ;  but  let  my  letter  be  as  stupid  as 
.  .  ...  .,  as  miscellaneous  as  a  news- 
paper, as  short  as  a  hungry  grace-before-meat, 
or  as  long  as  a  law-paper  in  the  Douglas*  cause ; 
as  ill-spelt  as  country  John's  billet-doux,  or  as 
unsightly  a  scrawl  as  Betty  Byremucker*s  an-  I 
swer  to  it ;  I  hope,  considering  circumstances,  ' 
you  will  forgive  it ;  and  as  it  will  put  you  to  no 
expense  of  postage,  I  shall  have  the  less  reflec- 
tion about  it.  I 

I  am  sadly  ungrateful  in  not  returning  you 
my  thanks  for  your  most  valuable  preM.>nt,  ^- 
lueo.  In  fact,  you  are  in  sonic  degree  blameable 
for  niy  neglect.  You  were  pleased  to  express  a 
wish  for  my  opinion  of  the  work,  which  so  flat- 
tered me,  that  nothing  less  would  serve  my 
over-weening  fiuicy,  than  a  formal  criticiam  oo 


the  book.  In  foct,  I  have  gniTely  plained  » 
comparative  view  of  you,  Fidding,  Richardsea, 
ind  Smollett,  in  ]rour  diffnvot  qualities  and  me- 
rits as  novel-writers.  This,  I  own,  betrays  oiy 
ritliculoiis  vanity,  and  I  may  probably  never 
bring  the  business  to  beer  ;  bat  I  am  fond  si 
the  spiiit  young  Elihu  sho%rs  in  the  book  af 
Job — **  And  I  said,  I  will  also  declare  my  o^. 
nion.**  I  have  quite  disfigured  my  copy  uf  dw 
book  with  my  anootationa.  I  never  take  it  wf 
without  at  the  same  time  taking  my  pencil 
and  marking  with  asterisks  pareotlhesis.  Ice. 
wherever  I  meet  with  an  original  thought,  a 
nervoua  remark  on  life  and  manners,  a  reaurk> 
ably  well-turned  period,  or  a  character  sketckei 
with  uncommon  precision. 

Though  I  shall  hardly  think  of  £iir)y  writia| 
out  my  **  Comparative  View,**  I  thmll  certaialy 
trouble  you  with  my  remarka,  such  as  they  an 
I  have  juiit  received  from  my  gentleman,  tkat 
horrid  summons  in  the  book  of  Revelataoos^ 
**  That  time  shall  be  no  more  !** 

The  little  collection  of  sonnets  have  seat 
charming  poetry  in  them.  If  indeed  I  am  i»> 
dieted  to  the  feir  author  for  the  book,  and  aolp 
as  I  rather  suspect,  to  a  celebrated  author  rf 
the  other  sex,  I  should  oertainljr  have  written  Is 
the  lady,  with  my  grateful 
and  my  own  ideas  of  the  oomparatiTe 
of  her  pieoea.  I  wovld  do  this  last,  not  ktm 
any  vanity  of  thinking  that  my  rcmaHB  eeeU 
be  of  much  conaeqoeoee  to  Mrs.  Smith,  bil 
merely  from  my  own  feelings  ae  «a  mnthor,  d»- 
iag  as  I  wottU  be  done  by. 


No.  CXLIX. 
TO  MR.  MURDOCH, 

TKACHBR  or  rUXKCH,  LOMDOK. 

MT  OKAE  aia,        EUUland,  Jmig  16,  1790. 

I  EKCXivso  a  letter  from  you  a  long  time 
ago,  but  unfwtttnately  as  it  was  in  the  tiase  ei 
my  per^rinations  and  joumeyings  through  S 
land,  I  mislaid  or  lost  it,  and  by  coitocqi 
your  direction  along  with  it.  LuckUy  my  gesd 
star  brought  me  acquainted  with  Mr.  Kennedy, 
who,  I  understand,  is  an  aoqoaintanoe  of  yeuis : 
and  by  his  means  and  mediation  I  hope  to  re- 
place that  link  which  my  enfortnaate  Mgb- 
gence  had  so  unluckily  broke  in  the  chaia  of 
our  correspondence.  I  was  the  more  vexed  al 
the  vile  accident,  as  my  brother  William,  a  joar- 
neyman  saddler,  has  been  for  some  time  ia  Lon- 
don ;  and  wished  above  all  things  for  yoar  di- 
rection, that  he  m^ht  have  paid  his  napeds  la 
his  FATHKa's  raiKMU. 

His  last  address  he  sent  me  waa,  **  Wm. 
Burns,  at  Mr.  Barbrr'a.  Saddler,  No.  101. 
Strand  "  1  write  him  by  Mr.  Kennedy,  bat 
neglected  to  ask  him  for  your  ad^rasa;  w^djm 


iad  ■  >pm  half  mbair,   p 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

let  Di>  hralhrr 


7H,  tad  Ihi  pmr  icUow  wilJ  joyliill]'  wait  oa 
fDu,  «■  one  of  ike  fev  •unriviag  fricmb  of  tba 
Hiu  tIhh  umc,   lod  Chriitiu  nuw  Uo,  be 


opfr  I  have  miKh  hi  beJJ  jrou  of  '^  bur-br 
'■capo  in  th'  iinmiDCDt  deadly  bnacb," 
■U  thf  tvathi  hiiUi;  of  a  life,  tbt  nrlf 
of  vhlth  Qwtii  to  much  to  ytna  kind  LuId 
but  thii  al  an  hour  of  \tuan.  Uy  kindai 
eompliiDtnti  Eo  Mn.  Murdoch  and  family. 


unliUeil  taUHBdllnbra 
I  aiKka  and  Infonnuins  >» 

vnipaDJcd  bf  the  ftoUowiof 


gats- 


No.  CL. 

TO  MRS.  DITNLOP. 

Diaa  HtDAH,  sal  ^-^Kri;  1790. 

Arrak  a  long  day'i  toil,  pllguci  and  can,  I 

haTe  delayfid  it  »f  long  ?  It  wai  oviog  to  hunr, 
ijidolciKe.  and  £fty  oihtr  thiogt ;  in  akort,  to 
anjF  thing — but  forgrtfqJMn  of  la  pUt  aimaNt 
di  »■  iin.    By  the  byr,  you  an  indebted  your 

at  I  pay  it  fnmi  «neerc  conviction  of  ica  troth 
— a  quality  rither  rare  in  cnmptinientt  of  thtN 
grioning,  bowtog,  •craping  timo. 

Well,  I  hope  wntii^  to  yo.,  «il1  tut  a  little 
my  ireuliled  mul.  Sorely  baa  jl  been  bniiied 
to-diy!    A  ei-dcraot  fnend  of  miK,  aitd  anin- 

gtrouily  ere  it  core.    He  haa  voanded  my  pride ! 


md  putinilailr  -ItJi  ^iSkV. 
u  her  In  the  liioH  rnemUy  manner,  vhtn  you  He  hat. 


tofether  Air  abnil  twomlla,  loIhchouKot  prajm,  no  cm**™  bime  to  nhort  ftm  lalllial  duty,  and 
there  HiMMy  la  adora  and  pnlii  <h«  CItar  of  all  to  uH  your  united  eiHlaioun  in  nndeiinf  ibe  ee»- 
■oad.  f  enlenaln  ananlnilhont.  Diallofelhervaihall  InioT  llftiaajnirartableiipaHibletoainottiai.  whs 
'•renav  the  (InTiDin  Ihtme  In  iliilani  woiMi.'  •Ilh  !  hs  drdimal  to  Erxia  paitof  II  hi  pionotiug  youi 
povenmntt  adequate  la  ihennghcyubjrci,  tea  ii-   Mmjioral  and  iplTUoal  •elbn. 


IroOwr  aaa  IIL     Being  ent^ad  In  boiiiiaa  till  L>lr 

hid  tboughl  of  Ihree  or  fHir , 

ecqualmanie.  lo  rmr  or  otlier  of  wlioni  1  ntl^l  apply 
Iteadilce,  prarlded  It  should  be  HctAwy.   Butwhai 

I.«lloUr.Barbei-..laia;(>— - ' ■ 

bcart-Wi  ErieT,  I  rounJ  ihal  my 
Saturday.  Uii  an  eredailinf  bn 
IMDr>.~lt  war  about  a  fbnnigh 

an  my  ibop  to  buy  loniethlni' 


■pd  enoiuraf  injt  Uitati  i  antklptted  a  deid  of  ra 


'elter.    Be  pulicutii  aboui   toui 


eir  a  deal  of  hipplnoi  In  the  egn. 
tar  youDf  Irleadg  but  my  pmitae* 


the  pbilanihr 


tiodi  anu  oupea     They  arv  lo  aJmoal  B]wayi 
I.  (nay,  ivrlaidly},  Ibr  o^jr  fond.    Were  It  n 
lor  dUaHHunud  hopea  we  could  hardly  ipend  a  tfaooi 


r'rtngajaln.     PoocWIUlaml 
viaour  of  youtll,  nuf  ht  ■  pi^ 

rw  ^ya,  aa  real  chief  mobmer, 
to  ttia  IbihI  of  forielfulDaa. 
JOHN  V 


ef  a  foed  dlipoaUloo, 


■aw 
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No.  CLL 

TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

EUUland,  Sth  JnguH,  1790. 

FoRGiTK  me  mj  ooce  dear,  aikd  ever  dear 
friend,  my  weming  negligence.  You  cannot 
•it  down,  and  fancy  the  buty  life  I  lead. 

I  laid  down  my  gooee  feather  to  beat  my 
brains  for  an  apt  simile,  and  had  some  thoughts 
of  a  country  grannam  at  a  £iimily  christening : 
a  bride  on  the  market-day  before  her  marriage  ; 


a  tavern-keeper  at  an  election  dinner ;  See.  &c. 
—but  the  resemblance  that  hits  my  fancy  best 
is,  that  blackguard  miscreant,  Satan,  who  roams 
about  like  a  roaring  lion,  seeking,  narching 
whom  he  may  devour.  However,  tossed  about 
as  I  sm,  if  I  choose  (and  who  would  not  choose) 
to  bind  down  with  the  crampets  of  atteiition, 
the  brazen  foundation  of  integrity,  I  may  rear 
op  the  superstructure  uf  Independence,  and  from 
its  daring  turrets,  bid  defiance  to  the  storms  of 
£ite.  And  is  not  this  a  **  consummation  de- 
voutly to  be  wished  ?** 

*'  Thy  spirit,  Independence,  let  me  share ; 

Lord  of  the  lion- heart,  and  eagle  •eye! 
Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare, 

Nor  heed  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky  *** 

Are  not  these  noble  verses  ?  They  are  the  in- 
troduction of  SmoUetCi  Ode  to  Independence  : 
If  you  have  not  seen  the  poem,  I  will  send  it  to 
you.  How  wretched  is  the  man  that  hangs  on 
by  the  favours  of  the  great.  To  shrink  from 
every  dignity  of  man,  at  the  approach  of  a  lord- 
ly piece  uf  iwlf-connequence,  who,  amid  all  his 
tinsel  glitter,  and  stately  hauteur,  is  but  a  crea* 
ture  formed  as  thou  art — and  perhaps  not  so 
well  formed  as  thou  art— came  into  the  world 
a  puling  infant  as  thou  didst,  and  must  go  out 
of  it  o  all  men  must,  a  naked  corse*. 


N0.CLIL 

FROM  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

EdinbwrgK  \ti  September,  1790. 
How  does  my  dear  friend  ? — much  I  languish 

to  hear. 
His  fortune,  relations,  and  all  that  are  dear ; 


•  The  ivreeeding  letter  e«  plains  the  frelingt  under 
which  this  was  written.  The  ttniio  of  iodiimant  in. 
veetivs  «wi  on  acme  time  Imwer  In  the  iiyle  which 
our  bard  wai  too  apt  to  hxiu%e,  and  ol  whkh  the 
''     has  already  seoo  somudi.  1 


With  lore  of  the  Motes  so  atroiigly  slfll  ntttea, 
I  meant  diis  epistle  in  verse  to  have  writta ; 
But  from  age  and  infirmity,  indolcBee  flow% 
And  this,  much  I  fear,  will  restore  me  to  prosb 
Anon  to  my  business  I  wish  to  proceed, 
Dr.  Anderson  guides  and  provokes  ne  to  spee^ 
A  msn  of  integrity,  genius  and  worth. 
Who  soon  a  performance  intends  to  set  fcrth ; 
A  work  miscellaneous,  extensive,  and  frec^ 
Which  will  weekly  appear,  by  the  name  of  dtt 

Bee, 
Of  this  firom  himself  I  enckiee  yon  m  pbii. 
And  hope  you  will  give  what  sssieTsnce  yoo  en 
Entangled  with  business,  sod  haunted  with  care, 
In  which  more  or  less  human  nature  mustshan^ 
Some  moments  of  leisure  the  Munes  win  deim, 
A  sacrifice  due  to  amusement  and  fitme. 
The  Bee,  which  sucks  hosiey  from  ev*ry  gsf 

bloom, 
With  some  rays  of  your  genius  ber  work  ai^ 

illume, 
Whibt  the  flower  whence  her  hooey  apontne- 

ously  flows. 
As  firagrantly  smells,  and  as  vig*rously  gnnrk 

Now  with  kind  gratulations  'tis  time  to  eoo- 

clude. 
And  add,  your  promotion  is  here  noderstoed; 
Thus  free  from  the  servile  employ  of  excise,  Sr, 
We  hope  soon  to  hear  you  commence  soperrisor ; 
You  then  more  at  leixure,  and  free  from 
May  indulge  the  strong  psssion  that 

your  soul. 
But  I,  feeble  I,  must  to  nature  give  way ; 
Devoted  cold  death's  and  longevity's  prey. 
From  verses  tho'  Unguid  my  thoughts  most  ■ 

bend, 
Tho*  still  I  remain  your  afiixtionate  fHead, 

THO.  BLACKLOCK. 


N0.CUIL 

xxTEAcr  or  a  lkttxe 

FROM  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Edinlmtyh,  14M  October,  1790. 

I  LATXLT  received  a  letter  from  our  fricad 

B  — , — what  a  charming  fellow  lo»t  to 

•ociety — born  to  great  expectations — with  so- 
pcrior  abilities,  a  pure  heart  and  untainted  mo- 
rals, his  6kte  in  life  has  been  hard  indeed— «rill 
1  am  persuaded  he  is  happy  ;  not  like  the  gal. 
lant,  the  gay  Lothario,  but  in  the  simplicity  ei 
rural  enjoyment,  unmixed  with  regret  at  thers- 
membriJioe  of  **  the  days  of  other  years.** 

I  saw  Mr.  Dunbar  put,  under  the  cover  of 
your  newspaper,  Mr.  ^ood*a  Poem  00  Then- 
son.  This  poem  has  sogge«tcd  aa  idea  to  mm 
which  you  alone  are  capable  to  execute:— a 
song  adapted  to  eoc4  season  o(  the  yrer.  TW 
task  b  difficult,  but  the  theme  ia  c 
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t-mad  Hog. 

/farrcf 

Jlim,.     At. 

»  lUiilhfr  iptrM  DO 

riBl)',  i-ou 

lh«  h>II  of  P> 

h.  your  pock. 

for  .». 

(*Mi«ni,  if  I  be  rurte. 

D«Dt,    chutiK 

But  if  you  bl 

sil  all  in 

w.^o«j; 

OBt  QH  grai 

of  iniincerit)',  tht 

FuthftUf 

«id,k<:. 

No.  CLIT. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP, 

November.  1730. 


cold  vati 


ounRy." 


rf  poo-i  HI 


h  I  haTa 


tiled.    In  II 


I   mint  cordiiily  obty  ihg  »poill» — "  Rpji 
with  thmi  tfaai  do  fEJolce" — for  me  to  ling 

C'a  DO  new  thiujt;  hot  la  pnath  forjny,  i 
ra  dose  in  the  comincnnnunt  of  Ihii  i^pi- 
b  A  pitch  of  ntrivagiDl  rapture  to  whicb  I 
Tcr  r«a  before. 

I  nad  your  letttr— I  literally  jumped  for 
— How  eould  luchi  mercurial  cr»tt>re  u  a  p< 
lumplililj  keep  hia  Hit  on  the  recvipl  of 
beat  newf  from  hia  beat  friend.  I  aeiud 
gilt.headed  Wao^  rod,  an  imlrkmenl  ini 
penaaWy  otcemrTi  in  my  left  basd,  in  the  i 
ment  of  in^piiiiian  and  rapture;  and  atr 
atride — qoick  and  quiekrr— out  ekipt  I  am< 

joy  by  reUlL     To  keep  within  the  bouud' 
prtne  waa  ioipoaaible.     Hn.  Little'i  ii  a  n: 


I  UB  mneb  flattered  by  your  approbation  of 
my  7*aaa  o'  SlianltT,  which  yon  eipre«  in  your 
lonner  latter,  IhoDgh,  by  tlit  bye,  ynu  toad  me 
IB  that  aud  letter  with  aeenaatiou  heavy  and 
Mwny  ;  ta  all  which  I  plead  net  gailty  I  Yuur 
bmdi  ia,  1  bear,  on  the  road  to  nach  me.  Aa 
ta  prinlinf  of  poetry,  *bco  you  prepare  it  for 
A»  pM%  yoB  bm  ody  to  tpeD  it  righti  and 


place  the  capital  letteil  properly  ;  aa  tc 
punctuation,  tin  priDIna  do  that  themadri 

1  hare  a  copy  of  Tom  a'  Shanitr  tai 
Mdd  you  by  iba  Gni  DppartBniiy :  it  i 
heavy  ta  aeod  by  poat. 

I  heard  of  Mr.  Corbet  lately.  H*,  in 
aequencfl  of  your  recommendation,  ia  moat 
Dua  to  aerre  nw.  PIraaa  farour  me  aoon 
an  account  of  your  |^  fi,)lu  i  if  Mra 
it  ncoTering,  and  iha  young  genitoman  i 


NO.CLV. 

TO  CRAIIPORD  TAIT,  Esa.  EoiHBoitoK. 
DUnali,  EIMni,  Oct.  15.  1790. 


nAyrat 


Hia 


e  young 


give  you  my  Iriend'a  character  in  two  wordi ; 
■a  to  hia  head,  he  hai  lilenn  enough,  and  more 
than  eonugh  tot  common  liCe ;  aa  to  hli  heart, 
wlitn  nature  had  kneuled  the  kindly  clay  that 

You,  my  good  Sir,  were  bora  under  kinder 
itara  j  hut  your  fraternal  aympalhy.  1  wril  know, 
can  enter  into  the  feelingi  of  the  young  mm, 
who  goea  lata  life  with  the  laudable  ambiiioa  lo 


Eren   the  faired  of  hi 
im.     Tbat  independent  a 

iemind.  are. 'with  the  n 
ot  a  little  disqualifying. 
ie  power  of  the  fortunate 


a  happy,  by 


ed  youth  ,'  I  am  not  >o  angry  with  maiikind 
for  th«r  deaf  economy  of  the  purae  : — The 
gooda  oF  thia  irocid  cannot  be  divided,  without 
beiog  leaaened — but  why  be  a  niggard  of  that 
which  bealova  bliia  on  a  Mlow-creature,  yet 
taket  nothiug  {rota  our  own  metna  of  enjoy. 
ment?  We  wrap  ouraelTaa  up  in  ibe  cloak  of 
our  own  better-fortnne,  and  turn  away  our 
eyea,  leU  Ibe  wania  and  won  of  our  brother. 
flMital*  abonld  diaturb  the  aelfiih  apathy  of  our 
aouUI 

I  am  the  wont  band  in  the  world  at  uking  i 
ftTDor.  That  indirect  addreaa,  that  iuinuating 
implieatiOD,  which,  without  any  poaitrra  ro- 
qneat,  plainly  eipreaata  your  wiah,  ta  a  talent 
not  to  be  aojuired  at  t  plough-tail. 
than,  br  you  oan,  in  i  ' 


SAO 
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puge»  ui  vrhiit  ciramvoJatiOD  of  phrut^  I  n^iai 
CBTflopc  J'et  not  concnl  thi«  pl»io  Norv.- 
•■  Uf  liar  IiIt.  Tvt,  mj  fnead  Mr.  Duncin 
whom  I  ban  Ibc  plwDiT  of  introducing  En  jrnu 
i>  ■  rauDg  lid  oF  four  own  profewun,  ^icril 
gentlcinui  of  much  moiettj  will  great  H'utth 
Prrhipi  it  may  be  id  your  pomr  to  uh!.!  hir 


■hart:  orillttitRi(ait)"iurti>ni 
I  luKW  in  Edinborgh,  jrou  an  It 
aibls  on  the  aide  on  whirh  I  have 


Ai  to  inyaeir,  a  being  to  whoaa  iateml  I  Ij 
lien  you  an  alill  I  vell'Wiiher  ;  I  am  Lim 
bmthing  al  all  time*,  tbioking  mmctidia,  ai 
rhyming  now  and  then.  Every  •iiuaiinn  lui> 
*hir*  of  the  caret  and  ptini  of  lile,  and  my  >it 
•tion  [  aoi  penuided  hat  i  fuU  oidiuary  aILou 

,.fii.pi,. 


parrow,  and  eatin  tha  pop-gmn  of  a  nhiJ 
boy.  Creatioo-di^ndDg  n/trotj  aad  aithaf, 
God  only  can  mend,  and  the  dnil  ssly  cu  fm. 
niih.  In  the  eamprehnding  way  of  Calignb.  I 
wiih  they  had  all  but  eoe  neck.  I  fcd  imiMtai 
ai  a  child  to  Ibc  ardour  of  my  wiahea  !  O  far  a 
iritberiog  cune  to  Uail  the  germiDa  of  tbcr 

do,  wiBged  fn>m  the  torriJ  une  of  Tartant, » 
aweep  the  apmding  crop  of  ibcit  (Ulaiaou  aaa. 
triranca  to  the  loweat  hell  I 


Uyb, 


to  your  father  and  Mi 
bare  an  op|wrtuDily,   pleaw  r 

to  Mra.  LeiTw  Hay.      I  i»» 


of  friendah 
vretch  for  not  writi 
neyed  with  lelf-tcc 

Lady  M'Keuie? 'wherever  At  ia,  God   hW.. 

complinKula  to  Ht.  Wm.  Hainiltoni  Mr,.  Ila- 
nil  tun  and  bmity  i  and  Bin.  Chalmctx.  Mlicn 
fan  an  in  that  country.  Should  you  ii^i-vl 
with  Miaa  Nimnu,  pleaw  nmcmbit  nie  k,n<li. 
Ub«r. 


Wh..r, 
1,   God   h 


Whrhii  in  the  way  of  mj  trade,  I  dd  Ik 
of  any  lerTia  to  the  Rer.  Doctor,*  itifeirvety 

doubtful.  A>ii'>  •hicid  euu»H<id,  I  think.  ^1 
■even  buU.hidca  and  a  plate  of  brain,  wbu-h  iL- 
together  act  Hector'^  uiniD^t  force  al  deli^iicc. 
Alaa  '.  I  am  nut  ■  Hector,  and  the  nr«th}  Dik- 
tar*B  fiiet  an  at  lecunJy  armed  at  Ajai  vas. 
Ignoranee,  auperatilion,  bigotry,  ttupiditj^.  ini- 
Inolrnce.  ■df-coaceit,  envy — all  atroogly  luun.! 
in  a  miity  frania  of  braun  impudnKt.  (luod 
God,  Sir  !  to  auch  a  ibield,  huoHnir  ia  the  pn;li 
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No.  CLVIL 
TO  MR.  CCNNINGHAH. 

EBiitamJ,  taj  JuHKaiy,  IT9I. 
my  dear  friewl  f  At  man/  of  the  good  thiap  if 

of  piond  and  oil  in  the  cup  of  Being  ! 

I  havejuat  finiihed  a  poem,  which  yn«  vil 
reoeivfl  endoaed.  It  ia  my  &nt  etoay  in  tkri  wty 
ofulea. 

1  have,  theae  aerent  montba,  been  liaiil 
inf  at  an  elegy  on  the  amiable  and  acconpbb- 
ed  Uiti  Buniel-  I  have  goi,  and  can  gel,  m 
fartlier  than  the  fallowing  fragment,  on  whiek, 

portie  eompoaiiian,  I  let  gmt  tton  by  jav 

trv  iif  the  heart,  no  Roman  Catholic  em  irt 
mi'R  value  on  the  infaJlibility  of  the  tUy  F» 
tiler  than  I  do  on  yoon. 

I  mean  the  introductofy  ompMa  ■•  tot  Hi- 


Lira  ne'er  nulled  in  iB  rich  a  prio. 
At  Buniet,  lovriy  from  her  natin  iliian ; 
Nor  enriout  death  M  Iriumph'd  in  ■  blow, 
Ai  that  which  laid  tb'  •eeompliib'd  BamM  b* 

Thy  IbnB  tad  niad,  awetl  nuid,  eu  I  fttf* ; 
In  richeat  or  the  brightnt  jewel  act ! 

At  by  bit  noblcM  work  the  Gadhtnd  beat  i> 

In  rain  ye  flaunt  in  aummar'i  pride,  y*  grvfw , 
Thou  eiyitalKnanilet  with  thy  Binreeyibgni 

Y*  woodland  chair  thu  chaant  your  idle  !■•«■> 
Y*  cnaa  to  dura  ;  Eliu  it  no  man. 

Ya  batthy  wbMm  innii'd  with  r«dy  Urn. 
Y(  oraay  •inam^  with  andt*  and  rMhi 
tlor'd, 
Va  ragged  di&  o'erbufiof  inuy  gla^ 
{      To  yao  1  fly,  !«  with  By  bmI  Msn4 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


351 


Mccn  wbote  cjmVrooji  pride  was  all  their 
worth. 

Shall  venal  lay*  their  pompous  exit  hail ; 
And  thou,  tweet  excellence  !  forrake  our  earth, 

And  not  a  muiie  in  honest  grief  bewail. 

We  saw  thee  thine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 

And  virtue's  light  that  beams  beyond   the 

spheres ; 

Bat  like  the  sun  eclips'd  at  morning  tide, 
Thou  left'st  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears. 


Let  me  hear  from  you  soon.     Adieu  ! 


No.  CLVIII. 

TO  MR.  PETER  HILL. 

nth  January ^  17P1. 
Task  these  two  guineas,  and  place  tl)        ver 

■gainst  that account  of  yourt>        ..ich 

has  gagged  my  mouth  these  five  or  six  muiiths ! 
I  can  as  little  write  good  things  as  apologies  to 
the  man  I  owe  money  to.  O  the  supreme  curxe 
of  making  three  guineas  do  the  business  of  five ! 
Not  all  the  labours  of  Hercules  ;  not  all  the  He- 
brews* three  centuries  of  Egyptian  bondage  were 
•Qch  an  insuperable  business,  such  an 


task  !  !  Poverty  !  thou  half-sister  of  death,  thou 
eousin-german  of  hell !  where  shall  I  find  force 
of  execration  equal  to  the  amplitude  of  thy  de- 
merits ?  Oppressed  by  thee,  the  venerable  an- 
cient, grown  hoary  in  the  practice  of  every  vir- 
tue, laden  with  years  and  wretchedness,  im- 
plores a  little — little  aid  to  support  his  exist- 
ence, from  a  stony-hearted  son  of  Mammon, 
whose  sun  of  prosperity  never  knew  a  cluud  ; 
and  is  by  him  denied  and  insulted.  Oppressed 
by  thee,  the  man  of  sentiment,  whose  heart 
glows  with  independence,  and  melts  with  sensi- 
bility, inly  pine*  under  the  neglect,  or  writhen 
ID  bitterness  of  soul,  under  the  c«mtumely  of  ar- 
rogant, unfeeling  wealth.  Oppressed  by  thee, 
the  son  of  genius,  whose  ill-»tarred  ambition 
plants  him  at  the  tables  of  the  fashionable  and 
polite,  must  »ee,  in  suffering  silence,  his  remark 
selected,  and  his  person  despised,  while  shal- 
low greatness,  in  his  idiot  attempts  at  wit,  shall 
meet  with  countenance  and  applause.  Nor  is  it 
only  the  family  of  worth  that  have  reason  to 
complain  of  thee  ;  the  children  of  folly  and  vice, 
though  in  common  with  thee,  tlie  oi&pring  of 
evil,  smart  equally  under  thy  rod.  Owing  to 
thee,  the  man  of  unfortunate  disposition  and  ne- 
glected education,  ia  condemned  aa  a  fool  for  his 
dinipatioD,  despised  and  shunned  as  a  needy 
wretehf  when  his  follies,  as  usual,  bring  him  to 
Viat :  and  when  his  unprincipled  necesaitiea 
igiw9  him  to  dishonest  practices,  he  is  abhorred 
M  a  miacretnt,  and  penaha  by  the  juatioe  of  hit 


country.  But  far  otherwise  is  the  lot  of  the  man 
of  family  and  fortune.  lib  early  follies  and  ex- 
travagiiuce,  are  spirit  and  fire  ;  hi»  consequent 
wants,  are  the  embarraasmenta  of  an  honest  fel- 
low ;  and  when,  to  remedy  the  matter,  he  hat 
gained  a  legal  commiitsiun  to  plunder  distant 
provinees,  or  massacre  peaceful  nations,  he  re- 
turns, perhafM,  laden  with  the  spoils  of  rapine 
and  muider  ;  lives  wicked   and  respected,  and 

dies  a and  a  K»'d. — Nay,  worst  of  all, 

alas  tar  hclples;*  woman  !  the  needy  prostitute, 
who  has  shivered  at  the  corner  of  the  street, 
waiting  to  earn  the  wages  of  carnal  prostitution, 
is  left  n^lected  and  insulted,  ridden  down  by 
the  chariot- wheels  of  the  coronetcd  rip,  hurry- 
ing on  to  the  guilty  a>signation :  tihe,  who, 
without  the  same  oeces.sities  to  plead,  riota 
nightly  in  the  same  guilty  trade. 

Well  !  divines  may  s-iy  of  it  what  they  please, 
but  execration  is  to  the  mind,  what  phlebotomy 
is  to  the  body  ;  the  vital  sluices  of  both  are 
wonderfully  relieved  by  their  respective  evacii»> 
tiona. 


No.  CLIX. 

FROM  A.  F.  TYTLER,  Esq. 

DEAR  sia,  Edinhurghy  \2th  Mareh^  1791 
Mr.  Hill  yesterday  put  into  my  hands  a 
sheet  of  Gt one's  AntiquitieSt  containing  a  poem 
of  your«,  entitled  7am  o*  Shaiiter,  a  tale.  The 
very  high  pleasure  I  have  received  from  the 
perusal  of  this  admirable  piece,  I  feel,  demands 
the  warmest  acknowledgments.  Hill  tells  me 
he  is  to  send  off  a  packet  for  you  this  day ;  I 
cannot  resist  therefore  putting  on  paper  what  I 
must  have  told  you  in  person,  had  I  met  with 
you  after  the  recent  perusal  of  your  tale,  which 
is,  that  I  feel  I  owe  you  a  debt,  which,  if  un- 
discharged, would  reproach  me  with  ingrati- 
tude. 1  have  seld<»m  in  my  life  tasted  of  higher 
enjoyment  from  any  work  of  genius,  than  I  have 
received  from  this  composition ;  and  I  am  much 
mistaken,  if  this  poem  alone,  had  you  never 
written  another  Kyllable,  would  not  have  been 
Kufficient  to  have  transmitted  your  name  down 
to  po^te^ity  with  high  reputation.  In  the  in- 
troductory part,  where  yuu  paint  the  character 
uf  your  hero,  and  exhibit  him  at  the  ale-house 
infficf  with  bin  tippling  cronies,  you  have  deli- 
neated nature  with  a  humour  and  naivetd,  that 
would  do  honour  to  Matthew  Prior ;  but  when 
you  describe  the  imfortunate  nicies  of  the 
witches*  tabbath,  and  the  hellish  scenery  in 
which  they  are  exhibited,  you  display  a  power 
of  imagination,  that  Shakspeare  himself  could 
not  have  exceeded.  I  know  not  that  I  have 
ever  met  with  a  picture  of  more  horrible  fiinej 
than  the  following : 

'*  Coffins  stood  round  like  op^n  presses. 
That  thowed  the  dead  in  their  last  dreasot  . 
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Aod  bv  come  derilish  cantrip  alight. 
Each  in  his  cauld  hand  held  a  light. 


>• 


But  when  I  came  to  the  ancceeding  Unca,  my 
blood  ran  cold  within  me : 

"  A  knife  a  father**  throat  hid  mangled. 
Whom  bin  ain  son  of  life  bereft : 
The  grey  hairs  yet  stuck  to  the  heft.*' 

And  here,  after  the  two  following  lines,  '*  Wi* 
mair  o*  horrible  and  awfii*,**  Sec.  the  descriptive 
part  might  perhaps  have  been  better  closed,  than 
the  four  lines  which  succeed*  which,  though 
good  in  themselves,  yet  as  they  derive  all  their 
merit  from  the  satire  they  contain,  are  here 
rather  misplaced  among  the  circumstances  of 
pure  horror.*  The  initiation  of  the  young 
witch  is  moat  happily  described — the  enect  of 
her  charms,  exhibited  in  the  dance,  on  Satan 
himself— the  apostro^ihe— "  Ah,  little  thought 
thy  reverend  grannie  !*' — the  transport  of  Tam, 
who  forgets  his  situation,  and  enters  completely 
into  the  spirit  of  the  scene,  are  ail  features  of 
high  merit,  in  this  excellent  composition.  Tlie 
only  fault  it  posses!»es,  is,  that  the  winding  up, 
or  conclusion  of  the  story,  is  not  com meniiu rate 
to  the  interest  which  is  excited  by  the  deHcrip- 
tive  and  characterist'C  painting  of  the  preceding 
parts. — The  preparation  is  fine,  but  the  result 
is  not  adequate.  But  for  this,  perhip^  you 
have  a  good  apology — you  stick  to  the  popular 
tale. 

And  now  that  I  have  got  out  my  mind,  and 
feel  a  little  relieved  of  the  weight  uf  that  debt 
I  owed  you,  let  me  end  this  dei^ultory  scri'll  by 
an  advice  : — You  have  proved  your  talent  for 
a  species  of  composition,  in  which  but  a  very 
few  of  our  own  poets  have  succeeded — tio  on 
— write  more  tales  in  the  same  style  ;  you  will 
eclipse  Prior  and  La  Fontaine  ;  for,  with  equal 
wit,  equal  power  of  numbers,  and  eijual  naictti 
of  expression,  you  have  a  bolder,  and  more  vi- 
gorous imagination. 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  with  much  esteem, 
Yours,  &c. 


No.  CLX. 

TO  THE  SAME, 

aia» 

NoTHiNa  lets  than  the  unfortunate  accident 
I  have  met  with,  could  have  prevented  my 
grateful  acknowledgments  for  your  letter.  His 
own  favourite  poem,  and  that  an  esaay  in  a 
walk  of  the  musea  entirely  new  to  him,  where 
consequently  his  hopes  and  feari  were  in  the 
most  anxious  alarm  for  his  success  in  the  at- 
tehipt ;  to  have  that  poem  so  much  applauded 
by  one  of  the  first  judges,  wo  the  most  delici- 
ous vibration  that  ever  trilled  along  the  heart- 


*  Our  bard  mofltcd  by  Mr.  Tytler's  criticism,  and 
jxpunged  Um  four  lines  aooonUagly. 


•tringa  of  a  poor  poet.  However,  pfoifideM» 
to  keep  up  the  proper  proportkm  of  evil  with 
the  good,  which,  it  acema  ia  neccanry  is  thia 
sublanary  state,  thought  propn  to  dbeek  my 
exultation  by  a  very  aerioua  misfortuBa.  A 
day  or  two  after  I  received  your  letter,  my 
horse  came  down  with  me  aod  broke  my  nghl 
arm.  Aa  this  ia  the  first  service  my  um  has 
done  me  since  its  disaster,  I  find  myaelf  anabtc 
to  do  more  than  jnst  in  general  terms  to  diaak 
you  for  this  additional  instance  of  your  patroa- 
age  and  friendship.  As  to  the  faults  you  de- 
tected in  the  piece,  they  are  truly  there :  oat 
of  them,  the  hit  at  the  lawyer  and  priest,  I  shaO 
cut  out  ;  aa  to  the  falling  off  in  the  cata»rrophe^ 
for  the  reason  you  justly  adduce,  it  cannot  easily 
be  remedied.  Your  approbation.  Sir,  has  gives 
me  such  additional  itpirit^t  to  (lersevere  in  this 
species  of  poetic  rompovltion,  that  I  am  already 
revolving  two  or  three  stories  in  my  fancy.  If 
I  can  bring  these  floating  ideas  to  bear  any  kiod 
of  euibo<lied  form,  it  wdl  give  me  an  ailditioul 
opportunity  of  avturing  you  how  much  I  hart 
the  honour  to  be,  &c. 


No.  CLXL 

TO  MRS.  DONLOP. 

EOisland,  7th  February,  1791. 

When  I  tell  you.  Madam,  that  by  a  Call,  aoC 
from  my  horse,  but  with  my  horse,  I  have  hetm 
a  cripple  some  time,  and  that  thia  is  the  it* 
day  my  arm  and  hand  have  been  aUe  to  serve 
me  in  writing ;  you  will  allow  that  it  is  tao 
good  an  apolc^y  for  my  seemingly  ungratefm! 
silence.  I  am  now  getting  bettor,  and  am  able 
to  rhyme  a  little,  which  implies  some  tolcrah!« 
ease ;  an  I  cinnot  think  that  the  mQst  pi^tic 
genius  is  able  to  compose  on  the  fitck. 

I  do  not  remember  if  ever  I  mentioned  to  yoa 
my  having  an  idea  of  composing  an  elegy  os 
the  late  Miss  Burnet  of  Moaboddo.  I  had  tW 
honour  uf  being  pretty  well  scquainbrJ  witk 
her,  and  have  seldom  felt  so  much  at  the  loss  <jf 
an  acquaintance,  as  when  I  heard  that  so  amia- 
ble aod  accomplished  a  piece  of  God*j  works 
was  no  more.  1  have  as  yet  gone  no  Lither 
than  the  following  fragment,  of  which  please  kt 
me  have  your  opinion.  You  know  that  elegy 
is  a  subject  so  much  ezhaustedt  that  any  new 
idea  on  the  buainess  is  not  to  be  expcctod ;  *tis 
well  if  we  can  place  an  old  idea  in  a  new  lifhL 
How  fiir  I  have  succeeded  as  to  this  last,  yea 
will  judge  from  what  followa  i^^Sm  /u  Si/J, 
them  ihU  additional  sarae), 


TU  parent'^  heart  that  mt^M  Ctwd  ia  theab 

That  heart  how  atink,  %  pnjr  to  grief  ( 

cart ! 

8o  deekt  the  woodbine  awaat  yon  afa4 

So  from  it  ravafod,  leaves  it  bleak  aad 
•     •     •     •     •  •    • 

I  kava  prootadad  oo  f«f^«; 
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Taw  kind  litter,  with  jour  kini  mMW. 
Imctf  df  youT  gDcUaon,  uiive  ufr.  Thii  1«K. 
tlt^Mm,  m  tnierljr  vhit  mj  priile  cin  bou-. 
A>  la  tiM  littla  fcllov,  he  i>,  putidily  ipui, 
the  Soot  bof  I  have  of  ■  lung  time  wen.  He 
B  Dov  wvcntecn  inontbi  old.  hu  ihe  imsn-inx 


•,  >[r.  G.  an  do  dk  >crr!n 

orthf 

porunce   in   lim   to  cume. 
NddKi  ind  btxrcrcr  1  uiiy  0. 
■  Wtirr  Wc  ll..n  1  uKd 

TZTi 

.  gruo  of  d 

rulir  bippy  td 
i.bl«midj.«l 


•  drug! 


wilh  K  good  da]  of  didicully.     Whsa  1  gat 
Ettla  Ma  TOO  ihall  liBir  rsrlher  From, 

MhUdi,  yovn,  tec. 


NaCLXIL 
TO  LADV  W.  M.  CONSTABLE, 


NoTHiHO  l(«  thin  Ike  unloeli)'  ueideat  al 
luring  Utslr  brokco  aiy  right  (rm,  cnuld  hici 
pRTcnicd  mi,  ihc  momnit  I  real'ed  your  lady- 
■hip'i  rligant  proeni  by  Kin.  Hliltcr,  from  n- 
tnreing  you  my  waimnt  tod  nmc  gnicful  tc- 
knowledgmentL  1  uvur  jrour  ladythrp,  ]  ilmM 
•tt  il  iperl ;  the  ^inboh  of  religion  ■h«]l  onlv 

pwtioD,  the  box  iball  be  my  iotpiring  gfnii]«. 
When  I  m'ould  bnalhe  tlw  romprehrnnive  with 
of  bentnilcorc  for  the  htppiona  of  oihen.  1 
■hill  RCdIImI  your  Isdyship  ;  when  I  would  in- 
IcrM  my  finqr  in  the  dittreaa  tocidrni  to  faii- 
■uitjr,  I  iball  rtmtmbct  the  anfattunii  Mtn. 


Vo.  CLXllI. 
TO  MRS.  OBAHAM.  OF  FINTRV. 


i,  iuGcefded  beyood  my  uiual  poet] 
I,  I  kaav  not :  bat  it  bw  plcucd  mc  be 
uy  effort  of  my  muar  fbt  ■  gaud  vtult 


bantn  Ditiin,  may  they  ner  b*  that  uf  • 
eruu>  hein,  and  an  indepcDileat  mind.  It 
ID  hiilt  of  RUM  that  1  wu  Wb  to  depnb 
a;  aor  ia  il  Mr.  0 'aehiefral  pniaa 

to  beatoir,  not  oaly  with  the  kindnaa  of  > 
ihrr,  but  with  the  pditeaeti  of  i  gmllrmao ; 
I  I  liuit  it  ahall  b«  miae,  to  receirt  with 


d  of)  o 


h  thii  letter,  10  ii 
of  hring  iibk  vtry 


The 


of  tlie  edition  are  tu  ( 
a  woman  of  eighty  jreara  of  a^e — poor  aad  hel|^ 
leaa.  The  poema  are  to  be  pabliibed  by  aab- 
acHp^oD ;  awl  il  may  be  puMihle,  I  think,  W 
Sa.  6d.  or  34.  volaine,  with  the  u- 


unpiiliL 


iliit  the  dc«igfi  1  have  in  view  in  wtiiiag  to 
you,  il  not  merely  to  inliiTiii  yoa  of  theac  facta, 
it  »  to  nlicit  the  aid  of  your  name  and  pen  in 
lappirl  uf  the  Khrme.  The  repulaliiin  of  Bruca 
i>  alnadf  high  with  every  leader  of  elattical 
laatr,  ami  I  abill  be  aniioui  to  guard  ^aiaal 
tarac.hin|;  hia  charieter.  bjr  allowing  any  new 


Id  kuDW,  thmfore,  if  yon  will 
le  of  peroiing  tba  MSS.^«f  gi*- 
DB,  and  Buggeiting  what  curtaiU 


t  at  adTiable  ?  And  will  you  allow  u>  to  iM  it  ba 
_.,  »  _.  »wi.uii  .  cui...->  .•  |,>.>.>..'larly  known,  thai  i  lirw  lian  by  yon  will  bauMat 
'  jocL     II  ia  true,  the  purity  of  my  molirca  P>  tha  volume  ? 
ay  be  laapccled.     I  am  already  deeply  indrbi.l      t  know  tba  eiMul  of  thb   nqatat — It   h 

I  to  Mr.  G 't  goodoeai ;  and,  what  in  hold  lo  maka  it.     But  I  have  ihb  coDaalatko, 

«  anal  KOft  tfutH,  iiof  inluilely  gnatrr  |  that  tlMnvk  ym  aaa  il  prefer  to  laf an  it,  yt* 
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win  not  blame  me  for  lunng  mmh, .  ;  jon  wiU 
nee  my  apology  in  the  imolivt. 

May  I  jutt  add,  that  Michael  Bruce  it  one  in 
whone  company,  from  hit  pa«t  appearance,  yon 
would  not,  I  am  convinced,  hlush  to  be  found  ; 
and  as  I  would  submit  every  line  of  his  that 
•hould  now  be  publivhed,  to  your  own  criti- 
cisms, you  would  be  assured  that  nothings  dero- 
gatory either  to  him  or  you,  would  be  admitted 
in  that  appearance  he  may  make  in  future. 

You  have  already  paid  an  honourable  tribute 
to  kindred  genius  in  Ferguason — I  fondly  hope 
that  the  mother  of  Bruce  will  experience  your 
patronage. 

I  wish  to  have  the  subscription  papers  circu- 
llted  by  the  lith  of  March,  Bruce  s  birth-day ; 
which,  I  understand,  some  friends  in  Scotland 
talk  this  year  of  observing — at  that  time  it  will 
be  resolved,  I  imagine,  to  place  a  plain,  humble 
stone  over  his  grave.  This,  at  least,  I  trust 
you  will  agree  to  do — to  furnish,  in  a  few  coup- 
lets, an  inteription  for  it. 

On  those  points  may  I  solicit  an  answer  as 
early  o  possible ;  a  short  delay  might  disap- 
point us  in  procuring  that  relief  to  the  mother, 
which  is  the  object  of  the  whole. 

Yon  will  be  pleased  to  address  for  me  under 
cover  to  the  Duke  of  Athole,  London. 


P.  S. — Have  you  ever  seen  an  engraving 
published  here  some  time  ago  from  one  of  your 
poems,  "  O  thou  Pale  Orb,*'  If  you  have 
not,  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  it  to 
yon. 


appellation),  diat  by  wiy  of  i 
ever  triflii^,  in  the  aeooont,  I  am  fiua  to  do  tay 
good  that  ooenrs  in  my  very  limitrd  power  to  a 
follow-creature,  just  for  the  ariSsh  purpose  el 
clearing  a  little  the  rista  of 


No.  CLXV. 
TO  THE  REV.  G.  BAIRD, 

IK  AKSWBR  TO  THE  FORIOGINO. 

Wht  did  you,  my  dear  Sir,  write  to  me  in 
such  a  hesitating  style,  on  the  business  of  poor 
Bruce?  Don't  1  know,  and  ha%'e  I  not  fclt, 
the  many  ilN,  the  peculiar  ills  that  poetic  flesh 
is  heir  to  ?  You  shiill  have  your  choice  of  all 
the  unpubliihiNl  poems  I  have  ;  and  had  your 
letter  had  my  direction  to  as  to  have  reaclurd 
me  sooner  (it  only  came  to  my  hand  this  mo- 
ment), I  should  have  directly  put  you  out  of 
suspense  on  the  subject.  I  only  a^k,  that  some 
prefatory  advertiaement  in  the  iKMik,  as  well  as 
the  subscription  bills,  may  bear,  that  the  publi- 
cation  is  etdfly  for  the  benefit  of  Bruc«*s  mo- 
ther.  I  would  not  put  it  in  the  power  of  igno. 
ranoe  to  surmisie,  or  malice  to  insinuate,  that  I 
duMwd  a  share  in  the  work  from  mercenary 
motives.  Nor  need  you  give  me  credit  for  any 
remarkable  generosity  in  my  part  of  the  busi- 
ness. I  have  such  a  host  of  peccadilloes,  fail- 
ings, follies,  and  backslidings  (any  body  but  my- 
self night  perhaps  give  some  of  them  a  worse 


No.  CLXVI 
TO  THE  REV.  ARCH.  ALISON. 

ElUdamdj  near  DMmfriei,  lUk  PA.  1791. 
81  a. 

Yon  must,  by  this  time,  hare  set  me  down 
as  one  of  the  most  ungrsteful  of  men.  Yoo 
did  me  the  honour  to  present  me  with  a  book 
which  does  honour  tu  science  and  the  intellectnal 
powers  of  man,  and  I  have  not  even  so  moch  as 
acknowledged  the  receipt  of  it.  The  fact  is, 
you  yourself  are  to  blame  for  it.  Flattered  as 
I  wan  by  your  telling  me  that  you  wi>hcd  le 
have  my  opinion  of  the  woik,  the  old  spiriiuil 
enemy  of  mankind,  who  knows  well  that  vanity 
is  one  of  the  sins  that  movt  easily  beset  me,  pat 
it  into  my  head  to  ponder  over  the  perfbrmanoe 
with  the  look-out  of  a  critic,  and  to  draw  «p 
fopiooth  «  deep  learned  digest  of  strictures  on  a 
composition,  uf  which,  in  fact,  until  I  read  the 
book,  I  diti  not  even  know  the  fir»t  priociplo. 
I  own,  Sir,  that  at  fintt  glance,  several  of  yoar 
propoHiriont  startled  me  us  paradoxical.  That 
the  martial  clangor  of  a  trumpet  had  somethiag 
in  it  vastly  more  grand,  heroic,  and  inhlisBrt 
than  the  twingle  twangle  of  s  Jews*  harp ;  that 
the  delicate  flexure  of  a  mse-twig,  when  the 
half-blown  flower  '»  heav  j  with  the  tears  of  the 
dawn,  was  infinitely  more  betutiful  and  elegaat 
than  the  upright  ^tub  of  a  burdock  ;  aad  thic 
from  tomethinir  innate  and  indrpeodcnt  of  aU 
astociation  of  idea% ; — the^  I  had  set  down  as 
irrefragible,  orthodox  ti  uth«,  until  pernaing  yow 
bo<)k  ifhook  my  faith. —  In  short.  Sir,  eicrpi 
£uclifi*s  EUmtnU  ofiitomttry^  which  I  made 
a  shift  to  unravel  by  my  father's  6re-stde,  in  tke 
winter  evening  of  the  fir«t  f>eaM)n  f  held  the 
plough,  I  never  read  a  hmtk  which  gjve  me 
such  a  quantum  of  information,  and  added  so 
much  to  my  stock  of  ideas  as  your  **  £asa^s  i* 
the  i^incifilea  of  Taste.'*  Doe  thing.  Sir,  yoa 
must  forgive  my  mentiiming  as  an  uncummoa 
merit  in  the  work,  I  mean  the  language.  To 
clothe  alfstract  philosophy  in  elegance  of  atyle. 
auunda  something  like  a  contradiction  in  trrms; 
but  you  have  convinced  me  that  they  are  qaile 
compatible^ 

I  enclose  you  tome  poetic  bagatelles  of  my 
late  composition.     The  one  in  print  is  my  fnl 

y  in  the  way  of  teUing  a  tale. 

I  am.  Sir,  ft& 
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No.  CLXVII. 
TO  DR,  MOORE. 

EBisland,  ?8fA  Fthruanj,  1791. 

1  DO  not  know,  Sir,  whether  you  are  a  siih- 
•crihcr  to  Gmfe*t  Antiqvitien  of  Scntfand  If 
yoti  are,  the  enrlo«oH  poem  will  not  be  alt«»ge- 
ther  new  to  yon.  Captnin  Gro^  did  me  the 
favour  to  »end  me  «  down  copir*  of  the  proof- 
•heet,  of  which  thii  in  one.  SI)ou'd  you  h.ive 
read  the  piere  before,  «till  this  will  an^wj-r  the 
principat  end  I  hjvo  in  view  :  it  will  pive  me 
another  opportunity  of  thanking  you  for  all  your 
goodne;*  to  the  rustic  bard  ;  and  also  of  show- 
ing yoti,  that  the  abilitieft  you  have  been  pleait- 
ed  to  commend  and  pntronixe  are  still  employed 
in  the  way  you  wish. 

The  Elegy  nn  Captain  Hmdersony  is  ;i  tri- 
bute to  the  memory  of  a  min  I  loved  much. 
Poetii  have  in  this  the  name  advantage  a*  Ro- 
man Ciitholict ;  they  can  \ye  of  service  to  their 
friends  after  they  have  pa«t  that  bourne  where 
all  other  kindness  cease*  to  be  of  any  avail. 
Whether,  after  all,  either  the  one  or  the  other 
He  of  anv  real  nervice  to  the  dead,  is,  I  fear,  verv 
problematical ;  but  \  am  >urc  they  arc  highly 
gratifying  to  the  living  :  and  as  a  very  orthodox 
text,  I  forgot  where  in  Si*ripture,  aiys  "  wlnt- 
■oevcr  i*  not  of  fiith,  is  sin  ;*'  *a  say  I,  what- 
*oe\'er  it  not  detrimenMl  to  society,  and  in  of 
positive  enjoyment,  Ih  of  God,  the  giver  of  all 
good  thint^s,  and  ought  to  be  receive^!  and  en- 
joyed by  his  creatures  with  th-inkful  delight. 
As  almost  all  my  religious  tenets  originate  from 
my  heart,  I  am  wonderfully  pleaMMl  with  the 
idea,  that  I  can  still  keep  up  a  tender  inter- 
course with  the  dearly  bteloved  friend,  or  still 
more  d<*arly  beloved  mistreaa,  who  is  gone  to 
the  world  <if  spirita. 

The  ball  id  on  Queen  Mary  was  begun  while 
I  was  busy  with  Perey^a  Reliques  of  Eiujlitk 
Portry.  By  the  way,  how  murh  is  every 
honest  heart,  whit-b  his  a  tincture  of  Caledonian 
prejudice,  obliged  to  you  for  your  glorious  ntor}' 
•f  Buchanan  and  Targe.  *Twas  an  unequivocal 
proof  of  your  loyal  gallantry  of  soul,  giving  Targe 
the  virtorv.  I  should  have  been  mortified  to 
the  ground  if  you  had  uot. 


I  have  just  read  over,  once  more  of  many 
limes,  your  Zeluco,  I  marked  with  my  pen- 
cil, as  I  went  along,  every  pjissage  that  pleased 
mc  particularly  above  the  rest ;  and  one,  or ' 
two,  \  think,  whieh,  %vith  humble  deference,  I 
am  disposed  to  think  tmcqiial  to  the  merits  of 
the  book.  I  have  sometimes  thought  to  tran- 
scribe these  marked  passag*>s,  or  at  least  so  much 
of  them  ai  to  point  where  they  are,  and  send 
them  to  yoo.  Originol  strokes  that  strongly 
depict  the  human  heart,  is  your  and  Fielding's 
province,  beyond  any  other  novelist  I  have  ever 
peniscf).  Richardson  indeed  might  perhips  be 
excepted  ;    but,  unbap;>i]y»  hit  dnWkUis  per* 


9ona  are  beings  of  some  other  world  ;  and  how- 
ever they  may  captivate  the  unexperienced,  r<^ 
mantic  f  incy  of  a  b«)y  or  a  girl,  they  will  ever, 
in  proportion  a.s  we  have  made  human  nature 
our  study,  dissatiitf)*  our  riper  minds. 

As  to  my  priv:itc  concerns  I  am  going  on,  a 
mighty  tax-gatherer  before  the  Lord,  and  have 
htely  hid  the  intere<«t  to  get  my«elf  ranked  on 
the  list  of  excise  a.«  a  supiTvisor.  I  am  not  yet 
employed  its  such,  but  in  a  few  years  I  shall  fall 
into  the  file  of  suiiervinorship  by  seniority.  I 
have  had  an  itnuien>o  loss  in  the  death  of  the 
Kirl  of  Giciicaim  ;  the  patron  from  whom  all 
my  fjmt:  and  gu(Ml  fortune  took  it*  rise.  Inde- 
pendent of  my  grateful  attachment  to  him, 
which  was  imlcod  so  strong  that  it  fiervaded 
my  very  soul,  and  w:is  entwined  with  the  thread 
of  my  existence  ;  so  soon  as  the  prince's  friends 
had  got  in  (and  every  doe,  you  know,  has  hia 
day),  my  getting  forw  jid  in  the  cxci>«  would 
have  been  in  easier  business  than  otherwise  it 
will  1k\  Though  this  was  a  consummation  de* 
voutly  to  1^  wished,  yet,  thank  (leaven,  I  can 
live  and  rhyme  as  1  am  ;  and  as  to  my  boys, 
poor  little  fellow*  !  if  I  rinnut  place  them  on 
KM  high  nn  elevation  in  life  as  I  could  wish,  I 
shill,  if  I  am  favoured  so  much  of  the  Disponer 
of  events  as  to  «ee  that  period,  fix  them  on  at 
briMid  and  indei)endent  a  iMuis  as  |K>»«iible.  A- 
mong  the  many  wise  adsgcs  which  have  been 
treasurefl  up  by  our  S(H)ttish  ancestors,  this  is 
one  of  the  Iw-'t,  Hitter  be  the  hetul  of  the  com" 
tnonulty^  ns  the  tail  o'  t'le  gentry. 

Hut  I  am  g.>t  on  a  subject,  which,  however 
interesting  to  me,  is  of  no  manner  of  conse- 
quence to  you  ;  so  I  shall  give  you  a  short  poem 
on  the  other  page,  and  close  this  with  assuring 
you  how  sincerely  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
yours,  Sic 

(  Peauteovt  PoMe-Bitdt  p,  56.) 


No.  CLXVni. 

EXTRACT  or  A   LITTXR 

TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM 

\2th  March,  1791. 
Ir  the  foregoing  piece  lie  worth  your  stric- 
tures, let  me  have  them.  For  my  own  part,  a 
thing  that  I  have  just  ctimposed,  always  appears 
through  a  double  portion  of  that  partial  medium 
in  which  an  author  will  ever  view  his  own 
works.  I  believe,  in  general,  novelty  has  some- 
thing  in  it  that  inebriates  the  faucy,  and  not 
unfreqnently  dissipates  and  fume«  away  like 
other  intoxication,  and  leaves  the  poor  patient, 
as  usnal,  with  an  aching  heart.  A  striking 
instance  of  this  might  be  adduced,  in  the  revo« 
latioa  of  many  a  hymeneal  hooeymoon.     Bvt 
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lest  I  sink  into  stupid  prose,  and  so  sacrilegious*  ! 
]y  intrude  on  the  office  of  my  parish  piiest,  I . 
shall  fill  up  the  pi^c  in  my  own  way,  and  give 
you  another  song  of  my  late  composition,  which 
will  appear,  perhaps,  in  Johnson's  work,  as  well 
as  the  former. 

You   must   know  a  beautiful   Jacobite   air. 
Therein  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comet  home. 
When  political  combustion  ceases  to  be  the  ob- 
ject of  princes  and  patriots,  it  then,  you  know, 
becomes  the  lawful  prey  of  historians  and  poets. 

{See  Songt,  p,  236). 


If  you  like  the  air,  and  if  the  stanzas  hit  your 
Cuicy,  you  cannot  imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how 
much  you  would  oblige  me,  if,  by  the  charms 
of  your  delightful  voice,  you  would  give  my 
honest  effusion  to  **  the  memory  of  joys  that  are 
past,**  to  the  few  friends  whom  you  indulge  in 
that  pleasure.  But  I  have  scribbled  on  'till  I 
hear  the  clock  has  intimated  the  near  approach 
of 

**  That  hour  o*  night's  black  arch  the  key- 
sune.'* — 

So  good  night  to  you  !  Sound  be  your  sleep, 
and  delectable  your  dreams  !  Apropos,  how  do 
you  like  this  thought  in  a  ballad,  I  have  just 
now  on  the  tapis  ? 

I  look  to  the  west,  when  1  gae  to  rest. 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may 
be : 

For  tar  in  the  west  is  he  I  lo'e  best— 
The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  baby  and  me ! 


Good  night,  once  more,  and  God  bless  you  ! 


No.  CXLIX. 
TO  MR.  ALEXANDER  DALZIEL,» 

FACTOA,  PINDLAY8TON. 

ElUtlandj  March  19,  1791. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, 

I  HAVK  taken  the  liberty  to  frank  this  letter 
to  you,  as  it  encloses  an  idle  poem  of  mice. 


*  This  gentleman,  t^e  factor,  or  steward,  of  Bums's 
Boble  Aiend,  Lord  Glencaim,  with  a  view  to  encourage 
a  second  edition  of  the  poems,  laid  the  volume  before 
his  lordship,  with  such  an  aooount  of  the  ruttic  hsmi's 
situation  and  orotpccts  as  from  hii  slender  acquaint- 
aooe  with  him  he  oould  fUmfaih  The  result,  as  eora- 
munioatcd  to  Bumshy  Mr.  Dalsiel,  is  highly  creditable 
to  the  character  of  liord  Gleooaim.  After  reading  the 
•ook,  his  lordship  declared  that  iU  meriU  greatly  ex- 
eraded  his  expectalioo,  and  he  took  it  with  him  at  a 
mermry  curioHtjf  to  Edinbtugh.     Ho  rapcatMl  his 


which  I  send  you  ;  and  God  koowi  you  may 
perhaps  pay  dear  enough  for  it  if  you  read  it 
through.  Not  that  this  is  my  own  opinion  ;  but 
an  author,  by  the  time  he  has  composed  and 
corrected  his  work,  has  quite  pored  away  aH 
his  powers  of  critical  diiicriminatioo. 

I  can  easily  guess  from  my  own  heart,  what 
you  have  felt  on  a  late  most  melancholy  eveat. 
God  knows  what  I  have  suffered,  at  the  hns  of 
my  best  friend,  my  first,  my  dearest  patrua  and 
benefactor ;  the  man  to  whom  I  owe  all  that  I 
am  and  have !  I  am  gone  into  mourning  tot 
him,  and  with  more  sincerity  of  grief  than  I 
fear  mme  will,  who  by  nature's  ties  ought  to 
feel  on  the  occasion. 

I  will  be  exceedingly  obliged  to  yoo  indeed, 
to  let  me  know  the  news  df  the  04>bie  fiunily, 
how  the  poor  mother  and  the  two  sisters  sap* 
port  their  loss.  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  baga- 
telles ready  to  send  to  Lady  Betty,  when  I  saw 
the  fatal  tidings  in  the  newspaper.  I  see  by  the 
same  channel  that  the  honoured  rkxaims  oi  ny 
noble  pat^oI^  are  designed  to  be  brought  to  the 
family  burial  place.  Dare  I  trouble  you  to  let 
me  know  privately  before  the  day  of  interment, 
that  I  may  cross  the  country,  and  steal  among 
the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  laat  sight  of  ay 
ever  revered  benefisctor  ?  It  will  oblige  mc  bo- 
yond  expression. 


No.  CL. 


FROM  DR.  MOORE. 

DEAR  sia,  LondoH,  29tk  March,  1791. 

Your  letter  of  the  28th  of  February  I  recei- 
ved only  two  days  ago,  and  this  day  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  waiting  on  the  Rev.  Mr.  Baird,  at 
the  Duke  of  Athole's,  who  had  been  so  obl^iag 
as  to  transmit  it  to  me,  with  the  printed  rrnrs 
Ob  Alloway  Church,  the  £/<yy  on  CaptatB 
Uendereon,  and  the  Epitaph,  There  are  uiany 
poetical  beauties  in  the  former  :  what  I  partial 
larly  admire  are  the  three  atriking  idmiles  troa 

**  Or  Uke  the  snow  £dls  in  the  rivar,** 
and  the  eight  lines  which  begin  with 

**  By  this  time  he  was  cro«  the  fiwd ;" 

so  exquisitely  expressive  of  the  mperatitiona  ioi- 
pres»ioos  of  the  country.  And  the  twenty-two 
lines  from 

**  Coffins  stood  round  like  open 

wishes  to  be  of  «rrios  to  Bums,  and  dcsiied  Mr.  DsL 
siel  to  inform  him,  that  m  paboQiaic«  the  book.  «rf^ 
ering  it  with  eflbeC  into  the  world,  or  traatlM  wMi 
the  oookacUers,  he  would  most  willii^ly  gire 
aid  in  his  power  t  adding  hb  requast  that  B«u 
talte  the  earliest  opportunitv  or  lettfi^  him 
what  way  or  manner  he  eould  lnstnmhcrh»U..~.. 
He  also  expressed  a  wish  to  see  some  of  the  unpoU 
lishcd  manuscripts,  with  a  viewtoestabtUktachtosi* 
racfesr  with  the  worlds— CAoasB. 
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whicb,  in  my  opinion,  are  equal  to  the  ingre- 
dients of  Shakspeare'ii  cauldron  in  Macbeth, 

A«  for  the  Elegyy  the  chief  merit  of  it  con- 
tiftts  in  the  very  graphical  description  of  the  ob- 
jectA  belonging  to  the  country  in  which  the  poet 
writes,  and  which  none  but  a  Scottish  poet 
could  have  described,  and  none  but  a  real  poet, 
and  a  close  obsenrer  of  Nature,  could  hare  90 
described. 


There  is  something  original,  and  to  me  wonder- 
fully plessing,  in  the  Epitaph, 

I  remember  you  once  hinted  before,  what  you 
•"peat  in  your  last,  that  you  had  made  some  re- 
marks on  Zclvco^  on  the  margin.  I  should  be 
rery  glad  to  !iee  them,  and  regret  you  did  not 
send  them  before  the  last  edition,  which  is  just 
publinhed.  Pray  tranvcribe  them  for  me,  I  sin- 
cerely value  your  opinion  very  highly,  and  pray 
do  not  suppress  one  of  those  in  which  you  ctn- 
sun  the  sentiment  or  expression.  Trunt  me  it 
will  break  no  squares  between  ui — I  am  not 
akin  to  the  Binhop  of  Grenada. 

I  muMt  now  mention  what  has  been  on  my 
mind  for  some  time :  I  cannot  help  thinking 
you  imprudent  iu  scattering  ahmad  so  many 
copies  of  your  verses.  It  is  most  natural  to 
give  a  fow  to  confidential  friends,  particularly 
to  those  who  are  connected  with  the  subject, 
or  who  are  perhaps  themselves  tlie  subject,  but 
this  ought  tu  be  done  under  promise  not  to  give 
other  copies.  Of  the  poem  you  sent  me  on 
Queen  Mary,  I  refused  every  solicitation  for 
copies,  but  I  lately  saw  it  in  a  new!«puper.  My 
motive  for  cautioning  you  on  this  subject  i**, 
that  I  wish  to  engage  you  to  collect  all  your 
fugitive  pieces,  not  already  printed,  and  after 
they  have  been  re-considered,  and  polished  to 
the  utmost  of  your  power,  I  would  have  you 
publish  them  by  another  subscription  ;  iu  pro- 
moting of  which  I  will  exert  myi^elf  with  plea- 
sure. 

In  your  future  compositions,  I  wish  you 
would  use  the  modern  English.  You  have 
shown  your  powers  in  Scottish  sufficiently. 
Although  in  certain  subjects  it  give*  additional 
sest  to  the  humour,  yet  it  is  lust  to  the  Eng- 
lish ;  and  why  should  you  write  only  for  a  part 
of  the  island,  when  you  can  command  the  ad- 
miration of  the  whole. 

If  you  chance  to  write  to  my  friend  Mrs. 
Dunlop  of  Dunlop,  I  lieg  to  lie  affectionately 
remembered  to  her.  She  must  not  judge  of  the 
warmth  uf  my  sentiments  respecting  her,  by  the 
number  of  my  letters  ;  I  hardly  ever  write  a  line 
but  on  business :  and  I  do  not  know  that  I 
shoulfl  hive  scribbled  all  this  to  you,  but  fur  the 
business  part,  that  is,  to  instigate  you  to  a  new 
publicatiun  ;  and  to  tell  you  that  when  you 
think  you  h.ive  a  sufficient  number  to  make  a 
volume,  you  should  set  your  friends  on  getting 
sulMcriptions.  I  wish  I  could  have  a  few  hours 
conversation  with  you — I  have  many  things  to 
say  which  I  cannot  write.    If  I  ever  go  to  Scot- 


^  A-w  mk^  ^^  »  ^  -^^  mmm 

land,  I  will  let  you  know,  that  yon  may  meet 
me  at  your  own  house,  or  my  friend  Mrs.  Hft* 
milton's,  or  both. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir,  Ike. 


No.  CLI. 

TO  MRS.  DDNLOP. 

EJUiland,  nth  April,  1791. 
I  AM  once  more  able,  my  honoured  friend,  to 
return  you,  with  my  own  hind,  thanks  for  the 
many  instances  uf  your  friendship,  and  particu- 
larly for  your  kind  anxiety  in  this  lost  disaster 
that  my  evil  genius  had  in  store  fur  me.  How- 
ever, life  is  chequered — joy  and  sorrow — for 
on  Saturday  morning  last,  Mrs.  Burns  mode 
me  a  present  of  a  fine  boy  ;  rather  stouter  but 
not  so  handsome  as  your  god-sun  was  at  bis  time 
of  life.  Indeed  I  look  on  your  little  namesake 
to  be  my  chef  (Tauvre  in  that  species  of  manu- 
facture, as  I  look  on  Tarn  o'  Shanter  to  be  my 
standard  performance  in  the  poetical  line.  'Tis 
true,  both  the  oue  and  the  other  discover  a  spice 
of  roguish  waggery,  that  might,  perhaps,  be  as 
well  spared  ;  but  then  they  also  show,  in  my  o- 
piniun,  a  force  uf  genius,  and  a  finishing  polish, 
that  I  despair  of  ever  excelling.  Mrs.  Burnt 
is  getting  stout  again,  and  laid  as  lustily  about 
her  to-day  at  breakfast,  as  a  reaper  from  the 
corn-ridge.  That  is  the  peculiar  privilege  and 
blessing  of  our  hole,  sprii^htly  damsels,  that  are 
bred  among  the  hay  and  heather.  We  cannot 
hope  for  that  highly  polishctl  mind,  that  charm- 
ing delicacy  uf  suul,  which  is  fuund  among  the 
female  world  in  the  more  elevated  stations  of 
life,  and  which  is  certainly  by  hr  the  most  be- 
witching charm  in  the  famouii  cestus  of  Veniu. 
It  is  indeed  such  an  inestimable  treasure,  that 
where  it  can  be  had  in  its  native  heavenly  pu- 
rity, unstained  by  some  one  or  other  of  the 
many  shades  uf  affectation,  and  unalloyed  by 
some  one  or  other  of  the  many  species  of  ca- 
price, I  declare  to  Heaven,  I  should  think  it 
cheaply  purchased  at  the  expense  of  every  other 
earthly  good  !  But  as  this  angelic  creature  is, 
I  am  ufraid,  extiem^^ly  rare  in  any  station  and 
rank  uf  life,  and  tutally  denied  to  such  an  hum- 
ble one  as  mine ;  we  meaner  mortals  must  put 
up  with  the  next  rank  of  female  excellence-* 
as  fine  a  figure  and  face  we  can  produce  as  any 
rank  of  life  whatever  ;  rus^ic,  native  grace ;  un- 
aflKn^ted  modesty,  and  unsullied  purity  ;  nature's 
mother-wit,  and  the  rudiments  of  taste ;  a  sim- 
plicity of  soul,  unsuspicious  of,  because  unac- 
quainted with,  the  crooke«l  ways  of  a  selfisl^ 
interested,  disingenuous  world  ; — and  the  dear- 
est charm  of  all  the  rest,  a  yielding  sweetness 
of  disposition,  and  a  generous  warmth  of  heart| 
gratefol  for  love  un  our  part,  and  ardently  glow- 
ing with  a  more  than  equal  return ;  these, 
with  a  healthy  frame,  a  sound  vigorous  coasti* 
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tution,  which  your  high  ranki  can  scarcely  ever 
hupe  to  enjoy»  are  the  chariut  of  lovely  wouian 
ia  my  humble  walk  o(  life. 

This  is  the  greatest  effort  my  broken  arm  has 
vet  mode.  Do,  let  me  hear  by  first  post,  how 
cAer  petit  Mungieur  comet  on  with  his  small- 
pox. May  Almighty  Goodness  preserve  and  re- 
store him ! 


No.  CLIL 
TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

MthJune,  1791. 

Lrr  me  interest  you,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
in  l)ehalf  of  the  gentleman,  who  waitx  on  you 
with  this.  He  is  a  Mr.  Clarke,  of  Moffat, 
principal  schoolmaster  there,  and  is  at   prevent 

suffirring  severely  under  the of 

one  or  two   powerful   individuals   of  his  em- 
ployers.    He  is  accused  of  harshness  to     .     . 

.  .  .  that  were  placed  under  his  care. 
God  htrip  the  teacher,  if  a  man  of  sensibility 
and  genius,  and  such  is  my  friend  Clarke^ 
when  a  booby  father  presents  him  with  hi* 
booby  son,  and  insists  on  lighting  up  the  rays 
of  science,  in  a  fellow's  head  whose  skull  is  im^ 
pervious  and  inaccessible  by  any  other  way 
than  a  positive  fracture  with  a  cudgel ;  a  fellow 
whom,  in  fact,  it  savours  of  impiety  to  attempt 
making  a  scholar  of,  as  he  has  been  marked  a 
blockhead  in  the  book  of  iate,  at  the  almighty 
fiat  of  his  Creator. 

The  patrons  of  Moffit  K'hool  are,  the  mi- 
nisters, magistrates,  and  town-council  of  Edin- 
burgh, and  as  the  business  comes  now  before 
them,  let  nie  beg  my  dearest  friend  to  do  every 
thing  in  his  power  to  ser^e  the  interests  of  a 
man  of  genius  and  worth,  and  a  man  whom  I 
particularly  respect  and  esteem.  You  know 
some  goud  fellows  among  the  magistracy  and 

council, but 

particularly,  you  have  much  to  say  with  a  re- 
verend gentleman  to  whom  you  have  the  ho- 
nour of  being  very  nearly  related,  and  whom 
bis  country  and  age  have  had  the  honour  to 
produce.  I  need  not  name  the  historian  of 
Charles  V.*  I  tell  him,  throu|{h  the  medium 
of  hb  nephew's  influence,  that  Mr.  Clarke  is  a 
gentleman  who  will  not  disgrace  even  his  pa- 
tronage. I  know  the  merits  of  the  cause  tho- 
roughly, and  say  it.  that  my  friend  is  falling 
a  sacrifice  to  prejudiced  ignorance,  and  .  . 
•  .  .  God  help  the  children  of  dependence ! 
Hated  and  persecuted  by  their  enemies,  and  too 
of^,  alas  !  almost  unexceptionably,  received  by 
their  friends  with  disrespect  and  reproach,  under 
the  thin  disguise  of  cold  civility  and  humiliating 
advice.  O  to  be  a  sturdy  savage,  stalking  in 
the  pride  of  his  independence,  amid  the  solitary 

•  Dr^  RobBtton  was  uncle  to  Mr.  Cnnnin<ham. 


wilds  of  his  deserts,  rather  than  ia  dviliied  lifie, 
helplessly  to  tremble  for  a  subsistence,  precari- 
ous as  the  caprice  of  a  fellow-crenture  !  Every 
man  has  his  virtoes,  and  no  man  is  withoat  bis 
failings;  and  curse  on  that  privileged  plaia- 
dealii.g  of  friendship,  which  in  the  hottr  of  my 
calamity,  cannot  reach  forth  the  kelptng  hand 
without  at  the  same  time  pointaaf  o«t  those 
fiiilings,  and  apportioning  them  their  share  ia 
procuring  my  present  distress.  My  fr'ienda,  ix 
such  the  world  calls  ye,  and  such  ye  think  yosr- 
selves  to  be,  pass  by  virtues  if  you  please,  bat 
do,  also,  spare  my  follies :  the  first  will  witness 
in  my  breast  for  themselves,  and  th»  last  will 
give  pain  enough  to  the  ingeauous  mind  with> 
out  you.  And  since  deviating  more  or  less  froaa 
the  paths  of  propriety  and  rectitude,  mast  bs 
incident  to  human  nature,  do  thoB«  fartuae, 
put  it  in  my  power,  always  from  myseU^  aid 
of  myself,  to  bear  the  coDse«}uenccs  of  those 
errors.  1  do  not  want  to  be  independent  that 
1  may  sin,  but  I  want  to  be  indepeodeat  in  mj 
sinning. 

To  return  in  this  rambling  letter  to  the  sub- 
ject I  set  out  with,  let  me  recommend  my  friend, 
Mr.  Qarke,  to  your  acquaintance  and  good  ef> 
fioes ;  his  worth  entitles  him  to  the  oat,  sad 
his  gratitude  will  merit  the  other.  I  loag 
to  hear  from  you.     Adieu. 


No.  CLIII. 

FROM  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 

Dryhurgh  Abbey,  Mth  June,  1791. 
Lord  Uuchan  has  the  pleasure  to  invite  Mr. 
Burns  to  nuke  one  at  the  coronation  of  the  bust 
uf  Thomson,  on  Ednam  Hill,  on  the  22d  of  Sep- 
tember ;  fiir  which  day  |)eihaps  his  mass  msj 
inspire  an  udc  suited  to  the  occasion.  Suppose 
Mr.  Burns  should,  Waving  tlte  Nilh,  go  acnM 
the  country,  and  meet  the  Tw  eed  at  the  aearesi 
point  from  his  farm— and,  wandering  aIoaj(  the 
pastoral  banks  of  Thomson's  puie  parent  strtaa^ 
catch  inspiration  on  the  devious  a-alk,  till  be 
finds  Lord  Buchan  sitting  on  the  ruins  of  Dr^- 
burgh.  There  the  commeikdatiw  will  give  haai 
a  hearty  welcome,  and  try  to  light  his  lamp  at 
the  pure  flame  uf  native  genius,  upon  the  alba 
uf  Caledonian  virtue.  This  poetical  peramUn 
lation  of  the  Tweed,  is  a  thought  of  the  lai* 
Sir  Giliiert  Elliot's  and  of  Lord  Miuto's,  foUoa- 
ed  out  by  his  accomplisbed  graiMlson,  the  pnr- 
!>ent  Sir  Gilbert,  who,  having  been  with  LorJ 
Buchan  lately,  the  project  waa  renewed*  and 
will,  they  hope,  be  executed  in  the  manaer  pro> 
posed. 
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No.  CLIV. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

MT  LOAD, 

Languaok  links  under  the  ardour  of  roy 
fiielingR,  when  I  would  thank  your  lordship  for 
the  honour  you  have  done  me  in  inviting  me 
to  make  one  at  the  coronation  of  the  bust  of 
Tlionwon.  In  my  first  enthusiasm  in  reading 
the  card  you  did  me  the  honour  to  write  me,  I 
overlooked  every  obstacle,  and  determined  to  go ; 
but  I  fear  it  will  not  be  in  my  power.  A  week 
or  two*s  absence,  in  the  very  middle  of  my  har- 
vest, is  what  I  much  doubt  I  dare  not  venture 
on. 

Your  1ord»hip  hints  at  an  ode  for  the  occa- 
■ion  :  but  who  would  write  after  Collins  }  1 1 
read  over  his  verses  to  the  memory  of  Thomson,  ■ 
and  despaired. — I  got  indeed  to  the  lel^th  of 
three  or  four  stanxos,  in  tlie  way  of  address  to  I 
the  shade  of  the  bard,  on  crowning  his  bust,  i 
T  shall  trouble  your  Iord:tlup,  with  the  subjoin-  ; 
cd  copy  of  them,  which,   I  am  afraid,  will  be 
but  too  cimvinciug  a  proof  how  unequal  I  am 
to  the  task.     However,  it  affords  me  an  oppor- 
tunity of  approaching  your  lordship,  and  declar- 
ing how  sincerely  and  gratefully  I  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be,  &C. 

(Seep,  55.) 


And  that  other  favourite  one  ftom  Thooisoo*i 
Alfred— 

**  What  proves  the  hero  truely  OEXATy 
Is,  never,  never  to  despair.'* 

Or,  shall  I  quote  you  an  author  of  your  te» 
quaintanoe? 

"  — Whether  doing,  suFrxaiNO,  or  roEBSAE- 

ivo. 
You  may  do  miracles  by — rKESsvsEiifO. 


t* 


No.  CLV. 
TO  MR.  THOMAS  SLOAN. 

CAEX  or  WM.  KENNSDT,  ESQ.  UANCHCSTEE. 

ElUdand,  Sept.  \,  1791. 

MT  DrAR  SLOAK, 

SuKFEKSE  is  worse  than  dixappointment,  for 
that  reoMm  I  hurry  to  tell  you  that  I  juAt  now 
learn  that  Mr.  Balluntioe  does  not  choose  to  in- 
terfere inure  in  tlie  bu»iuess.  I  am  truly  sorry 
for  it,  but  cannot  help  it. 

You  blame  me  fur  not  writing  you  sooner, 
but  you  will  please  to  reculieet  that  you  omit- 
ted one  little  necessary  piece  of  information  ; — 
your  address. 

However  you  know  equally  well,  my  hurried 
life,  induleut  temper,  and  »trength  of  attach- 
ment. It  must  be  a  longer  period  than  the 
longest  life  **  in  the  world's  hole  and  undege- 
nerate  days,'*  that  will  make  me  forget  so  dear 
a  friend  as  Mr.  Sloan.  I  am  prudig;ul  enough 
at  times,  but  I  will  not  part  with  such  a  trea- 
•ore  an  that. 

I  can  ea»i1y  enter  into  the  ewharras  of  your 
present  Kituatiun.  Yuu  know  my  favourite  quo- 
tation fruin  Young — 

"  On  Reason  build  Resolve  ! 

That  column  of  true  majesty  in ** 


I  have  nothing  new  to  tell  you.  The  few 
friends  we  have  are  going  on  in  the  old  way.  I 
sold  my  crop  on  this  day  se*night,  and  sold  it 
very  well.  A  guinea  an  acre,  on  an  average, 
above  value.  But  such  a  scene  of  drunkenness 
was  hardly  ever  seen  in  this  country.  After 
the  roup  was  over,  about  thirty  people  engaged 
in  a  battle,  every  man  for  his  own  hand,  and 
fought  it  out  for  three  hours.  Nor  was  the 
scene  much  better  in  the  liouse.  No  fighting, 
indeed,  but  fulks  lying  drunk  on  the  floor,  and 
decanting,  until  both  my  dogs  got  so  drunk  by 
attending  them,  that  they  could  not  stand. 
You  will  easily  guen  how  I  enjoyed  the  scene  ; 
as  I  was  no  fiirther  over  than  you  used  to  see 
me. 

Mrs.  B.  and  family  have  been  in  Ayrshire 
these  many  weeks. 

FaxeweU  1  and  God  bless  you,  my  dear  Frioid ! 


No.  CLVL 
FROM  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 
Dryhurgh  Abbey,  18M  September,  1791. 


SI  I 


YoDR  address  to  the  shade  of  Thomson  has 
been  well  received  by  the  public  ;  and  though  I 
should  di«approve  of  your  allowing  Pegasus  to 
ride  with  you  oflf  the  fielil  of  your  honourable 
and  useful  profession,  yet  I  cannot  resist  an  im- 
pulse which  I  feel  at  this  moment  to  suggest  lo 
your  muse,  Haroeat  Home,  as  an  excellent  sub- 
ject for  her  grateful  song,  in  which  the  peculiar 
aspect  and  manners  of  our  country  might  fur- 
nish an  excellent  portrait  and  landscape  of  Scot- 
land, for  the  employment  of  happy  momenta  <tf 
leisure  and  recess,  from  your  more  important 
occupations. 

Your  Halloween,  and  Saturday  Nigkt,  will 
remain  to  distant  posterity  as  interesting  pic- 
tures of  rural  innocence  and  happiness  in  yonr 
native  country,  and  were  happily  written  in  the 
dialect  of  the  people  ;  but  Harnett  Home  being 
suited  to  dewiriptive  poetry,  except  where  collo- 
quial, may  escape  divguise  of  a  dialect  which  ad- 
mits of  no  elegance  or  dignity  of  expression. 
Without  the  assistance  of  any  god  or  goddess, 
and  without  the  invocation  of  any  foreign  muse, 
you  may  convey  in  epistolary  form  the  deserip- 
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tbm  of  a  •rcne  to  gUiIcning  md  pictureiqut^ 
with  all  the  ooncomitant  local  pontion,  land- 
tcape  and  costume  ;  coDtrasting  the  peace,  im- 
provement, and  happineM  of  the  horden  of  the 
once  hoittile  nations  of  Britain,  with  their  former 
oppression  and  misery,  and  showing,  in  lively 
and  beautiful  coUiurt,  the  beauties  and  joys  of  a 
rural  life.  And  as  the  un vitiated  heart  is  na- 
turally di«p<Mie(l  to  overflow  in  gratitude  in  the 
moment  of  prosperity,  such  a  subject  would  fur- 
nish you  with  an  amiable  opportunity  uf  perpe- 
tuating the  names  of  Glencaim,  Miller,  and 
your  other  eminent  benefactors  ;  which  from 
what  I  know  of  your  spirit,  and  have  seen  of 
]rour  poems  and  Icttera,  will  not  deviate  from 
the  chastity  of  praiae,  that  ia  so'uoiformly  unit- 
•d  to  true  taste  and  genius. 

1  am.  Sir,  Ice 


No.  CLVIL 
TO  LADY  E.  CUNNINQHAM 

Mr  LADT, 

I  WOULD,  as  usual,  have  avaik;d  myself  of  the 
privilege  your  goodness  hat  allowed  me,  of  send- 
ing you  any  thing  I  compose  in  my  poetical 
way ;  but  as  I  had  resolved,  so  noon  as  the 
ahock  of  my  irreparable  loss  would  allow  me,  to 
pay  a  tribute  to  my  late  benefHctor,  I  determined 
to  make  that  the  first  piece  I  should  do  my«elf 
the  honour  of  sending  you.  Had  the  wing  of 
my  fancy  lieen  equal  to  the  ardour  of  my  heart, 
the  enclosed  had  been  much  more  worthy  your 
perusal ;  as  it  is,  I  beg  leave  to  lay  it  at  your 
ladvship*s  feet.  As  all  the  world  knows  my 
obligations  to  the  late  Earl  of  Glencairn,  I  would 
wish  to  show  as  openly  that  my  heart  glows, 
and  shall  ever  glow,  with  the  most  grateful 
and  remembrance  of  his  lordship's  good- 
The  sables  1  did  myself  the  honour  to 
wear  to  his  lordship's  memory,  were  not  the 
"  mockery  of  woe.**  Nor  shall  my  gratitude 
perish  with  me: — If,  among  my  children,  I 
ahall  have  a  son  that  has  a  heart,  he  shall  hand 
it  down  to  his  child  as  a  family  htmour,  and  a 
£imily  debt,  that  my  dearest  existence  I  owe  to 
the  noble  houte  of  Glencairn ! 

I  was  about  to  say,  my  laily,  that  if  y»u  think 
th«  poem  may  venture  to  see  the  light,  I  would, 
in  some  way  or  other,  give  it  to  the  world.  * 


•  llie  poem  cndosnl.  Is  The 
Carl  ^CMUortm. 


iMmemi  /br  Jam**, 


ICo.  CLTIIL 
TO  MR.  AINSUE. 

MT  DEAR  AIXSLlK, 

Ca  n  yon  minister  to  a  mind  diieaaed  ?  Gn 
you,  amid  the  horror*  of  penitence,  nefrct,  re- 
morse, head-ache,  nausea,  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
d— <1  hounds  of  hell,  that  beset  a  poor  wrrtck, 
who  has  been  guilty  of  the  sin  of  drunkenness— 
can  you  speak  peace  to  a  troubled  auul  f 

Miserable  perdn  that  I  am,  I  have  tried  every 
thing  that  u<*ed  to  amuite  me,  hut  in  VAin  :  hert 
must  I  sit  a  monument  of  the  vengeanr*  laid  »p 
in  store  for  the  wicked,  alowly  ouonting  every 
chick  of  the  dock  as  it  slowly — aluwlv  aumbrrs 
over  these  laxy  sroiuidrela  of  hour*,  who,  d — a 
them,  are  ranked  up  before  me,  every  one  at  his 
neighbour's  l>ackside,  and  every  one  with  a  bur- 
then of  anguish  on  his  back,  to  pour  on  my  de- 
voted heail — and  there  is  none  to  pity  me.  My 
wife  scolds  me  !  my  biisinen  tornnenta  me,  and 
my  sins  amie  staring  me  in  the  (are,  o'ety  one 
telling  a  more  bitter  tale  than  hi»  fellow.— 
WheL  I  tell  you  even  ....  has  lo«t  its 
power  to  please,  you  will  gueaa  somcthioi;  of 
my  hell  within,  and  all  around  nne — I  began 
Elibankt  and  Sbbraes,  but  the  stanza  fell  ■»- 
enjoyed,  and  unfinished  from  my  listless  tongue ; 
at  last  I  luckily  thought  of  reading  over  an  old 
letter  of  yours,  that  Uy  by  nie  in  my  book-cue^ 
and  I  felt  something  for  the  first  time  since  I 
o|»ened  my  eyes  of  pleasurable  eai^tence. 
Well — I  begin  to  breathe  a  little,  aince  1  began 
to  write  you.  How  are  you,  aud  what  are  )'o« 
doing?  How  goes  law?  Apropo*,  fur  conn«c- 
tion's  take  do  not  address  tu  me  «iU|ierviMir,  far 
that  is  an  honour  I  cannot  pretend  tit— 1  am  on 
the  list,  as  we  call  it,  for  a  supervisor,  and  will 
be  called  out  by  and  bye  to  ait  one ;  but  at 
present,  I  am  a  sintp'e  ganger,  tbo*  t*uther  day  I 
got  an  appointment  to  an  caci>e  divi»ion  of  L.tt 
per  ami.  l»etter  than  the  mit.  My  preacnt  in 
come,  down  money,  is  L.*70  per 


1  have  one  or  two  good  fiellowa  hcr« 
you  would  be  gUd  to  know. 


No.  CLIX. 

FR().M  SIR  JOH.N  WHlTEFOiiRa 

aia,  Arur  3/«iy6«We,  16lA  Oet,  1791 

Amrr  of  my  thanks  fur  your  Ctvour  with 
the  Lanieht  un  tl.e  dfdth  of  my  much  gtwsd 
friend,  and  your  worthy  patron,  the  peniaal  of 
which  plfa]«ed  and  afTivti-d  me  much.  The  linsl 
aiMre>stf«l  to  me  aie  very  tl.ittcriug. 

I  have  always  thought  it  most  natural  tomp 
p«ise,  (and  a  strung  aigument  in  favuur  uf  a  la 
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tore  exiiiteDce)  that  when  we  see  an  honourable 
and  virtiiou*  man  labouring  under  bodily  infir- 
n)itiei«,  and  oppre««ed  by  the  frowna  of  fortune 
in  this  world,  that  there  was  a  happier  state  be- 
yond the  grave  ;  where  that  worth  and  honour 
whirh  were  neglected  here,  would  meet  with 
their  just  reward,  and  where  temporal  misfor- 
tunes would  receive  an  eternal  recompense.  Let 
us  cheriith  this  hope  for  our  departed  friend  ; 
and  moderate  our  grief  for  that  loss  we  hare 
sustained ;  knowing  that  he  cannot  return  to 
ns,  but  we  may  go  to  him. 

Remember  me  to  your  wiiie,  and  with  every 
good  wish  for  the  prosperity  of  yoa  and  your 
family,  believe  me  at  all  times. 

Your  most  sincere  Ariend, 

JOHN  WHITEFOORD. 


NaCLX. 
FROM  A.  F.  TYTLER,  Esq. 

Edimburgh,  S7/A  Nov,  1791. 

You  have  much  reason  to  blante  me  for  ne- 
glecting till  now  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of 
a  roost  agreeable  packet,  containing  Tht  WhiM- 
tle,  a  ballad  ;  and  The  Lament ;  which  reached 
me  about  six  w^eeks  ago  in  London,  from  whence 
I  am  just  returned.  Your  letter  was  forwarded 
to  me  there  from  Edinburgh,  where,  as  I  ob- 
served by  the  date,  it  had  lain  for  some  days. 
This  was  an  additional  reason  for  me  to  have 
antiwered  it  immediately  on  receiving  it ;  but 
the  truth  was,  the  bustle  of  business,  engage- 
ntrntft  and  confusion  of  one  kind  or  another,  in 
whidi  I  found  myself  immersed  all  the  time  I 
was  in  London,  absolutely  put  it  out  of  my 
power.  Rut  to  have  done  with  apologies,  let 
nte  now  endeavour  to  prove  myself  in  some  de- 
gree deserving  of  the  very  flattering  compliment 
you  pay  me,  by  giving  you  at  least  a  frank  and 
cundid,  if  it  should  not  be  a  judicious  criticism 
on  the  poems  you  sent  me. 

The  ballad  of  The  WhUtU  is,  in  my  opinion, 
truly  excellent.  The  old  tiaditiun  which  you 
have  taken  up  is  the  best  adapted  for  a  Baccha- 
nalian composition  of  any  I  have  ever  met  with, 
and  you  have  done  it  full  justice.  In  the  first 
place,  the  strokes  of  wit  arise  naturally  from 
the  subject,  and  are  uncommonly  happy.  For 
example, — 

**  The  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  thejr 
were  wet." 


« 


(( 


Cynthia  hinted  she^d  find  them  next  morn.'* 

Though  Fate  said  a  hero  should  perish  in  light, 
So  up  m»e  bright  Phoebus  and  down  fell  the 
knisht." 


In  th«  next  place,  you  are  singularly  happy  ia 


the  discrimination  of  your  heroes,  and  in  giving 
each  the  sentiments  and  language  suitable  to  hit 
character.  And.  lastly,  you  have  much  merit 
in  the  delicacy  of  the  panegyric  which  you  have 
contrived  to  throw  on  each  of  the  dramatis  per^ 
tontBf  perfectly  appropriate  to  his  character. 
The  compliment  to  Sir  Robert,  the  blunt  sol- 
dier, is  peculiarly  fine.  In  short,  this  composi- 
tion, in  my  opinion,  does  you  great  honour,  and 
I  see  not  a  line  or  a  word  in  it  which  I  could 
wish  to  be  altered. 

As  to  The  Lamemtt  I  suspect,  from  some  ex- 
pressions in  your  letter  to  roe,  that  you  are  mora 
doubtful  with  respect  to  the  roerits  of  this  piece 
than  of  the  other,  and  I  own  I  think  you  have 
reason  ;  for  although  it  contains  some  beautiful 
stanias,  as  the  fimt,  **  The  wind  blew  hollow,** 
Sec.  the  fifth,  **  Ye  scatter 'd  birds  ;*'  the  thir- 
teenth, "  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,'*  Sec  Yet 
it  appears  to  me  faulty  as  a  whole,  and  inferior 
to  several  of  tho.4e  you  have  already  published 
in  the  same  strain.  My  principal  objection  lies 
against  the  plan  of  the  piece.  I  think  it  waa 
unnecessary  and  improper  to  put  the  lamenta- 
tion in  the  mouth  of  a  fictitious  character,  an 
aged  bard. — It  had  been  much  better  to  have 
lamented  your  patron  in  your  own  person,  to 
have  expressed  your  genuine  feelings  for  his  lo«, 
and  to  have  spoken  the  language  of  nature  rather 
than  that  of  fiction  on  the  subject.  Compart 
this  with  your  poem  of  the  same  title  in  your 
printed  volume,  which  begins,  O  thou  paU 
Orb  I  and  ohserve  what  it  is  that  forms  the 
charm  of  that  composition.  It  is,  that  it  speaks 
the  language  of  truth  and  of  nature.  The  changt 
is,  in  my  opinion,  injudicious  too  in  this  respect, 
that  an  agtd  bard  has  much  less  need  of  a  pa- 
tron and  protector  than  a  young  one.  I  have 
thus  given  you,  with  much  freedom,  my  opinion 
of  both  the  pieces.  I  should  have  made  a  very 
ill  return  to  the  compliment  you  paid  me,  if  I 
had  given  you  any  other  than  my  genuine  scu- 
timents. 

It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  from 
you  when  you  find  leisure,  and  I  b^  you  will 
believe  me  ever,  dear  Sir,  yours,  lie 


No.  CLXL 

TO  MISS  DA  VIES. 

It  is  impossible.  Madam,  that  the  generoiu 
warmth  and* angelic  purity  of  your  youthful 
mind,  can  have  any  idea  of  that  muraJ  disease 
under  which  I  unhappily  mu^t  rank  as  the  chief 
of  sinners ;  I  mean  a  torpitude  of  the  mora^ 
powers  that  may  be  called,  a  lethargy  of  con- 
Kience. — In  vain  remorse  rears  her  horrent 
crest,  and  rouses  all  her  snake* ;  beneath  the 
(h-adly  fixe<l  eye  and  leaden  hand  of  indolence, 
their  wildest  ire  is  charmed  into  the  tor{M)r  of  the 
bat,  slumUpring  out  the  rigours  of  winter  in  ths 
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chink  of  a  mined  wall.  Nothing  len.  Madam, 
could  have  modt  me  so  long  n^lect  your  oblig- 
ing commands.  Indeed  I  had  one  apology — the 
bagatelle  wa«  not  worth  presenting.      licsides, 

so  strongly  am  I  i'^tcreMted  in  Miss  D 's  fate 

and  welfare  in  the  serious  business  of  iifi*,  amid 
\t»  chances  and  changes  ;  that  to  make  her  the 
subject  of  a  silly  ballad,  is  downright  mockery  of 
these  arfient  feelings ;  'tis  like  an  impertinent 
jest  to  a  dying  friend. 

Gracious  Heaven  !  why  this  disparity  be> 
tween  our  wivhes  and  our  powers  ?  Why  is  the 
most  generous  wish  to  make  others  blest,  impo- 
tent and  ineffectual — as  the  idle  breeze  that 
crosses  the  pathless  desert  ?  In  my  walks  of  life 
I  have  met  with  a  few  people  to  whom  how 
gladly  would  I  have  said — "  Go,  be  happy  !  I 
know  that  your  hearts  have  been  wounded  by 
the  scorn  of  the  proud,  whom  accident  has  plac- 
ed above  you — or  worse  still,  in  who«se  hand  are, 
perhaps,  placed  many  of  the  comforts  of  your 
life.  But  there !  ascend  that  rock,  Indepen- 
dence,  and  look  justly  down  on  their  littleness 
of  soul.  Make  the  worthless  tremble  under  your 
indignation,  and  the  foolish  sink  before  your  con- 
tempt ;  and  largely  impart  that  happiness  to 
others,  which,  I  am  certain,  will  give  yourselves 
so  much  pleasure  to  bestow  !** 

Why,  dear  Madam,  must  I  wake  from  this  de- 
lightful reverie,  and  find  it  all  a  dream  ?  Why, 
amid  my  generous  enthusiasm,  must  I  find  my- 
self poor  and  powerlesn,  incapable  of  wiping  one 
tear  from  the  eye  of  pity,  or  of  adding  one  com- 
fort to  the  friend  I  luve  ! — Out  upon  the  world  ! 
say  I,  that  its  affairs  are  administered  so  ill  ? 
They  talk  of  reform  ; — good  Heaven  !  what  a 
reform  would  I  make  among  the  sons,  and  even 
the  daughters  of  men  ! — Down,  immediately, 
should  go  fools  from  the  high  places  where  mi^. 
begotten  chance  has  pei  Ited  them  up,  and  through 
life  should  they  skulk,  ever  haunted  by  their  na- 
tive insignificance,  as  the  body  marches  accom- 
panied by  its  shadow. — As  for  a  much  more  fur^ 
midable  class,  the  knaves,  I  am  at  a  lots  what  to 
do  with  them  :  Had  I  a  world,  there  should  not 
be  a  knave  in  it. 


But  the  hand  that  could  give,  I  would  liberally 
fill ;  and  I  would  pour  delight  on  the  heart  that 
cnuld  kindly  forgive,  and  generouNly  love. 

Still  the  inequalities  of  his  life  are,  among 
men,  comparatively  tolerable — but  there  is  a  de- 
licacy, a  tenderness,  accompanying  every  view 
in  which  we  can  place  lovely  Woman,  that  are 
grated  and  shocked  at  the  rude,  capricious  dis- 
tinctions of  fortune.  Woman  is  the  blood-royal 
-^f  life  :  let  there  be  slight  d^rees  of  precedency 
among  them — but  let  them  be  all  sacred. 
Whether  this  last  sentiment  be  right  or  wrong, 
I  am  not  accountable ;  it  ia  an  original  compo- 
lent  feature  of  my  mind. 


No.  CLXIL 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP 

EUUiand,  \7tk  December,  1791. 

Many  thanks  to  you.  Madam,  for  your  gwd 
news  respecting  the  little  floweret  and  the  mo* 
ther  plant.  I  hope  my  puetic  prayers  hare 
been  heard,  and  will  be  answered  ap  feo  the 
warmest  sincerity  of  their  fullest  extent ;  mxA 
then  Mrs.  Henri  will  find  her  little  darling  tk* 
representative  of  his  late  parent,  in  ereiy  thii^ 
but  his  abridged  existence. 

I  have  just  finished  the  following  sui^,  wkidi, 
to  a  lady  the  descendant  of  Wallace,  and  maitj 
heroes  of  his  truly  illustrious  line,  and  bersdi 
the  mother  of  several  soldiera,  needs  neither  prv- 
face  nor  apology. 

{Death  Somff,     Segp,  230) 


The  circumatance  that  gare  lise  to  the  fan' 
going  verses  was,  looking  over,  with  a  musical 
friend,  M*Donald*s  collection  of  Highland  airs ; 
I  was  struck  with  one,  an  Isle  of  Skye  taas^ 
entitled  Oram  an  Aoig^  or.  The  Scmp  oJfDealk, 
to  the  measure  of  which  I  have  adapted  ay 
stansas.  I  have  of  late  composed  two  or  thres 
other  little  pieces,  which  ere  yon  full  ocbsi 
moon,  whose  broad  impudent  &ce  now  stares  at 
old  mother  earth  all  night,  shall  have  sbrmk 
into  a  modest  crescent,  just  pee|nng  forth  it 
dewy  dawn,  I  shall  find  an  hour  to 
for  you.     A  Dieuje  voma  eomunende  f 
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No.  CLXIII. 

TO  FRANCIS  GROSE,  Eao.  P.  A.  8. 

SIR,  179S. 

I  BKLIKVS  among  all  our  Scott  literati  rst 
have  not  met  with  Profefsor  Dugald  Strvsrt, 
who  fills  the  moral  philosophy  chair  in  the  Uai> 
versity  of  Edinburgh.  To  nay  that  he  is  a  maa 
of  the  first  pat  ts,  and  what  ia  more,  a  bub  tl 
the  first  worth,  to  a  gentleman  of  your  gracrsi 
acquaintance,  and  who  so  much  enjoys  tlte  hu* 
ury  of  unencumbered  trredom  and  uadist«rhs4 
privacy,  is  not  perhapn  recommendation  entNigk : 
— but  when  1  inform  you  that  Mr.  Stewart*! 
principal  characteristic  is  yuur  favourite  fca* 
ture  ;  that  sterling  independrocr  of  niiod,  whi^ 
though  every  man's  right,  so  iew  men  have  tha 
courage  to  claim,  and  fewer  atill  the  magnaB** 
mity  to  support ; — When  I  tell  you,  that  iiaa»> 
daced  by  splendour,  and  undiagukted  by  wrrtrk- 
edness,  he  appreciates  the  merits  of  the  varieoi 
actors  in  the  great  drama  of  lifc^  aaerely  m  thqf 
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perform  their  parti — m  thort,  be  is  a  man  after 
your  ovro  heart,  and  I  comply  with  his  eameift 
request  in  letting  you  know  that  he  wishes 
above  all  things  to  meet  with  you.  His  bouse, 
Catrine,  is  within  less  than  a  mile  of  Sorn  Gw- 
tle,  which  you  proposed  visiting ;  or  if  you 
ct>uld  transmit  him  the  enclosed,  be  would  with 
the  greatest  pleasure,  meet  you  any  where  in  the 
Deighbourhood.  I  write  tn  Ayrshire  to  inform 
Mr.  Stewart  that  I  have  acquitted  myself  of  my 
promise.  Should  your  time  and  spirits  permit 
your  meeting  with  Mr.  Stewart,  'tis  well ;  if 
not,  I  hope  you  will  forgive  this  liberty,  and  I 
have  at  least  an  opportunity  of  assuring  you 
with  what  truth  and  respect, 
I  am.  Sir, 

Your  great  admirer, 

And  very  humble  servant. 


No.  CLXIV. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Among  the  many  witch  stories  I  have  beard 
relating  to  Alloway  kirk,  I  distinctly  remember 
only  two  or  three. 

Upon  a  stormy  night,  amid  whistling  squalls 
of  wind,  and  bitter  blasts  of  hail ;  in  short,  on 
■ttch  a  night  as  the  devil  would  chouse  to  tuke 
the  air  in  ;  a  farmer  or  farmer's  servant  was 
plodding  and  plashing  homeward  with  bis  plough 
irons  on  his  shoulder,  having  been  getting  some 
repairs  on  them  at  a  neighbouring  smithy.  His 
way  lay  by  the  kirk  of  Alloway,  and  being  ra- 
ther on  the  anxious  look  out  in  ap|)roachiug  a 
place  so  well  knuwn  to  be  a  favourite  haunt  of 
the  devil  and  the  deviKs  friends  and  emiMuiries, 
be  was  struck  aghast  by  discovering  through 
the  horrors  of  the  storm  and  stormy  night,  a 
litrht.  which,  on  his  nearer  approach,  plainly 
showed  itself  to  proceed  from  the  haunted  edi- 
fice. Whether  he  had  been  fortified  from  above 
on  his  devout  supplication,  as  is  customary  with 
people  when  they  suspect  the  immediate  pre- 
sence of  Satan  ;  or  wbetlier,  according  to  ano- 
ther custom,  he  had  got  courageously  drunk  at 
t.Se  smithy,  I  will  not  pretend  to  determine ; 
but  so  it  was  that  he  ventured  to  go  up  to,  nay 
into  the  very  kirk.  As  good  luck  would  have 
it  his  temerity  came  off  unpunished. 

The  members  of  the  infernal  junto  were  all 
out  on  some  midnight  hut>inc8s  or  other,  and  he 
saw  nothing  but  a  kind  of  kettle  or  caldron,  de- 
pending from  the  ro<if,  over  the  fire,  simmering 
K>me  hesds  of  unchriKtcned  children,  limbs  of 
executed  molefiictors,  &c.  fur  the  husiuess  of  the 
night. — It  was,  in  for  a  peony,  in  for  a  pound, 
with  the  honest  ploughmin  :  so  without  cere- 
mony he  unh(K)ked  the  caldron  from  off  the  fire, 
and  pouring  out  the  damnable  ingredients,  in- 
verted it  on  his  head,  and  carried  it  fairly  home, 
where  it  remained  long  in  the  family,  a  living 
evidence  of  the  truth  of  the  story. 


Another  story  which  I  can  prove  to  be  equal- 
ly authentic,  was  as  follows  :— 

On  a  market  day  in  the  town  of  Ayr,  a  fann- 
er from  Carriuk,  and  consequently  whose  way 
lay  by  the  very  gate  of  Alloway  kirk-yard,  in 
order  to  crose  the  river  Doon  at  the  old  bridgey 
which  is  about  two  or  three  hundred  yards  fur- 
ther on  than  the  said  gate,  had  been  detained 
by  his  business,  till  by  the  time  he  reached  Al- 
loway it  was  the  wisord  hour,  between  night 
and  morning- 

Though  he  was  terrified,  with  a  blase  stream- 
ing from  the  kirk,  yet  as  it  is  a  well-known  far.t 
that  to  turn  back  on  these  occasions  is  running 
by  fiir  the  greatest  mk  of  mischief,  he  prudent- 
ly advanced  on  his  road.  When  he  had  reached 
the  gate  of  the  kirk-yard,  he  was  surprised  and 
entertained,  through  the  ribs  and  arches  of  an 
old  gothic  window,  which  still  faces  the  high- 
way, to  see  a  dance  of  witches  merrily  footing  it 
round  their  old  aooty  blackguard  master,  who 
was  keeping  them  all  alive  with  the  power  ol 
his  bagpipe.  The  £u-mer  stopping  hia  hone  to 
obaerve  them  a  little,  could  plainly  descry  tho 
facet  of  many  old  women  of  bis  acquaintance 
and  neighbourhood.  How  the  gentleman  waa 
dreaed,  tradition  does  not  say ;  but  the  ladica 
were  all  in  their  smocks  :  and  one  of  them  hap- 
pening unluckily  to  have  a  smock  which  waa 
considerably  too  short  to  answer  all  the  purpose 
of  that  piece  of  dress,  our  faimer  was  so  tickled, 
that  he  involuntarily  burst  out,  with  a  loud 
laugh,  "  Weel  luppen,  Maggy  wi*  the  short 
sark!"  and  recollecting  himeiclf,  instantly  spur^ 
red  his  horse  to  the  top  of  his  speed.  I  need 
not  mention  the  universally  known  fiict,  that  no 
diabolical  power  can  pursue  you  beyond  the 
middle  of  a  running  stream.  Lucky  it  was  for 
the  poor  farmer  that  the  river  Doon  was  so  near* 
fur  notwithstanding  the  speed  of  his  hone,  which 
was  a  good  one,  against  he  reached  the  middle 
of  the  arch  of  the  bridge,  and  consequently  the 
middle  of  the  stream,  the  punning,  vengeful  hags, 
were  so  close  at  his  heels,  that  one  of  them  actual- 
ly sprung  to  seize  him  ;  but  it  was  too  late,  no- 
thing was  on  her  side  of  the  stream  but  the 
horse's  tail,  which  immediately  gave  way  at  her 
infernal  grip,  as  if  blasted  by  a  stroke  of  light- 
ning ;  but  the  £irmer  was  beyond  her  reach. 
However,  the  unsightly,  tail-less  condition  of 
the  vigorous  steed  was  to  the  last  hour  of  the 
noble  creature's  life,  an  awful  warning  to  the 
Carrick  fiumers,  not  to  stay  too  late  in  Ayr 
markets. 

The  last  rdation  I  shall  give^  though  equally 
true,  is  not  so  well  identified  as  the  two  forme", 
with  regard  to  the  scene  :  but  as  the  best  autho- 
rities give  it  for  Alloway,  I  shall  relate  it. 

On  a  summer's  evening,  about  the  time  that 
nature  puts  on  her  sables  to  mourn  the  expii^y 
of  the  chearfol  day,  a  shepherd  lN>y  belonging 
to  a  £urmer  in  the  immediate  neigh btiurhtjotl  uf 
Alloway  kirk,  had  ju»t  folded  his  ch.ir^e,  und 
was  returning  home.  As  he  passed  the  kirk, 
in  the  adjoining  field,  he  fell  in  with  a  crew  c. 
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men  tnd  women,  wbo  were  buir  polling  ttemi 
of  the  plant  ragwort.  He  obeerved  that  as 
each  person  pulled  a  ragwort,  he  or  she  got 
astride  of  it,  and  called  out,  *'  up  horsie  !**  on 
which  the  ragwort  flew  ofi",  like  Pegisus, 
through  the  air  with  its  rider.  The  foolish  bojr 
likewise  pulled  his  ragwort,  and  cried  with  the 
rest,  "up  horsie!'*  and,  strange  to  tell,  away 
he  flew  with  the  company.  The  first  stage  at 
which  the  cavalcade  stopt,  was  a  merchant's 
wine  cellar  in  Bourdeaux,  where,  without  say- 
ing by  your  leave,  they  quafled  away  at  the  best 
the  cellar  could  aflbrd,  until  the  rooming,  foe  to 
the  imps  and  works  of  darkness,  threatened  to 
throw  light  on  the  matter,  and  frightened  them 
from  their  carousals. 

The  poor  shepherd  lad,  being  equally  a 
stranger  to  the  scene  and  the  liquor,  heedlessly 
got  himself  drunk ;  and  when  the  rest  took 
horse,  he  fell  asleep,  and  wait  found  so  next  day 
by  some  of  the  people  belonging  to  the  merchant. 
Somebody  that  understood  Scotch,  asking  him 
what  he  was,  he  said  he  was  such-a-one*s  herd 
in  Alloway,  and  by  some  means  or  other  getting 
home  again,  he  lived  long  to  tell  the  world  the 
wondrous  tale. 

I  am,  Sec  &C.* 


No.  CLXV. 
TO  MRa  DUNLOP. 

5th  January t  1792. 

You  see  my  hurried  life,  Madam  :  I  can  only 
command  starts  of  time;  however,  I  am  glad 
of  one  thing  ;  since  I  finished  the  other  sheet, 
the  political  bla«t  that  threatened  my  welfare 
is  overblown.  I  have  corresponded  with  Com- 
misHioner  Graham,  for  the  Board  had  made 
me  the  subject  of  their  animadventions ;  and 
now  I  have  the  pleasure  of  informing  you,  that 
all  \»  set  to  rights  in  thit  quarter.  Now,  as  to 
the«e  informers,   may  the  devil  be  let  loo<«e  to 

but  hold !   1  was  praying  most  fervently 

in  my  la<it  sheet,  and  I  must  not  so  toon  fall  a 
swearing  in  this. 

Alas  !  how  little  do  the  wantonly  or  idly  of- 
ficiouH  think  what  mischief  they  do  by  their 
malicious  insinuations,  indirect  impertinence, 
or    thoughtless  blabbings.     ^'hat  a  difference 


•  This  letter  was  copied  from  the  Centum  Uiermria, 
1786.  It  was  communicated  to  the  editor  of  that  work 
by  Mr.  Gilchritt  of  Stamford,  with  the  following  re* 
mark. 

'*  In  a  collection  of  miscellansous  papers  of  the  An. 
tiquary  Grote.  which  I  purdiaied  a  few  yean  since, 
I  found  the  followini;  letter  written  to  him  by  Bums, 
when  the  former  was  collecting  the  Anliquitio  of  Soot, 
land :  When  1  premise  it  was  on  the  second  tradition 
that  he  afYerwards  formed  the  iniiriitable  tale  of  '*  Tarn 
(XShanter."  I  cannot  doubt  of  its  beina  read  with  great 
Interest.  It  were  "  burning  dAy-lighr'  to  point  out  to 
a  reader,  (and  who  is  not  a  reader  of  Bums^)  the 
thoughts  he  afterwards  transplanted  Into  the  rhythmU 
•al  naaacive.** 

a  a 


there  is  in  intrinne  worth,  eandoor, 
lence,  generosity,  kindness— in  all  the  charitiei 
and  all  the  virtues,  between  one  class  of  hnoua 
beings  and  another.  For  instance,  the  amidUe 
circle  I  so  lately  mixed  with  in  the  hospitsble 
hall  of  D  ,  their  generoos  hearts— their  na- 
oontaminated  dignified  minds — their  informed 
and  polished  understandings— what  a  contrast, 
when  compared — if  such  comparing  were  nst 
downright  sacrilege — with  the  soul  of  the  mis- 
creant who  can  deliberately  plot  the  (festrae- 
tion  of  an  honest  man  that  never  offmded  him, 
and  with  a  grin  of  satbfaction  see  the  unfixta- 
nate  being,  his  faithful  wife,  and  prattling  inno- 
cents, turned  over  to  beggary  and  ruin  ! 

Your  cup,  my  dear  Madam,  arrived  safe.  I 
had  two  worthy  fellows  dining  with  me  the 
other  day,  when  I,  with  great  formality,  pro- 
duced my  whigmeleerie  cup,  and  told  them  dot 
it  had  been  a  familv-piece  among  the  descend- 
ants of  Sir  William  Wallace.  This  roused  sack 
an  enthusiasm,  th<tt  they  insisted  on  bumpering 
the  punch  round  in  it ;  and  by  and  bye,  never 
did  your  great  ancestor  lay  a  •S'wfAroa  moit 
completely  to  rest  than  for  a  time  did  yoar 
cup  my  two  friends.  Apropos,  this  is  the  sea- 
son of  wishing.  May  God  bless  you,  my  desr 
friend,  and  bless  me  the  humblest  and  sioccreat 
of  your  friends  by  granting  you  yet  many  r»- 
turns  of  the  season  !  May  all  good  thinp  at- 
tend you  and  yours  wherever  they  are  ecattetsd 
over  the  earth ! 


No.  CLXVL 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  SMELLIE, 
PRINTER. 

Dumfries,  2id  Jamuary.  179i. 
I  SIT  down,  my  dear  Sir,  to  introduce  a  vouag 
lady  to  you,  and  a  lady  in   the  first  ranks  i 
fashion  too.     What  a  ti»k  !   to  you — who  cars 
no  more  fur  the  heid  of  animals   called   \oBOg 
ladies    than  you  do  for  the  herd   of  animals 
called  young  gentlemen.     To  3rou — who  despise 
and  detest  the  groupings  and  combinations  of 
fashion,  as  an  idiot   painter   that  seems  inda*. 
trious  to  place  staring  fuols  awl   unpriaripird 
.  knaves  in  the  foreground  of  his  picture,  while 
I  men  of  sense  and  honesty  are  too  often  thrwa 
in   the   dimmest   shades.      Mrs.    Riddel,   who 
will  take  this  letter  to  town  with  her  and  seod 
it  to  you,  is  a  character  that,  even  in  your  owa 
uay,  as  a  naturalist  and  a  philoaopher,  wooU 
be  an  acquisition  to  your  acquaintaaca.     Tks 
lady  too  is  a  votary  of  the  muses ;  and  as  I 
think  myself  somewhat  of  a  judge  in  my  owa 
trade,  I  assure  you  that  her  verses,  always  oar- 
rect,  and  often  elegant,  are  much  be)-ood  tW 
couinioti  run  of  the  latiy.potiwtteg  of  the  day. 
She  is  a  great  admirer  of  your  book,  aad  hear- 
ing me  say  that  I  was  acquainted  with  >oii,  she 
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Mgged  to  be  known  to  you,  as  the  is  just  going 
to  pay  her  first  visit  to  our  Caledooian  capital. 
I  told  her  that  her  best  way  was  to  desire  her 
near  relation,  and  your  intimate  friend,  Craig- 
darroch,  to  have  you  at  his  house  while  she  was 
there ;  and  lest  you  might  think  of  a  lively  West 
Indian  girl  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of  eighteen  too 
crfien  deserve  to  be  thought  of,  I  should  take 
care  to  remove  that  prejudice.  To  be  impar- 
tial, however,  in  appreciating  the  lady's  merits, 
the  has  one  unlucky  failing,  a  failing  which 
you  will  easily  discover,  as  she  seems  rather 
pleated  with  indulging  in  it ;  and  a  failing  that 
jrou  will  as  easily  pirdon,  as  it  is  a  nin  which 
very  much  beitets  yourself; — where  she  dislikes 
or  despisH,  she  is  apt  to  make  no  more  a  se- 
cret of  it,  than  where  she  esteems  and  respects. 
I  will  not  present  you  with  the  uumeaning 
eamplimentM  of  the  Mtasont  but  I  will  send  you 
my  warmest  wishes  and  most  ardent  prayers, 
that  roRTUNK  may  never  throw  your  subsist- 
XNCK  to  the  mercy  of  a  knavk,  or  set  your 
CHAEACTBR  ou  the  judgment  of  a  fool,  but 
that,  upright  and  erect,  you  may  walk  to  an 
honest  grave,  where  men  of  letters  shall  say, 
here  lias  a  man  who  did  honour  to  science  ;  and 
men  of  worth  shall  say,  here  lies  %  nun  who  did 
kooour  to  human  nature  ' 


No.  CLXVIL 
TO  MR.  W.  NICOLL. 

20th  February,  1792. 

O  THOU,  wisest  among  the  wifte,  meridian 
blaie  of  prudence,  full  moon  of  discretion,  and 
chief  of  many  counsellors !  How  infinitely  is 
thy  puddle* headed,  rattle-headed,  wrong-head- 
ed, round-headed  slave  indebted  tu  thy  super- 
eminent  goodoeas,  that  from  the  luminous  path 
of  thy  own  right-lined  rectitude,  thou  lookest 
benignly  down  un  an  erring  wretch,  of  whom 
the  lig-zag  wanderings  defy  all  the  powers  of 
calculation,  from  the  simple  copulation  of  units 
up  to  the  hidden  mysteries  ot  fluxions  !  May 
one  feeble  ray  of  that  light  of  wisdom  which 
darts  from  thy  sensorium,  straight  as  the  arrow 
of  heaven,  and  bright  as  the  meteor  of  in^ira- 
tioo,  may  it  be  my  portion,  so  that  I  may  be 
leas  unworthy  of  the  face  and  favour  of  that  fa- 
ther of  proverbs  aci'!  master  of  maxims,  that 
antipode  of  folly,  and  magnet  among  the  aages, 
the  wiae  and  witty  Willie  Nict^  I  Amen !  Amen  I 
Yea,  80  be  it ! 

For  me !  I  am  a  beaat,  a  reptile,  and  know 
nothing !  From  the  cave  of  my  ignorance 
amid  the  fegi  of  my  duloeas,  and  pestilential 
fumca  of  my  political  hereaiea,  I  look  up  to 
dice,  at  doth  a  toad  through  the  iron-barred 
Incove  of  a  paatiferous  dungeon,  to  the  cloud- 
leas  glory  of  a  summer  aun !  Sorely  sighing 
in  bitteriMit  olioiilf  I  say,  when  shaU  my  luunf 


be  the  quotation  of  the  wise,  and  my  counte- 
nance be  the  delight  of  the  godly,  like  the  illus* 
trioua  lord  of  Laggan*s  many  hills  ?  *  As  for 
him,  his  works  are  perfect ;  never  did  the  pen 
of  calumny  blur  the  fiiir  page  of  hia  reputation* 
nor  the  bolt  of  hatred  fly  at  his  dwelling. 


Thou  mirtor  of  purity,  when  shall  the  elfine 
lamp  of  my  glimmerous  understanding,  purged 
from  sensual  appetites  and  gross  desires,  shine 
like  the  constellation  of  thy  intellectual  poweis, 
— As  for  thee,  thy  thoughts  are  pure,  and  thy 
lips  are  holy.  Never  did  the  unhallowed  bre-iih 
of  the  powers  of  darkness,  and  the  pleasures  of 
darkness,  pollute  the  sacred  flame  of  thy  sky- 
descended  and  heaven-bound  desires  ;  never  did 
the  vapours  of  impurity  stain  the  unrluuded 
serene  of  thy  cerulean  imagination.  ()  that 
like  thine  were  the  tenor  of  mv  life,  like  thine 
the  tenor  of  my  conversation !  then  should  no 
friend  fear  for  my  strength,  no  enemy  rejoice  in 
my  weakness !  Then  should  I  lie  down  and 
rise  up,  and  none  to  make  me  afraid. — May  thy 
pity  and  thy  prayer  be  exercised  fur,  O  thou 
lamp  of  wisdom  and  mirror  of  morality  !  thy 
devoted  slavcf 


No.  CLXVIIL 
TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

3</ Afarc/i,  1792. 

Si  NCI  I  wrote  to  you  the  last  lugubrious 
sheet,  I  have  not  had  time  to  write  you  further. 
When  I  say  that  I  had  not  time,  that,  h*  usua^ 
means,  that  the  three  dernonH,  indolence,  busi- 
ness, and  ennui,  have  so  completely  shared  my 
hours  among  them,  an  not  tu  leave  me  a  five 
minute»  fragment  to  tike  up  a  pen  in. 

Thank  heaven,  1  feel  my  spirits  buoying  up- 
wards with  the  renovating  year.  Now  I  shall 
in  good  earnest  take  up  Thomson's  songs.  I 
dare  say  he  thinks  I  have  used  him  unkindly, 
and  I  must  own  with  too  much  appearance  of 
truth.  Apropos,  do  you  know  the  much  admir- 
ed old  Highland  air  called  The  Stttor**  Doch- 
ter  ?  It  it  a  first-rate  favourite  of  mine,  and  I 
have  written  what  I  i-eckon  one  of  my  be^t  songs 
to  it.  I  will  send  it  to  you  as  it  was  sung  with 
great  applauae  in  some  fashionable  circles  by 
Major  Robertson,  of  Lude,  who  was  here  with 
his  corps. 


There  is  one  commission  that  I  most  trouble 
you  with.     I  lately  lost  a  valuable  seal,  a  pre- 

•  Mr.  NieolL 

t  Thb  strain  of  Iroov  was  odtsd  toy  a  letter  of  Mr 
Nknll'a  snntainlag  good  advk^ 
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tent  from  a  dejiarted  frienJ,  which  vexes  roe 
mudu  I  have  gotten  one  of  )'Our  Highland 
pcboles,  which  I  fancy  would  moke  a  very  de- 
cent one ;  and  I  want  to  cut  my  armorial  bear- 
ing on  it ;  will  you  be  so  obliging  asi  inquire 
what  will  be  the  expense  of  <uch  a  business  ?  I 
do  not  know  that  my  name  is  matriculated,  as 
the  heralds  call  it,  at  all ;  but  I  have  invented 
arms  fur  myself,  so  you  know  I  shall  be  chief  of 
the  name ;  and  by  courtesy  of  Scotland,  will 
likewise  be  entitled  to  supporters.  These,  how- 
ever, I  do  not  intend  having  on  my  seal.  I  am 
a  bit  of  a  herald  ;  and  shall  give  you,  iecundum 
artem,  my  arms.  On  a  field,  azure,  a  holly 
bufrh,  seeded,  proper,  in  base ;  a  shepherd's  pipe 
and  crook,  saltierwise,  also  proper,  in  chief.  On 
a  wreath  of  the  colours,  a  wood-lark  perching 
on  a  sprig  of  bay-tree,  proper  :  for  crest,  two 
mottoes,  round  the  top  of  the  crest,  Wood-noteM 
wild.  At  the  bottom  of  the  shield,  in  the  usual 
place,  Better  a  wee  hush  than  nae  bield.  By 
the  xhepherd's  pipe  and  crook  I  do  not  mean  the 
nonsense  of  painters  of  Arcadia  ;  but  a  Stock 
and  Honty  and  a  C/i/6,  such  as  you  see  at  the 
head  of  Allan  Ramsay,  in  Allan's  quarto  edition 
of  the  Gentle  Shepherd.  By  the  bye,  do  you 
know  Allan  ?  He  must  be  a  man  of  very  great 
genius. — Why  is  he  not  more  known? — Has  he 
no  patrons  ?  or  do  "  Poverty's  culd  wind  and 
crushing  rain  beat  keen  and  heavy"  on  him  ? 
1  once,  and  but  oni*e,  got  a  glance  of  that  noble 
edition  of  the  noblest  pastoral  in  the  world,  and 
dear  as  it  wa^  I  mean  dear  as  to  my  pocket,  I 
would  have  bought  it ;  but  I  was  told  that  it 
was  printed  and  engraved  for  subscribers  only. 
He  is  the  only  artist  who  has  hit  genuine  pas- 
toral costume.  What,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
is  there  in  riches,  that  they  narrow  and  harden 
the  heart  so  ?  I  think  that  were  I  as  rich  aa  the 
sun,  I  should  be  as  generous  as  the  day  ;  but 
as  I  have  no  reason  to  imagine  my  soul  a  nobler 
one  than  any  other  man'a,  I  must  conclude  that 
wealth  imparts  a  bird-lime  quality  to  the  pos- 
scNSor,  at  which  the  roan,  in  his  native  poverty, 
would  have  revolted.  What  has  led  me  to  this, 
is  the  idea  «f  ruch  merit  as  Mr.  Allan  possesses, 
and  such  riches  as  a  nabob  or  governor-contrac- 
tor posscKnes,  and  why  they  do  not  form  a  mu- 
tual league.  Let  wealth  shelter  and  cherish  un- 
protected merit,  and  the  gratitude  and  celebrity 
of  that  merit  will  richly  repay  it. 


No.  CLXIX. 

TO  MR.  T.  CLARKE,  Eoikburgh. 

July  16,  1792. 
Mr.  Burns  begs  leave  to  prettent  his  most 
respectful  compliments  to  Mr.  Clarke.^Mr.  B. 
some  time  ago  did  himself  the  honour  of  writ- 
ing Mr  C.  rcsuecting  coming  out  to  the  couo- 


try  to  give  a  little  musical  iLtstructioa  in  a  hi^k 
ly  respectable  fiimily,  where  Mr.  C.  may  bavi 
his  own  terms,  and  may  be  as  happy  as  in^ 
lence,  the  Devil,  and  the  gout  will  permit  him. 
Mr.  B.  knows  well  how  Mr.  C.  is  engaged  with 
another  family ;  but  cannot  Mr.  CL  find  two  or 
three  weeks  to  spare  to  each  of  them  ?  Bf  r.  & 
is  deeply  impressed  with,  and  awfully  conscioiis 
of,  the  high  importance  of  Mr.  C*s  time,  whe- 
ther in  the  winged  moments  of  symphooioas 
exhibition,  at  the  keys  of  harmony,  while  list- 
ening Seraphs  cease  their  own  less  delightful 
strains  ; — or  in  the  drowsy  hours  of  slumbcroos 
repoee,  in  the  arms  of  his  dearly- beloved  elbow- 
chair,  where  the  frow»y,  but  potent  power  of 
indolence,  circumfuscs  her  vapours  round,  and 
sheds  her  dews  on,  the  head  of  her  darling  soa. 
— But  half  a  line  conveying  half  a  meaaii^ 
from  Mr.  C.  would  make  Mr.  B.  the  very  hap- 
piest of  mortala. 


No.  CLXX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

^nnoii  Water  Foot,  2S</  August,  ITBL 
Do  not  blame  me  for  it,  Madam — my  ova 
conscience,  hackneyed  and  weather-beaten  mit 
is,  in  watching  and  reproving  my  vagaries,  M- 
lies,  indolence,  &c.  has  oontinoed  to  blame  aad 
punish  me  sufficiently. 


Do  you  think  it  pomible,  my  dear  and  Imhu 
oured  friend,  that  I  could  be  ao  lost  to  gratittde 
fmr  many  fiivours ;  to  esteem  for  much  worth, 
and  to  the  honest,  kind,  pleasurable  tie  of,  now, 
old  acquaintance,  and  I  ho|>e  and  am  sure  of  pr^ 
gressive  increasing  friendship — as,  ^r  a  stnglt 
day,  not  to  think  of  you — ^lo  aak  the  Far«  •  trhat 
they  are  doing  and  about  to  do  with  iny  mnch 
loved  fi-iend  and  her  wide-scattered  connesioaB, 
and  to  beg  of  them  to  be  as  kind  to  yoa  and 
yours  as  they  possibly  can. 

Apropos  (though  how  it  is  apropos,  I  havt 
not  leisure  to  explain),  do  you  know  that  1  aa 
almost  in  love  with  an  acquaintance  of  yoors? 
— Almost !  said  I — I  am  in  lore,  soose  !  over 
head  and  ears,  deep  as  the  most  nnfathomable 
abyss  of  the  boundleiM  ocean  ;  but  the  vord| 
Love,  owing  to  the  intcrmingletiomM  of  the  good 
and  the  bad,  the  pure  and  the  impure,  in  tlui 
world,  l)eing  rather  an  equivixral  t«rr»i  kit  cs- 
pre«<ing  one's  iteiitiments  and  wostt^ons,  I  m««t 
do  justice  to  the  sacred  purity  of  my  attachment 
Know  then,  that  the  heart-atruck  awe  ;  be  di^ 
taot  buroble  approach  ;  the  delight  we  abodi 
have  in  gazing  upon  and  liatenii^  to  a 
ger  of  Heaven,  appearing  in  all  the  «i 
purity  of  his  celestial  home,  among  the 
polluted,  hx  inferior  sons  of  men,  to  delivfr  li 
them  tidings  thatmalttdMU'  hetrtitvia  injif 
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tnH  their  imaginationn  soar  in  transport — such, 
M  dtfligbting,  and  so  pure^  were  the  emotions  of 
my  soul  on  meeting  the  other  day  with  Mim 
B — ,  your  neighbour  at  M Mr.  B. 


with  his  two  diughters,  accompanied  by  Mr.  H. 
of  Q.  passing  through  Dumfries  a  few  days  ago, 
on  tlieir  way  to  England,  did  me  the  honour  of 
calling  on  me ;  on  which  I  took  my  horse 
(though  God  knows  I  could  ill  spare  the  time), 
and  accompanied  them  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles, 
and  dined  and  spent  the  day  with  them.  'Twas 
about  nine*  I  thibk,  when  I  left  them  ;  and  rid- 
in^  home,  I  composed  the  following  ballad,  of 
which  yeu  will  probably  think  you  have  a  dear 
bargain,  as  it  will  coast  you  another  groat  of 
postage.  You  roust  know  that  there  is  an  old 
ballad  beginning  with 

**  My  bonnie  Lixzie  Baillie 

I'll  row  thee  in  my  plaidie,'*  kc 

So  I  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is  literally  the 
first  copy,  '*  unanointed  unannealed,**  as  Ham- 
let say^ — See  p.  19i. 

So  much  fi^r  ballads.  I  regret  that  you  are 
gone  to  the  east  country,  as  I  am  to  be  in  Ayr- 
shire in  about  a  fortnight.  This  world  of  ours, 
notwithstanding  it  has  mafly  good  things  in  it, 
yet  it  has  ever  had  this  cune,  that  two  ur  three 
people  who  would  be  the  happier  the  oftener  tiiey 
met  together,  are,  almi«t  without  exception ,  iil- 
ways  so  placed  us  never  to  meet  but  once  ur 
twice  a-year,  which,  considering  the  few  yearti 
of  a  man's  life,  is  a  very  great  **  evil  under  the 
sun,*'  which  I  do  not  recollect  that  Solomon  has 
mentioned  in  his  catalogue  of  the  miseries  of  man 
I  hope  and  believe  that  there  is  a  state  of  exist- 
roce  beyond  the  grave,  where  the  worthy  of  this 
life  will  renew  their  former  intimacies,  with  this 
endearing  addition,  that  **  we  meet  to  part  no 
more. 


•> 


**  Tell  as,  ye  dead, 
Will  none  of  you  in  pity  disclose  the  secret 
What  'tis  you  are,  and  we  must  shortly  be  !** 

A  thousand  times  have  I  made  this  apostrophe 
to  the  departed  sons  of  men,  but  not  one  of  them 
has  ever  thought  fit  to  answer  the  question. 
**  O  that  some  courteous  ghost  would  blab  it 
out !" — but  it  cannot  be  ;  you  and  I,  my  friend, 
must  nudte  the  experiment  by  ourselves  and  for 
ourselves.  However,  I  am  so  convinced  that  an 
unshaken  faith  in  the  doctrines  of  religion  is  not 
only  necesKary,  by  making  us  better  men,  but  al- 
so by  making  us  happier  men,  that  I  shall  take 
every  c^re  that  your  little  god-son,  and  every 
little  creature  that  shall  call  me  father,  shaJl  be 
taught  them. 

So  ends  this  heten^eneous  letter,  written  at 
this  wild  place  of  the  world,  in  the  intervals  of 
mj  labour  of  discharging  a  vessel  of  rum  from 
Antigua. 


No.  CLXVII 

* 

TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Dttrnfries,  \Oth  September^  1798. 

No  !  I  will  nut  attempt  an  apolr^y. — Amid 
all  my  hurry  of  hiijiine^,  grinding  the  face  of 
the  publican  and  the  thinner  en  the  merciless 
wheels  of  the  cxci*<e  ;  m  iking  ballad;?,  and  then 
drinking,  and  sin<;ing  them  ;  and,  over  and 
above  all,  the  correcting  the  prens-work  of  two 
different  puhlicationi ;  »till,  still  I  might  have 
stolen  five  minuter  to  deilicate  to  one  of  the  first 
of  my  friends  and  fellow-creatures.  I  might 
have  done,  at  I  do  at  present,  snatched  an  hour 
near  **  witching  time  of  night" — and  scrawled 
a  page  or  two.  I  might  have  congratulated  my 
friend  on  his  marriage  ;  or  1  might  have  thank- 
ed the  Caledonian  archers  for  the  honour  they 
have  done  me  (though  to  do  myself  justice,  I 
intenili'd  to  have  done  both  in  rhyme,  else  I  had 
done  both  l(»ng  ere  now.)  Well,  then,  here  is 
to  your  g04)d  health  !  fur  you  must  know,  I 
have  set  a  nipperkin  of  toddy  by  me,  just  by 
way  of  spell,  to  keep  away  the  meikle  horned 
Deil,  or  any  of  his  subaltern  imps  who  may  be 
on  their  nightly  rounds. 

But  what  shall  I  write  to  you  ?^**  The  voice 
•aid  cry,"  and  1  said,  **  what  shall  I  cry  ?** — O, 
thou  spirit !  whatever  thou  art,  or  wherever 
thou  makest  thyself  visible  !  be  thou  a  bogle  by 
the  eerie  side  of  an  auld  thorn,  in  the  dreary 
glen  through  which  the  herd  callan  maun  bicker 
in  his  gloamin  route  frae  the  faulde  !  Be  thou  a 
brownie,  set,  at  dead  of  night,  to  thy  task  by 
the  blazing  ingle,  ur  in  the  solitary  barn  where 
the  repercussions  of  thy  iron  flail  affright  thy- 
self, as  thou  performest  the  work  of  twenty  of 
the  sons  of  men,  ere  the  cock-crowing  summon 
thee  to  thy  ample  cog  of  substantial  brose. — Be 
thou  a  kelpie,  haunting  the  ford  ur  ferry,  in  the 
starless  night,  mixing  thy  laughing  yell  with  the 
howling  of  the  storm,  and  the  roaring  of  the 
flood,  as  thou  viewest  the  perils  and  miseries  of 
man  on  the  foundering  horve,  or  in  the  tumb- 
ling boat ! — Or,  lastly,  be  thou  a  ghost,  paying 
thy  nocturnal  visitit  to  the  hoary  ruins  of  decay- 
ed grandeur  ;  ur  performing  thy  myotic  rites  ia 
the  shadow  of  thy  tiine-wurn  church,  while  the 
moon  looks,  without  a  cloud,  on  the  silent, 
ghastly  dwellings  of  the  dead  around  thee  ;  or 
taking  thy  stand  by  the  bed<>ide  of  the  villain, 
or  the  murderer,  pourtraying  on  his  dreaming 
fancy,  pictures,  dreadful  as  the  horrors  of  un- 
veiled hell,  and  terrible  as  the  wrath  of  incensed 
Deity  !— Come,  thou  spirit,  but  not  in  these 
hori  id  forms ;  come  with  the  milder,  geutle, 
easy  inspirations,  which  thou  breathest  round 
the  wig  of  a  prating  advocate,  or  the  tctc  of  a 
tea-si]iping  gossip,  while  their  tongues  run  at 
the  light-horse  gallop  of  clishmaclaver  for  ever 
and  ever— come  and  assist  a  poor  devil  who  if 
quite  jaded  in  the  attempt  to  share  half  an  idea 
among  half  a  hundred  words;  to  fill  up  four 
quarto  pages^  whde  he  has  not  got  one  stogie 


see 
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•entenoe  of  recollection,  informition,  or  remark 
worth  putting  pen  to  paper  for. 

I  feel,  I  feel  tl  e  pretence  of  sttpematnra)  as- 
■iatance !  circled  in  the  embrace  of  my  elbow- 
chair,  my  breast  laboars,  like  the  bk»ated  Sybil 
on  her  three- footed  stool,  and  like  her  too,  la* 
hours  with  Nonsense.— Nonsense,  auspicious 
name !  Tutor,  friend,  and  finger-post  in  the 
mystic  mazes  of  law ;  the  cadaverous  paths  of 
physic :  and  particularly  in  the  sightless  soar- 
ings of  SCHOOL  DiviMTV,  who,  leaving  Com- 
mon Sense  c(tnfuiuided  at  his  strength  of  pinion. 
Reason  delirious  with  eyeing  his  giddy  6ight, 
and  Truth  creeping  back  into  the  bottom  of  her 
well,  cursing  the  hour  that  ever  she  offered  her 
■corned  alliance  to  the  wizard  power  of  Theolo- 
gic  Vision — raves  abroad  on  all  the  winds.  **  On 
earth  Discord !  a  gloomy  Heaven  above,  open- 
ing her  jealous  gates  to  the  nineteen  thousandth 
part  of  the  tithe  of  mankind  !  and  below,  an  in- 
eacapable  and  inexorable  hell,  expanding  its  le- 
viathan jaws  for  the  vast  residue  of  mortals  !  !  !'* 
»0  doctrine !  comfortable  and  healing  to  the 
weary,  wounded  soul  of  a  man !  Ye  sons  and 
daughters  of  affliction,  ye  pauvres  misertU/tes,  to 
whom  day  brings  no  pleasure,  and  night  yields 
no  rest,  be  coniforted  !  **  *Tis  but  one  to  nine- 
teen  hundred  thousand  that  your  situation  will 
mend  in  this  world  ;"  so,  alas  !  the  experience 
of  the  poor  and  the  needy  too  often  affirms  ;  and 
*tis  nineteen  hundred  thousand  to  one,  by  the 

dogmas  of  ,   that  you  will  be  damned 

eternally  in  the  world  to  come  ! 

But  of  all  Nonstense,  Religious  Nonaenae  is 
the  most  nonsensical ;  so  enough,  and  more 
than  enough  of  it.  Only,  by  the  bye,  will  yoo, 
or  can  you  tell  me,  my  dear  Cunningham,  why 
a  sectarian  turn  of  mind  has  always  a  tendency 
to  narrow  and  illiberalixe  the  heart  ?  They  are 
orderly ;  they  may  be  just ;  nay,  I  have  known 
them  merciful  :  but  still  your  children  of  sanc- 
tity move  among  their  fellow-creatures  with  a 
nostril  snuffing  putrescence,  and  a  foot  spuming 
filth,  in  short,  with  a  conceited  dignity  that 

your    titled 

...  or  any  other  of  your  Scottish  lordlings 
of  seven  centuriee  standing,  display  when  they 
accidentally  mix  among  the  many-aproned  sons 
of  mechnnical  life.  I  remember,  in  my  plough- 
boy  days,  I  could  not  conceive  it  possible  that  a 
noble  lord  could  be  a  fool,  or  a  godly  man  could 
be  a  knave. — How  ignorant  are  pluugh-boyi  !•— 
Nay,  1  have  since  discovered  that  a  f/odiy  iro- 
tnan  may  be  a  ^— ! — But  hold — Here's  t'ye 
again — this  rum  is  generous  Autigua,  ao  a  very 
unfit  menstruum  for  acandal. 

Apropos,  how  do  you  like^  I  mean  realfy  like 
the  married  life  !  Ah,  my  friend  !  matrimony  is 
quite  a  different  thing  fiom  what  yuur  love-sick 
youths  and  sighing  girb  take  it  to  be  !  But 
marriage,  we  are  told,  is  appointed  by  God,  and 
I  shall  never  quarrel  with  any  of  his  institutions. 
I  am  a  husband  of  older  standing  than  you,  and 
'  shall  give  you  mi/  ideas  of  the  conjugal  state — 
(m  pasuuU»  you  know  I  im  no  Latioiat,  ia  not , 


ooiyM^ai  derived  firomyti^siii,  a  yoke?)  WcB, 
then,  the  scale  of  good-wifieakip  I  divide  ialo 
ten  parts.— Good-nature,  fiinr  ;  Good  Seam, 
two  ;  Wit,  one  ;  Personal  Charmo,  viz.  a  sweet 
face,  eloquent  eyes,  fine  limbs,  graeelul  carriage, 
(I  would  add  a  fijM  waist  too,  but  that  ia  to 
soon  spoilt,  yon  know),  all  these,  one ;  as  far 
the  other  qualities  belonging  to,  or  attending  on, 
a  wife,  such  as  Fortune,  Connections,  Edoca- 
tion,  (I  mean  education  extraordinary).  Family 
Blood,  &c  divide  the  two  remaining  degrees 
among  them  as  yon  |riease ;  only,  remcmbsr 
that  idl  the«  minor  propertaea  most  be  exprui 
ed  by  fraetUme^  for  there  is  not  any  ooe  ti 
them,  in  the  aforeaaid  scale,  entitled  to  the  dig- 
nity of  an  integer. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  &nciee  and  w  varies 
how  I  lately  met  with  Miaa  Leely  Baillie^  the 
most  beautiful,  elegant  woman  in  the  worU 
—how  I  accompanied  her  and  her  father's  f^ 
mily  fifteen  miles  on  their  journey,  'Out  of  pert 
devotion,  to  admire  the  lovelinesi  of  the  works 
of  God,  in  auch  an  unequalled  display  of  ther 
— how,  in  galloping  home  at  night,  I  made  a 
ballad  on  her,  of  which  these  two  atanaas  aiakt 
a  part— 

Thoo,  bonnie  Lealy,  art  a  qoeen. 
Thy  subjects  we  before  thee  ; 

Thou,  bonnie  Lesly,  art  divina^ 
The  hearts  o*  men  adore  thee. 

The  very  Deil  he  cookl  na  seaith 

Whatever  wad  belang  thee  ! 
He*d  look  into  thy  bonnie  &ee 

And  say,  **  I  canna  wrang  tbee. 

— behold  all  these  things  are  written  in  the 
chronicles  of  my  imagination,  and  shall  be  nU 
by  thee,  my  dear  friend,  and  by  thy  brlovtd 
spouse,  my  other  dear  friend,  at  a  more  coave* 
nient  season. 

Now,  to  thee,  and  to  thy  befbre-desigoed  ^ 
aom-companion,  be  given  the  precious  th:np 
brought  forth  by  the  sun,  and  the  prcctssi 
things  brought  forth  by  the  moon,  and  the  be> 
nignest  influence  of  the  stars,  and  the  liviag 
streams  which  flow  from  the  fountains  ei  h§h 
and  by  the  tree  of  lifo,  for  ever  aad  ever  !<* 
Amen! 


No.  CLXVin. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Dumfriee,  2iik  SepUmber,  179t. 
I  HAVi  this  moment,  my  dear  Madam,  yoais 
of  the  twenty-third.  All  your  other  kind  i»> 
proaches,  your  uewa.  Ice  are  out  iW  my  heei 
when  I  read  and  think  on  Mrs.  H  's  situs- 
tion.  Good  God  !  a  heart-wounded  hrlpWw 
young  woman — in  a  atrango.  foreign  lead,  ui 
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pt  (tit  vhlcb 


■uiNtiiHi  to  hH  fimily 

I  annul  Hy  iLut  I  give  hlu  jnjr  of  hi>  lir?  ■•  i 
(■ruiR-.     "Til,  ■•  ■  Cinrer  paying  a  dur.  un- 

brmiog  bit  own  property;  wwin;  ha  uru 
ourn  in  hope ,  ind  reijjing  it,  ia  ipii*  of  biililf 

vcathH,  ip  gUdum;  knuwiog  tbil  none  can 

hia  henb ;  nhcariag  hi*  flockt  i  riijoicing  ai 
Cbmtmui  dik]  facetting  Hn>  mil  ilaii^lilcr-, 
until  he  he  the  wnprjtrd,  grey-luirRil  Lmiler  u( 
a  little  tribe— 'tin  i  heavenly  lil^'  but  n»il 
take  the  life  vt  reaping  the  fruila  thai  anulluir 

Well,  your  kind  wiilio  will  be  gratified,  k, 

— ;  until   her    niue 
may  perhipe  be  ii, 


t  Mr 


manthi 

ed  10  mike  me  ihe  piiriircbal  leader  of  a  Uiul 
However,  it'  Heaveu  will  be  to  obliging  la  k'l 
DM  hiif  them  im  the  pro|ii>rtiDii  of  three  boj-a 
(o  OIK  girl.  I  ihall  be  »  niueh  the  more  pleawil. 
1  hope,  if  1  am  vjiared  with  them,  to  ahov  a  i^'t 
of  boyi  that  will  do  liDDour  la  my  care)  and 
name ;  but  I  am  not  e<iua1  to  the  luk  of  nar- 
ing  girle.  Beaidrt.  I  am  too  poor  ;  t  girl  ibonld 
alwayt  have  a  fortune.  Apropos,  your  tittle 
fod-eon  i«  thriTing  charmingly,  but  ii  a  «r> 
deril.  He,  though  two yearv younger,  baieoui- 
I^elely  mattered  bii  brother.  Hubert  ii  indeirl 
the  mildnl,  gentleit  creature  I  ever  taw.      H.: 

Vou  knuw  how  rcaddy  we  gri  into  prattle  up- 
L     Ood  bin*  you  and  your*  ! 
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'to  the  same. 
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ion  hnlda  oat  to  the  chil- 
dren lit  ^a^ctiaa^-c/iUdren  of  afflittitn  '— 
how  jurt  the  »pre»ion  !  and  like  every  olbei 
lamily.  they  hare  matteta  among  them  which 
ihey  hear,  lee,  and  ltd  id  a  •etioni.  (Il-impor- 
taut  minner,  of  which  the  world  haa  not,  nor 
nree  to  have,  any  idea.  The  world  bml^  in- 
dlBbrently  ou.  makei  the  piHing  remark,  and 
proceed*  to  Ihe  next  nor^l  orcnrrence. 

AIM,  Madim  !  who  wootd  wi.h  for  many 
yean  <  What  ii  it  hut  to  drag  eiielcnce  until 
our  joji  gmdually  opire  and  leave  ui  Id  a  pinht 
ofmi*eryi  like  the  gloom  which  hlula  oat  the 
■tan  one  l>y  one.  !rom  the  dee  of  night,  and 
leave*  u*.  wilhoKta  ray  of  comfort,  in  the  huwl- 


No.  CLXv. 

TO  THE  .SAME, 

D«mfrit;m  Dtcrmbtr,  I70J. 
1  SHALL  be  in  Ajmhite,  1  think,  neit  week  ; 
d  if  at  all  pottible.  I  shill  certainly,  iny  mui-h^ 
ccnicd  friend,  have  the  plva-uie  of  ■iiiliiig  it 
lolup-hoiw. 

Ala*.  Madim  !  how  teldom  do  we  me  meet 
this  world,  that  H-e  h'vc  reuun  to  caDgraiii. 

not  piued  half  the  ordinary  term  of  an  old  niio'* 
liie,  and  yei  I  icarcely  look  over  thg  tdiituaiyof 
ipapcc,  that  1  do  not  •»  ume  name*  thit 
known,  and  which  I,  and  otlier  leqiiaini 
.  little  thought  to  meet  with  there  to  loaa. 
Every  other  inatance  of  the  mortality  of  our 

reivnt  an  imponance  ate  the  live*  of  diHerent 
lividual*?  Kay,  of  what  importance  i*  ona 
riod  of  the  wme  life,  more  than  another  i  A 
V  year*  ago,  I  couhl  have  lain  down  in  the 
Hi,  "  cirpl™  of  the  voice  of  the  morning  ;" 
d  now  not  a  few.  and  ihear  moat  hclplcn  in- 
ns luK  both  their  "  itaff  aui  ihleM.  By 
■  way,  thcK  belploa  one*  have  lately  gol  an 
lilion,  Mn.  B.  haring  giveo  me  a  Gn*  girl 
ce  I  H-rule  you.  There  i*  a  churning  pa*. 
;e  in  Thomion'*  Edxard  md  Eteanon. 


#lut  ihall  1  uy  to  comfoi 
hwd,  much-*fflicled  fiieni 
with  yoB ;  CDoaolalian  I  hi 


Li  I  am  got  in  the  way  of  quotiliona,  I  >h«tl 
give  yon  another  iTom  the  Hme  piece,  peeuliar. 
ly,  ala*  \  too  peculiarly  appoiiu.  my  dear  M^ 
^   dam,  to  yotn:  preaenl  frama  of  nuDd  i 
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Olad  o'er  tiie  rammer  main?  tlie  tempest 


Tlie  rough  winds  rage  aloud ;  when  firom  the 

hdm 
This  Tirtue  shrinks,  and  in  a  comer  Iie«> 
Lamenting— Heavens !  if  privileged  firom  trial, 
How  cheap  a  thing  were  virtue  !** 


I  do  not  remember  to  have  heard  you  men- 
tion Thomson's  dramas.  I  pick  up  £ivourite 
quotations,  and  store  them  in  my  mind  as  ready 
armour,  offensive,  or  defencive,  amid  the  struggle 
of  this  turbulent  existence.  Of  these  is  one»  a 
very  &vourite  one,  from  his  Alfredf 

**  Attach  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuous  deeds 
And  offices  of  life ;  to  life  itself. 
With  all  its  vain  and  transient  joys,  sit  loose.** 

Probably  I  have  quoted  some  of  these  to  yon 
fiirmerly,  as  indeed  when  I  write  from  the  heart, 
I  am  apt  to  be  guilty  of  such  repetitions.  The 
compass  of  the  heart,  in  the  musical  style  of  ex- 
pression, is  much  more  bounded  than  that  of 
the  imagination ;  so  the  notes  of  the  former  are 
extremely  apt  to  run  into  one  another ;  but  in 
return  for  the  paucity  of  its  compass,  its  few 
notes  are  much  more  sweet  I  must  stUl  give 
you  another  quotation,  which  I  am  almost  rare 
I  have  given  you  before,  but  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation.  The  subject  is  religion — speaking 
ef  its  importance  to  mankind,  the  author  says. 


fi 


*Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning 
bright,**  &c.  as  in  p.  49. 


I  see  you  are  in  for  double  postage,  so  I  shall 
e'en  scribble  out  t'other  sheet.  We  in  this 
country  here  have  many  alarms  of  the  reform- 
ing, or  rather  the  republican  spirit  of  your  part 
•f  the  kingdom.  Indeed  we  are  a  good  deal  in 
commotion  ourselves.  For  me,  I  am  a  plaee- 
maut  you  know ;  a  very  humble  one  indeed, 
Heaven  knows,  but  still  so  much  so  as  to  gag 
me.  What  my  private  sentiments  are,  you  wiH 
find  out  without  an  interpreter. 


I  have  taken  up  the  subject  in  another  view ; 
and  the  other  day,  for  a  pretty  actress's  benefit- 
night,  I  wrote  an  address,  which  I  will  give 
you  on  the  other  page,  called  7%t  Rights  of 
Woman, 


THE  RIGHTS  OF  WOMAN. 

Am  Oeeational  Addrtn  tpoken  hjf  Mias  FoN- 
TSNiLLS  on  h€r  bemejii  nijfkL 

Whilx  Europe's  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighty  thing% 
The  fote  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings. 
While  Quacks  of  state  must  each  produce  his 

plan, 
kad  tven  ehikireB  Imp  M<  Rights  sf  Mkmg 


Amid  this  mighty  fbas  jwat  kt 
like  Rights  of  IToiMas  merit 


First,  in  the  sexes'  intermix'd 
One  sacred  Right  of  Woman  is  proittttom. 
The  tender  flower  that  lifb  its  head,  elate. 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blase  of  fote^ 
Sunk  to  the  earth,  defoeed  its  lovdy  fonn, 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending 


Our  second  Right's— hut  needlesa  here  is  cap- 
tion. 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate's  the  fiadiioa. 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  fiall  before  him. 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it— 'tis  deeormwL-^ 
There  was,  indeed,  in  ht  less  polish'd  days, 
A  time,  when  rough  rude    nea  had  nangh^ 

ways: 
Would  swagger,  swear,  get  dnnik,  kick  up  i 

riot. 
Nay,  even  thus  invade  a  lady's  quiet. — 
Now,  thank  our  stars !  these  Gothic  timoi  an 

fled: 
Now,  well-bred  men— and  yoa  are  all  well- 
bred—— 
Most  justly  think  (and  we  are  modi  Uie  fai»- 

Such  conduct  neither  ^irit,  wit,  nor  n>«M>«-* 


For  Right  the  third,  our  last,  oor  best,  mt 

dearest, 
That  right  to  fluttering  female  hearts  the 

est. 
Which  even  the  Rights  of  Kings  in  low 

tration 

Most  humbly  own — 'tis  dear,  dear  odMiroHsml 
In  that  blest  sphere  slnne  we  live  and  move ; 
There  taste  that  life  of  iife — immortal  luve 
Smiles,  ghnces  sii^h^  tears  fits,  flirtations,  aii^ 
'Gainst  such  an  ho«t  what  flinty  savage 
When  awful  Beauty  joins  with  all  her 
Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  arms  ? 

But  truce  with  kings,  and  tmce  with 
tutions. 
With  bloody  armaments  and  revolotioiia ; 
Let  majesty  your  first  attention  sumoMm, 
Ah!  ea  ira  f  thk  Majksty  or  Womav ! 


I  shall  have  the  honour  of  receiving  yoar 
ticisms  in  person  at  Dunlop. 


No.  CLXXt 
TO  R.  GRAHAM,  Esq.  Fiimr. 

Hft>  Deesmber.  I7M. 

I  HAvx  been  snrpriaed,  coofouttdcd,  aad  £»• 
tracted,  by  Mr.  Mitchell,  tht*  eoUector,  telli^ 
me  that  he  haa  received  an  order  ftoaa  yew 


•  booleal  alhisioQ  to  the  — ^Bm■Ha  of  the 
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fiovd  to  inquire  into  my  political  conduct,  and 
blaming  me  an  a  penon  disaAK:ted  to  Govern- 
ment. Sir,  you  are  a  husband— and  a  father.— 
You  know  what  you  would  feel,  to  see  the  much- 
loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and  your  helpless, 
prattling  little  ones,  turned  adrift  into  the  world, 
degiaded  and  disgraced  from  a  situation  in  which 
they  had  been  reHpectable  and  respected,  and  left 
almost  without  the  necessary  support  of  a  miser- 
able existence.  Alas,  Sir  !  rauitt  I  think  that 
MJch,  soon,  will  by  my  lot  >  and  from  the  d-mned, 
dark  insinuations  of  hellish  groundless  envy  too  ! 
I  believe.  Sir,  I  may  aver  it,  and  in  the  sight  of 
Omniscience,  that  I  would  not  tell  a  deliberate 
falsehood,  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors,  if 
worse  can  be,  than  those  I  have  mentioned,  hung 
•ver  my  head  ;  and  I  say,  that  the  allegation, 
whatever  villain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie  !  To  the 
British  Constitution,  on  revolution  principles. 
■ext  after  my  God,  I  am  most  devoutly  attach- 
ed !  You,  Sir,  have  been  much  and  generoufly 
my  friend. — Heaven  knows  ho»v  warmly  I  hare 
felt  the  obligation,  and  how  gr-tcfully  I  have 
thanked  you — Fortune,  Sir,  has  maile  you  pow- 
erful, and  me  impotent ;  has'  given  yov  patron- 
age, and  me  dependence. — I  woukl  iK>t,  hr  my 
•ingle  self,  call  on  your  humanity ;  were  such 
my  insular,  unconnected  situation,  I  would  de- 
•piie  the  tear  that  now  sweUs  in  my  eye-~I 
eould  brave  misfortune,  I  coald  face  ruin ;  for 
at  the  woi-sr,  **  Death's  tbousand  doors  stand 
open  ;**  but,  good  God  '  th«  tender  concerns 
that  I  have  mentioned,  the  claims  and  ties  that 
I  tee  at  this  moment,  and  teel  around  me,  how 
they  unnerve  Coarnge.  tnd  wither  Renolutiun  ! 
To  your  patronise,  ss  a  man  of  some  genius, 
you  have  allowed  me  a  claim  ;  and  your  esteem, 
as  an  hone«t  nran,  1  know  is  my  due  :  To  these, 
Sir,  permit  me  to  appeal ;  by  these  may  I  ad- 
jure you  to  save  me  from  that  misery  which 
threatens  to  averwhelm  me,  and  which,  with 
my  latest  breath  I  will  say  it,  I  have  not  deserved. 


No.  CLXXII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

OBAR  MADAM,  Z>ecem6er  SI,  1792. 

A  HURKT  of  business,  thrown  in  heaps  by  my 
absence,  has  until  now  prevented  my  returning 
my  grateful  acknowledgments  to  the  good  fa- 
mily of  Dunlop,  and  you  in  particular,  for  that 
hospitable  kindness  which  rendered  the  four 
da)-s  I  spent  under  that  genial  roof,  four  of  the 
pleasante^t  1  «-ver  enjoyed. — .\las,  my  dearest 
friend  !  how  few  and  fleeting  are  those  things 
we  call  pleasures  !  On  my  road  to  Aynhire,  I 
■pent  a  night  with  a  friend  whom  I  much  valu«l ; 
a  man  whose  days  promised  to  be  many  ;  and 
en  Saturday  last  we  laid  him  in  the  dust ! 

J€tnunry  <,  1793. 
I  HAVB  just  received  yours  of  the  SOth,  and 


feel  much  for  your  situation.  However,  I  hearti- 
ly rejoice  in  your  prospect  of  recovery  from  that 
vile  jaundice^  Aa  to  myself,  I  am  better,  though 
not  quite  free  of  my  complaint. — You  must  not 
think,  as  you  seem  to  insinuate,  that  in  my  way 
of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that  I  have  enough  ; 
but  occasional  hard  drinking  is  the  devil  to  me. 
Against  this  I  have  again  and  again  bent  my  re- 
s4ilution,  and  have  greatly  succeeded.  Taverni 
I  have  totally  abandoned  :  it  is  the  private  par- 
ties in  the  family  way,  among  the  hard  drinkiog 
gentleman  of  the  country,  that  no  me  the  mia- 
chief — but  even  this  I  have  more  than  half  given 
over. 

Mr.  CorbeC  can  be  of  little  service  to  me  at 
present ;  at  least  I  should  be  shy  of  applying. 
I  cannot  possibly  be  settled  as  a  supervisor,  for 
severitf  years.  I  must  wait  the  rotation  of  the 
lint,  and  there  are  twenty  names  liefore  mine-— 
I  might  indeed  get  a  j<»l»  of  officiating,  where  a 
settled  supervisor  was  ill,  or  aged  ;  but  that  haula 
me  from  my  family,  a*  I  could  not  remove  them 
on  such  an  uncertainty.  Besides,  some  envious, 
malicious  <levil,  has  raised  a  little  demur  on  my 
political  principle«>,  and  I  wi^h  to  let  that  mau 
ter  settle  liefiire  I  offer  myself  too  much  in  the 
eye  of  my  superiors.  I  have  set,  henceforth, 
a  seal  on  my  lips,  a*  to  these  unlucky  politics; 
but  to  you,  I  must  breathe  my  sentiments.  In 
this,  as  in  every  thing  else,  I  shall  shew  the  im- 
disguised  emotions  of  the  soul.  War  I  depie- 
cate  :  misery  and  ruin  to  thousands,  are  in  the 
blast  that  announces  the  destructive  demon.   But 


The  remainder  of  this  letter  has  been  torn 
away  by  some  barbarous  hand. 


■  >■■-■■-■■  ■■ .^-p-.^^-j 


LETTERS,  1793. 

No.  CLXXUL 


TO  MISS  B- 


OF  YORK. 


*«ADAM,  nut  March,  1793. 

Amokg  many  thingx  for  which  I  envy  those 
hale,  long-lived  old  fellows  before  the  flood,  is 
this  in  pniticuhir,  that  when  they  met  with  any 
body  after  their  own  heart,  they  had  a  charm- 
ing long  prospect  of  many,  many  happy  meet- 
ings with  them  in  after-life. 

Now,  in  this  short,  stcrmy  winter  day  of  our 
fleeting  existence,  when  you  now  and  then,  in 
the  Chapter  of  Accident)*,  meet  arf  individual 
whose  acquaintance  is  a  real  acquisition,  there 
are  all  the  probabilities  against  you,  that  yoa 
shall  never  meet  with  that  valued  character 
more.  On  the  other  hand,  brief  as  the  miser- 
able being  is,  it  is  none  of  the  least  of  the  mi- 
leriee  belonging  to  it,  that  if  there  is  any  mia- 
ereant  whom  you  hate,  or  creature  whom  you 
detpiat,  the  ill  run  of  the  chancei  ahall  ba  to 
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agaioat  you,  tbat  in  the  oveitaking*,  turnings. 
And  joetlings  of  life,  pop,  at  some  unlncky  cor- 
utr,  eternally  comes  the  wretci.  upon  you,  and 
will  not  allow  your  indignation  or  contempt  a 
moment's  repose.  As  I  am  a  sturdy  believer 
in  the  powers  of  darkness,  I  take  those  to  be 
the  doings  of  that  old  author  of  mischief,  the 
devil.  It  is  well  known  that  he  has  some 
kind  of  short-hand  way  of  taking  down  our 
tiioughts,  and  I  make  no  doubt  that  he  is  per- 
fectly acquainted  with  my  sentiments  respect- 
ing Miss  B-^~ ;  how  much  1  admired  her 
abilities  and  valued  her  worth,  and  how  very 
fortunate  I  thought  myself  in  her  acquaintance. 
For  thb  last  reason,  my  dear  Madam,  I  mu»t 
oitertain  no  hopes  of  the  very  great  pleasure  of 
meeting  with  you  again. 

that  she 


Miss  H tells  me  that  she  is  sending  a 

packet  to  you,  and  I  beg  leave  to  send  you  the 

enclosed  sonnet,    though  to  tell  you    the  real  I  of  Pintray,  a  gentleman  who  has  erer  been  B>y 

truth,  the  sonnet  is  a  mere  pretence,  that  I  may  warm  and  generous  friend,  I  had,  without  %a 


pled  it  u  ;  stiA  tnere  are  bright  eztmpki  to  tht 
contrary  :  examples  that  even  in  the  eyea  of  a»- 
perior  beings,  must  shed  a  lustre  on  the  name  of 
man. 

Such  an  example  hare  I  now  before  me, 
when  you,  Sir,  came  forward  to  patrooiae  and 
befriend  a  distant  obscure  stranger,  merely  be- 
cause poverty  had  made  him  helpless,  and  his 
British  hardihood  of  mind  had  provoked  the  ar- 
bitrary wantoonesa  of  power.  My  much  es- 
teemed friend,  Mr.  Riddel  of  Glenriddel,  has 
just  read  me  a  paragraph  of  a  letter  he  had 
from  you.  Accept,  Sir,  of  the  silent  throb  of 
gratitude  ;  for  words  would  bat  mock  the  emo- 
tions of  my  soul. 

You  have  been  misinformed  as  to  my  fnal 
dismission  from  the  Excise ;  I  am  still  in  the 
service. — Indeed,  hut  for  the  exertioas  of  a  gen- 
tleman who  must  be  known  to  yo«i,  Mr.  Graham 


have  the  opportunity  of  declaring  with  how 
much  respectfiil  esteem  I  have  the  honour  to 


No.  CLXXIV. 

TO  PATRICK  MILLER,  Esa- 
OF  DALSWINTON. 

flia,  April,  1793. 

Mr  poems  having  just  come  out  in  another  edi- 
tion, will  you  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  a 
copy  ?  A  mark  of  my  gratitude  to  you,  as  a 
gentleman  to  whose  goodness  I  have  been  much 
indebted  ;  of  ray  res|>ect  for  you.  as  a  patriot 
who,  in  a  venal,  sliding  age,  btands  forih  the 
champion  of  the  liberties  of  my  country  ;  and 
of  my  veneration  for  you,  as  a  man,  whose  be- 
nevolence of  heart  does  honour  to  human  nature. 

There  was  a  time.  Sir,  when  I  was  your  de- 
pendant :  this  language  then  would  have  been 
like  the  vile  inoense  of  flattery — 1  could  not  have 
used  it. — Now  that  connection*  is  at  an  end, 
do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  this  honett  tribute 
of  respect  from.  Sir, 

Your  much  indebted  humble  Servant 


No.  CLXXV. 

TO  JOHN  FRANCIS  ERSKINE,  £sQ.f 
OF  MAR. 

iW,  JDttmfries,  \3th  April,  I79S. 

DxosNKEATS  as  humau  nature  is  said  to  be ; 
aod  in  many  instances,  worthless  and  unprinci- 


•  AUudlng  to  the  time  when  he  held  the  &nn  of  El- 
Usland,  as  tenant  to  Mr.  M. 

^  t  This  MDtieman,  most  obUgingly  fkvoursd  the 
Sdttor  wit& aporfbet  eopj  of  the  original  totur,  and 


HMich  as  a  hearing,  or  the  slightest  prerioos  in- 
timation, been  tuined  adrift,  with  ray  belpleH 
f^ily,  to  all  the  hormrs  of  want. — Hsd  I  had 
any  other  resource,  probably  I  might  have  savfd 
them  the  trouble  of  a  dismission  ;  but  the  little 
money  1  gai&ed  by  my  publication,  is  almort 
every  guinea  unbarked,  to  save  from  ruin  aa 
only  brother,  whtt,  though  one  of  the  worthiest, 
is  by  no  means  one  of  the  roost  fortunate  ol 
men. 

In  my  defence  to  their  aceusatione,  I  said, 
that  whatever  migkt  be  my  sentiments  of  re- 
publics, ancient  or  mcdem,  as  to  Britain,  I  ab- 
jured the  idea  : — That  a  coMariTUTiox,  which, 
in  its  original  principlea,  txperieoce  had  proved 
to  be  every  way  fitted  for  our  happiness  in  •»> 
ciety,  it  would  be  insanity  to  sacrifice  to  an  va- 
tried  viMionary  theory  :-»That,  in  eonaideratioo 
of  my  being  situated  in  a  departneoc;  hovcter 
humble,  immediately  in  the  hands  of  people  is 
power,  I  had  forborne  taking  any  active  pait, 
either  personally,  or  as  an  author,  in  the  pmmt 
businen  of  rxform.  But  that,  where  I  mast 
declare  my  sentiments,  I  would  say  there  ex-M- 
ed  a  system  of  corruption  between  the  executive 
power  and  the  representative  part  of  the  Irg  aU- 
ture,  which  boded  no  good  to  our  glorious  cos- 
sTiTUTioN  ;  and  which  every  patriotic  Britua 
must  wish  to  see  amended. — Some  siKh  senti- 
ments as  these,  I  stated  in  a  letter  to  my  gene- 
rous patron  Mr.  Graham,  which  he  laid  before 
the  Board  at  large  ;  where,  it  seeraa,  my  last 
remark  gave  great  offence  ;  and  one  of  oar 


allowed  him  to  lay  It  before  the  pubUe.— It  is  psit^y 
printed  in  Dr.  Curri/i  KdUiom. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  stjte,  that  in  eonssqiMaee  of 
the  poet* s  freedom  of  remark  on  miblle  mcBsurcs,  soe* 
Udoutly  miirepresented  to  the  Board  of  Exieise,  he 
was  represented  as  actually  dismiased  ttom  his  oflss 
—This  report  induced  Mr.  Brskine  to  proross  a  m^ 
scription  in  his  favour,  whieh  was  rsAised  oy  the  pact 
with  that  elevetion  of  scntimont  that  peettl«riy  <t»- 
rscterised  his  mind,  and  which  is  so  hanpllv  duMSjrsd 
In  this  letter.  See  letter  Na  171,  in  Ow  Hsamt  vo- 
lume, written  by  Bums,  with  even  move  t&n  h«  ae^ 
eustomed  pathos  and  ewqucoce.  In  fWnber 
UOtti— CaoMKK. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


373 


pcifwwi  general,  a  Mr.  Corbet,  wm  inatmcted 
to  inquire  on  the  spot,  and  to  document  roe — 
**  that  my  business  was  to  act,  not  to  think ; 
and  that  whatever  might  be  men  or  measures, 
it  was  fur  me  to  be  if  lent  and  obedient.** 

Mr.  Corbet  was  likewise  my  steady  friend  ; 
•o  bet*veen  Mr.  Graham  and  him,  I  have  been 
partly  forgiven ;  only  I  understand  that  all 
hopes  of  my  getting  officially  forward,  are 
blasted. 

Now,  Sir,  to  the  business  in  which  I  would 
more  immediately  interest  you.  The  partiulity 
of  my  COUNTRYMEN,  has  brought  me  forerun! 
as  a  man  of  genius,  and  has  given  roe  a  charac- 
ter to  support.  In  the  rorr  I  have  avowed 
manly  and  independent  sentiments,  which  I 
trust  will  be  found  in  the  ma  n.  Reasons  of  no 
lew  weight  than  the  support  of  a  wife  and  fa- 
mily, have  pointed  out  as  the  eligible,  and  si- 
tuated as  I  was,  the  only  eligible  lioe  of  life  for 
me,  my  present  occupation.  Still  my  honest 
fiune  is  my  dearest  concern  ;  md  a  thous;tnd 
times  have  I  trembled  at  the  idea  of  those  de- 
grading epithets  that  malice  or  niisreprewento- 
tion  may  affix  to  iny  name.  I  have  often,  in 
blasting  anticipation,  listened  to  Honie  future 
hackney  scribbler,  with  the  heavy  malice  of  sa- 
vage stupidity,  exulting  io  his  hireling  para- 
graphs—" Burns,  notwithMtanding  the  fan- 
faronade of  independence  to  be  ftiund  in  hi» 
works,  and  after  havinx  been  held  £urth  tu  pub- 
lic view,  and  to  public  estimation  as  a  man  of 
■ume  genius,  yet,  quite  destitute  of  resuurcuM 
within  himself  to  support  his  Iwrrowed  dignity, 
he  dwindled  into  a  paltry  exciseman,  and  slunk 
out  the  rest  of  his  invignificant  existence  in  the 
meanest  of  pursuits,  and  auioug  the  vilest  of 
mankiiul.** 

In  your  illustrious  hands,  Sir,  permit  me  to 
lodge  my  disavowal  and  defiance  of  theN*  sl.m- 
derous  falsehoods. — Burns  was  a  poor  man 
from  birth,  and  an  exciseman  by  necessity  :  but 
— I  will  say  it !  the  sterling  of  his  honest  worth, 
no  poverty  could  debase,  and  his  independent 
British  mind,  oppression  might  bend,  but  could 
not  subdue.  Have  not  I,  to  me,  a  more  pre- 
cious stake  in  my  country's  welfare,  than  the 
richest  dukedom  in  it  ? — I  have  a  large  family 
of  children,  and  the  prospect  of  many  more.  I 
have  three  sons,  who,  I  see  alreaily,  have  brought 
into  the  world  souls  ill  qualified  to  inhabit  the 
bodies  of  slaves.— Can  I  look  tamely  on,  and 
see  any  machination  to  wrest  from  them  the 
birthright  of  my  boys, — the  little  independent 
BRITONS,  in  whose  veins  runs  my  own  blfXMl  ?~- 
No  !  I  will  not !  ithould  niv  heart's  blood  stream 
around  my  attempt  to  defend  it ! 

Does  any  mtn  tell  me,  that  my  full  efforts 
can  be  of  no  service  ;  and  that  it  does  not  be- 
long tu  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the 
concern  of  a  nation  ? 

I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such  individuals 
as  I,  that  a  nation  has  to  rest,  both  for  the 
hand  of  support,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence. 
The   uaiaform'd  moa«    may  swell  a  nation's 


bulk ;  and  th«  titled,  tinsel,  courtly  throng, 
may  be  its  feathered  ornament ;  but  the  num- 
ber of  those  who  are  elevated  enough  in  life  to 
reason  and  to  reflect ;  yet  low  enough  to  keep 
clear  of  the  venal  contagion  of  a  court;— these 
are  a  nation's  strength. 

I  know  not  how  to  apologize  for  the  imper- 
tinent length  of  this  epistle  ;  but  one  small  re- 
quest I  must  ask  of  you  farther — When  yoa 
have  honoured  this  letter  with  a  perusal,  please 
to  commit  it  to  the  flames.  Burns,  in  whose 
liehalf  you  have  so  generously  interested  your- 
self, I  have  here,  in  his  native  colours  drawn 
at  he  is ;  l<ut  should  any  of  the  people  in  whose 
hdnd:$  U  the  very  bread  he  eats,  get  the  least 
knowledge  of  the  picture,  it  would  min  the  poor 
BAKU  for  cctr  f 

My  pocm«i  having  ju^t  come  out  in  another 

edition,  I  la'g  leave  to  present  you  with  a  copy, 

as  a  small  mark  of  that  high  esteem  and  ardent 

gratitude,  with  which  I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Sir, 

Your  deeply  indebted, 
And  ever  devoted  humble  serrant* 


No.  CLXXVl. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

April  26,  1798. 

I  AM  d — mnably  out  of  humour,  my  dear 
Aiuslie,  and  that  is  the  reason,  why  I  take  up 
the  pen  to  you  .  *tis  the  nearest  way,  {probatum 
r$t)  to  recover  my  spirits  again. 

I  receivinl  your  lost,  and  was  much  entertain- 
ed with  it ;  but  I  will  not  at  this  time,  nor  at 
anv  other  time,  answer  it. — Answer  a  letter?  I 
never  could  answer  a  letter  in  my  life  ! — I  have 
written  many  a  letter  in  return  for  letters  I  have 
received  ;  hut  then — they  were  original  matter 
— Mpurt-away  !  zig,  here  ;  sa^^,  there  ;  as  if  the 
Devil  that,  my  grannie  (an  oM  woman  indeed  !) 
ufu-n  told  me,  rode  in  wiII-o*-wisp,  or,  in  her 
more  cla^ic  phraxe,  Sfunkie,  were  looking 
over  my  elbow. — Happy  thought  that  idea  has 
engendered  in  my  head  !  Spunk  IE — thou  shalt 
henceforth  be  my  symhol,  signature,  and  tute- 
lary genius !  Like  thee,  hap-htep-and-lowp,  hnre. 
awa-there-awa,  higglety-pigglety,  pell-mell,  hi- 
ther-and-yon,  ram-stam,  happy-go-lucky,  up 
tvili>-a*-by-the-light-o*-the-moon  ;  has  been,  is, 
atid  shall  be,  roy  progresM  through  the  mosses 
and  moi>rM  of  this  vile,  bleak,  barren  wilderness 
of  a  life  of  ours. 

C'«)me  then  my  guardian  spirit !  like  thee, 
may  I  skip  away,  amusing  myself  by  and  at  my 
own  light :  and  if  any  opaque-souled  lubb^ 
of  mankind  complain  that  my  clfine,  lambent, 
glimmerous  wanderings  have  misled  his  stupid 
steps  over  precipices,  or  into  bogs ;  let  the 
thick-headed  Blunderbuss  recollect,  that  he  is 
not  SruMKiB  : — that 
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SmvKiB's  wanderings  could  not  copied  be ; 
Amid  these  perOe  none  dunt  walk  b«t  he. — 


I  have  no  doubt  but  icholarcraft  may  be  caught 
as  a  Scotsman  catches  the  itch, — by  friction. 
How  else  can  you  account  for  it,  that  born 
blockheads,  by  mere  dint  of  kandUng  books, 
grow  so  wise  that  even  they  themselves  are 
equally  convinced  of  and  surprised  at  thrir  own 
parts  r  I  once  carried  this  philosophy  to  that 
degree  that  in  a  knot  of  country  folks  who  had 
•  library  amongst  them,  and  who,  to  the  honour 
of  their  good  sense,  made  me  fiu:totum  in  the 
business ;  one  of  our  members,  a  little,  wise- 
looking,  squat,  upright,  jabberbg  body  of  a 
ti^lor,  I  advised  him,  instead  of  turning  over 
the  leaves,  to  hind  the  book  on  his  iMk — Johnie 
took  the  hint ;  and  as  our  meetings  were  every 
fourth  Saturday,  and  Pricklouse  having  a  good 
Soots  mile  to  walk  in  coming,  and,  of  courve, 
another  in  returning,  Bodkin  was  sure  to  lay 
his  hands  on  some  heavy  quarto,  or  ponderous 
folio,  with,  and  under  which,  wrapt  up  in  his 
grey  plaid,  he  grew  wise,  as  he  grew  weary,  all 
the  way  home.  He  carried  this  so  fiir,  that  an 
old  musty  Hebrew  concordance  which  we  had 
in  a  present  from  a  neighbouring  priest,  by  mere 
dint  of  applying  it,  as  doctors  do  a  blistering 
plaister,  between  hia  shoulders.  Stitch,  in  a 
doten  pilgrimages,  acquired  as  much  latiunal 
theology  as  the  said  priest  had  dune  by  forty 
years  perusal  of  the  pages. 

Tell  me,  and  tell  roe  tiuly,  what  you  think 
of  this  theory. 

Yours, 

SPUNKIE. 


No.  CLXXVII. 


TO  MISS  K. 


MADAM, 

PERMIT  me  to  present  you  with  the  enclowd 
song  as  a  small  though  grateful  tribute  for  the 
honour  of  your  acquaintance.  I  have,  in  these 
verses,  attempted  some  foint  sketches  of  your 
portrait  in  the  unembelltshed  simple  manner  of 
descriptive  truth. — Flattery,  I  leave  to  your 
LOVERS,  whose  exaggerating  fancies  may  make 
them  imagine  you  still  nearer  perfection  than 
you  really  are. 

Poeta,  Madam,  of  all  mankind,  feel  mMt  for* 
cibly  the  powers  uf  bcaott  ;  as,  if  they  are 
really  rorrs  of  nature*s  making,  their  feelings 
must  be  finer,  and  their  taste  more  delicate 
than  most  of  the  world.  In  the  cheerful  bloom 
of  srRiMO,  or  the  pensive  miMness  of  autumn  ; 
the  grandeur  of  summer,  or  the  hoary  majesty 
of  wiVTKR ;  the  poet  feels  a  charm  unknown  to 
the  rest  of  his  species.  Even  the  sight  of  a  fine 
flower,  or  the  company  of  a  fine  woman  (by  for 


the  finest  part  of  Gnd*s  worki  belowX  has* 
sensatlona  for  the  poetic  heart  that  the  birb  if 
man  are  atrangeri  to. — On  thia  laal  account 
Madam,  I  am,  as  in  many  other  ^ings  indrbu 
ed  to  Mr.  Hamilton's  kindness  in  in:r«4Joring 
me  to  you.  Your  lovers  may  view  you  with  a 
wish,  I  look  on  you  with  pleasure ;  their  hrarta, 
in  your  presence,  may  glow  with  dcsirr,  mine 
rises  with  admiration. 

That  the  arrowk  of  misfortune,  however  tkry 
should,  as  incident  to  humanity,  glaaee  a  s'i|cht 
wound,  may  never  reach  your  ktart—A  tt  the 
snares  of  villany  may  never  beset  yoa  is  the 
road  of  life — that  iNMocsifCR  asay  band  yoa  by 
the  path  of  honour  to  the  dweHiag  of  rsACi^ 
is  the  sincere  wish  of  him  who  kaa  ^ 
tobe,  &c 


No.  CLXXYIIL 
TO  LADY  GLENCAIRN. 

MT  LADT, 

Thk  honour  you  have  done  your 
in  writing  him  so  very  obliging  a  lettn-,  and  iht 
pleasure  the  enclosed  beautiful  verses  have  givm 
him,  came  very  seasonably  to  his  aid  anid  ikt 
cheerless  gloom  and  sinking  deqioodcocy  of  di^ 
eased  nerves  and  December  weather  (Mwpptmi 
December,  179.S).  As  to  forgetting  the  Umif 
of  Glenrairn,  Heaven  b  my  witness  with  vhsl 
sincerity  I  could  use  thone  old  verses  which 
me  more  iu  their  rude  simplicity  than  the' 
elf^ant  lines  I  ever  saw. 

If  thee  JeruNalem  I  forget. 

Skill  part  from  my  right  hsnd. . 


My  tongue  to  my  mouth's  roof  let 

If  I  do  thee  forget 
Jerusalem,  and  thee  above 

My  chief  jfiy  do  not  aet.— . 


When  I  am  tempted  to  do  any  thing  iapte- 
per,  I  dare  not  because  I  look  on  ai,>«clf  as  sc- 
countable  to  your  ladyship  and  fonuly.  Nov 
aiMl  thru  when  1  have  the  hoouar  to  be  calhd 
to  the  tables  of  the  great,  if  I  happeb  to  OMel 
with  any  mortification  from  the  stately  stupidiiy 
of  self-suflScient  squires,  or  the  Ininriont  inM»^ 
lence  uf  up^Urt  nabobs,  1  get  above  the  m*. 
tures  by  calling  to  remembrance  that  I  am  ^ 
truniaed  by  the  Noble  Houie  of  Gleacoire  ;  sad 
at  gala-times,  such  as  New. year's  day,  a  chii^ 
teniog,  or  the  Kirn-night,  when  my  psnch-bowl 
is  brought  from  its  dusty  comer  and  fitlcd  ap  >a 
honour  of  the  occasion,  1  begin  with,— /Ic 
CoutUeu  of  Gkncairm  /  My  good  voman  viik 
the  entbuMiasm  of  a  gratefiU  heart,  neat  rrM% 
My  Lard  !  and  so  the  toast  goes  on  until  I  ttA 
with  Lady  Harriete  Htth  mnyl  t  whust  cpi- 
thalamium  I  have  pledged  myself  to  write. 

When  1  leeeived  your  Isdyahip'a  lrti«»  I  wai 
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]wt  in  the  act  of  transcribing  for  you  tome  venet 
I  have  lately  composed  ;  and  meant  to  have  sent 
them  my  first  leisure  hour,  and  acquainted  you 
with  my  late  change  of  life.  I  mentioned  to  my 
lord,  my  fears  concerning  my  farm.  Those 
fears  were  indeed  too  true  ;  it  is  a  bargain  would 
have  ruined  me  but  for  the  lucky  rircumstance 
of  my  having  an  exciite  commission. 

People  may  talk  as  they  plea.«te,  of  the  igno- 
miny of  the  excise ;  ^50  a  year  will  support 
my  wife  and  children  and  keep  me  independent 
of  the  world  ;  and  I  would  much  rather  hive  it 
•aid  that  my  profe&sion  lM)rro\ved  credit  from  me, 
than  that  I  borrowed  credit  from  my  profusKiun. 
Another  advantage  I  have  in  thi.4  business,  is 
the  knowledf^e  it  gives  me  of  the  varidu^  shades 
of  human  character,  consequently  assisting  me 
▼axtly  in  my  poetic  pur!»uits.  I  had  the  most 
ardent  enthusiasm  fur  the  mu:«es  when  nobody 
knew  me,  but  myH>lf,  and  that  ardour  is  by  no 
means  cooled  now  that  my  Lord  Gleneairn*s 
goodnms  has  intrcKluced  me  ti>  all  the  world. 
Not  that  I  am  in  haste  fur  the  press.  I  have  no 
idea  of  publishing,  elite  I  certainly  had  consulted 
my  noble  generous  patron  ;  but  after  acting  the 
part  of  an  honest  man,  and  8up{>orting  my  fa- 
mily, my  whole  wishes  and  views  are  directed 
to  poetic  pursuitA.  I  am  aware  that  though  I 
were  to  give  performances  to  the  world  superior 
to  my  former  works,  still  if  they  were  of  the 
same  kind  with  tho.^,  the  comparative  recep- 
tion they  would  meet  with  would  mortify  me. 
I  have  turned  my  thoughts  on  the  drama.  I  do 
not  mean  the  stately  buskin  of  the  tragic  muse. 


Does  not  your  ladyship  think  that  an  Edinburgh 
theatre  would  be  more  amused  with  affectation, 
folly  and  whim  of  true  Scottish  growth,  than 
manners  which  by  far  the  greatest  part  of  the 
audience  can  only  know  at  second  hand  ? 
I  have  the  honour  to  be 

Your  ladyship's  ever  devoted 
And  gra;(eful  humbl«  servant. 


a  talent  for  poetry  ;  none  ever  despised  it  who 
had  pretensious  to  it.  The  fiites  and  character! 
of  the  ihyming  tribe  often  employ  my  thoughti 
when  I  am  disposed  to  be  melancholy.  There 
is  not,  among  all  the  martyrologies  that  ever 
were  penned,  so  rueful  a  narrative  as  the  lives  of 
the  poets. — In  the  comparative  view  of  wretchcii 
the  criterion  is  not  what  they  are  doomed  to  suf- 
fer, but  how  they  are  formed  to  bear.  Take  a 
being  of  our  kind,  g|ve  him  a  stronger  imagi- 
nation and  a  more  delicate  sensibility,  which  be- 
tween them  will  ever  engender  a  more  ungovern- 
able set  of  passions  than  are  the  urual  lot  of  man  ; 
implant  in  him  an  irresistible  impulse  to  some  idle 
vagary,  such  as,  arranging  wild  flowers  in  fan- 
taMtical  nosegays,  tracing  the  grasshopper  to  hit 
haunt  by  his  chirping  song,  watching  the  frisks 
of  the  little  minnows  in  the  sunny  pool,  or 
hunting  after  the  intrigues  of  butterflies— in 
short,  send  him  adrift  after  some  pursuit  which 
shall  eternally  mislead  him  from  the  path  of 
lucre,  and  yet  curse  him  with  a  keener  relish 
than  any  man  living,  for  the  plasures  that  lucre 
can  purchase  ;  lastly,  fill  up  the  measure  of  his 
woes  by  bestowing  on  him  a  spurning  sense  of 
bis  own  dignity,  and  you  have  created  a  wight 
nearly  as  miserable  as  a  poet.  To  you.  Madam, 
I  need  not  recount  the  hWy  pleasures  the  muse 
bestows  to  counterbalance  this  catalogue  of  evila. 
Bewitching  poetry  is  like  bewitching  woman ; 
she  has  in  all  ages  been  accused  of  misleading 
mankind  from  the  counsels  of  wisdom  and  the 
paths  of  prudence,  involving  them  in  difficulties, 
baiting  them  with  poverty,  branding  them  with 
infamy,  and  plunging  them  in  the  whirling  vor- 
tex of  ruin  ;  yet  where  is  the  man  but  must  own 
that  all  happiness  on  earth  is  not  worthy  the 
name — that  even  the  holy  hermit's  solitary  pros- 
pect of  paradisaical  bliss  is  but  the  glitter  of  a 
northern  sun,  rising  over  a  froxen  region,  com- 
pared with  the  many  pleasures,  the  namelcM 
raptures  thst  we  owe  to  the  lovely  Queen  of  the 
heart  of  Man  ! 


No.  CLXXIX. 
TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 

MADAM,  August,  1793. 

SoMK  rather  unlooked-for  accidents  have  pre- 
vented my  doing  myself  the  honour  of  a  second 
▼isit  to  Arbiegland,  as  I  was  so  hospitably  invit- 1 
ed,  and  so  positively  meant  to  have  done. — 
However,  I  still  hope  to  have  that  pleasure  be- 
fore the  busy  montlis  of  harvest  begin. 

I  enclose  you  two  of  my  late  pieces,  as  some 
kind  return  for  the  pleasure  I  have  received  in 
perusing  a  ccitain  MS.  volume  of  poems  in  the 
pusses^ion  of  Captain  Riddel.  To  repay  one 
with  an  old  tong^  is  a  proverb,  whose  force  you. 
Madam,  I  know  will  not  allow.  What  is  said 
«f  illustrious  descent  is,  I  believe,  equally  true  of 


No.  CLXXX. 

TO  JOHN  M'MURDO,  Esq, 

SIR,  2>eoem^,  1793. 

It  is  said  that  we  take  the  greatest  libertiee 
with  our  greatest  friends,  and  Ipay*myaelfa 
very  high  compliment  in  the  manner  in  which 
I  am  going  to  apply  the  remark.  I  have  owed 
you  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any 
man. — Here  is  Ker's  account,  and  here  are  six 
guineas ;  and  now,  I  don*t  owe  a  shilling  to 
man — or  woman  either.  But  for  these  damned 
dirty,  dog's  ear'd  little  pages,*  I  had  done  my- 
self the  honour  to  have  waited  on  you  long  agow 
Independent  of  the  obligations  your  hospitality 


•  Sooitish  bank-notes. 
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Curily  ID  the  I 


liction  uf  &«tch  uagi  1  have  for  tome  yt^n 
Imch  raftkia^  :    1  lead  you  ■  pauifll  of  i^titt  I 
luH  p>t  together.     I  could  not  CODTeaieDEly 
qure  Ibem  ibore  five  or  lil  dayi.  lud  BfC  or 
ax  glum  orihciD  will  pmlulily  mure  thtninF- 
£ee  you.     A  vrry  fair  of  them  ire  my  owu, 
WlwD  you  ire  lireil  of  them,  pleue  leive  ihtLu 
■riEh  Ur.  Clint,  of  the  King'i  Ainu.     Thei 
Bat  uutlKr  copjr  of  the  collecliun  io  tbe  wo 
■ad  I  ibill  be  turty  ihil  may  uufbrluiute  m 
pact  iliOiU  (k|irif  ■  me  of  uliit  bu  curt  n 
good  deal  uf  ptitu. 


mj  dear  Hidun,  lat  ow  beg  ef  tm  t»  cnc  14 
Tkt  Womdtr,  a  WtmoM  tttp,  ■  Stml ,  M 
>r  !i  pleue  add,  Tie  SpoUtd  diU— yas  wil 
t     Jiy  oblige  Did  by  io  doiug. 

Ah.  what  an  enviable  creatun  ym  int 
Then  aa«,  thie  cuned  gkioiny  blue^nl  dn, 
yuu  arc  guing  to  a  parly  of  choia  Bpirit*— > 

"  To  play  the  >hapa 
Of  flrtdic  boey,  and  incemat  furm 
TKnw  rapid  pictuiv.  ibai  acwmbled  train 
Offln't  ideB,  nFTcrjoia'd  brfbi*. 


Veep  *itb  Ibem  tbal  wi 


LETTERS,  17t»*,  1795,  1796. 

No.  CLXXXI. 

TO  THE  EARL  OP  BUCIIAN, 


t>T  u»D,  Dum/tta,  Wi  Jan.  179*. 

Will  your  lordihip  aJlow  me  to  prcacat  you 
witb  the  «nelMcd  little  eonipoaition  of  mint,  ai 
>  iraall  iributu  of  gratitude  £11  that  aei|uaiat- 
Uc«  with  which  you  have  been  pleaKd  to  h  o- 

Sooteniai.,  1  hue  rarely  met  with  any  tbibg  in 
nietory  wbicb  intenat  my  feeling*  ai  a  man, 
•f  Dal  nith  tbe  itnry  of  Blunockbum.  On  tin: 
one  haad.  a  cruel,  but  able  ueorpcr.  leading  un 
tbt  Giwii  umj  io  Europe  lu  extinguiib  the  lu>>i 
wptilc  of  frix-doin  Huong  a  greatly-daring,  antl 
greatly -injurrd  pnplc  ;  on  the  other  bind,  the 
deipcnle  rclica  of  a  giUint  nation,  devoting 
tbem^dvei  to  rttcue  tbeir  btwding  country, 


Na  CLXXXI  II. 
TO  A  LADV 


I  wilfa  your  preMBce  on  hit 
heneBt-night.     That  night  il  iied  for  Pr^iy 
the  play  «  in»i  istcrating   me  1    Tie 
lurp  Mini.    I  htr*  the  plraiun  to  know 


Mr.  G.  w 

rill*  ackiM' 


I{i< 


my!  thonarta  | 
iUTaluibl*  1— for  never  c 
bought! 


lUi  thou  be  too  deail]' 
lonouc  to  be.  tie. 


tarfaieb  Wipuld  do  honour  to  patroDa|:e  :  be  k  a 
pnor  and  mnde*t  niin ;  clalmt  which,  fma 
their  very  iiTtM*,  bnr  the  more  forcible  power 
on  the  genemu*  heart.  Alas  fiir  pity  1  ihit. 
from  the  iiidnlence  nf  thoee  who  hare  the  pv4 
thingt  of  thia  life  in  Ihtir  gift,  ton  ortn  dm 
hnien-fninted  importnnily  uairb  that  hoes, 
the  righltiil  due  dT  retiring.  humMe,  warn!    Of 

rector  of  Nature,  by  far  the  a,xt  enviable  i*— 
10  be  able  "  To  wipe  awar  all  tean  from  all 

loadrdihiw 
fealih,  who  go  to  their  graved  to  their 
^i-ent  mauofrnWT.  with  hjcdly  the  coa- 
Ilia  uE  hiving  made  one  po»c  houol  bcut 
bi|ipy> 


J  what  ii»igni&»nt,  - 


No,  CLXXML 
TO  Mils.  KIDUEL, 


beg.  not  to  preacb. 


jr  |ian]on,  hladam  ;  t  ci 


No.  CLXXXI*'. 


1  AN  thInliiDg  to  (end  my  Aiia 
periodical  publiiaiion,  but  it  bu 
■uctiOD,  eo  pray  luuk  uver  it. 

Aa  to  Ih*  TMiday'a  p\tj,  Ut  m 


iremriy  obligrd  to  ynu  hr  jour  kind 
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ibowed  me.  At  present,  my  ntuation 
in  life  mu<t  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary, 
at  least  fur  two  or  three  years.  The  statemeiit 
is  this— I  am  on  the  supervisor*!!  list ;  and  as 
we  come  on  there  by  precedency,  in  two  or 
three  years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list, 
and  be  appointed  rf  coune — then  a  Friend 
might  be  uf  service  to  me  in  getting  me  into  a 
place  of  the  kingdom  which  I  would  like.  A 
supervisor's  income  varies  firom  about  a  hundred 
and  twenty,  to  two  hundred  a-year ;  but  the 
business  is  an  incessant  drudgery,  and  would  be 
nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every  species  of  litera- 
ry pursuit.  The  moment  I  am  appointed  su- 
pervisor in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be  no- 
minated on  the  collector's  list ;  and  this  is  al- 
ways a  business  purely  of  political  patronage  A 
collectorship  varies  much,  from  better  than  two 
hundred  a-year  to  near  a  thousand.  They  also 
come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  lis^  and 
have,  besides  a  handsome  income,  a  life  of  com- 
plete leisure.  A  life  of  literary  leisure,  with  a 
I  decent  competence,  is  the  summit  of  my  wish- 
es. It  would  be  the  prudish  affectation  of  silly 
pride  in  me,  to  say  that  I  do  not  need  or  would 
not  be  indebted  to  a  political  friend  ;  at  the 
same  time.  Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affairs 
before  you  thus,  to  hook  my  dependent  situa- 
tion on  your  benevolence.  If,  in  my  progress 
of  life,  an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good 
offices  of  a  gentleman  of  your  public  character 
and  political  consequence  might  bring  me  for- 
ward, I  will  petition  your  goodness  with  the 
same  frankness  and  sincerity  as  I  now  do  my- 
self the  honour  to  subscribe  myself,  &e. 


No.  CLXXXV. 
TO  MRS.  RIDDEL. 

OKA  A  MADAM, 

I  MEANT  to  have  called  on  you  yesternight, 
but  as  I  edged  up  to  your  box-door,  the  first 
object  which  greeted  my  view,  was  one  of  those 
lohster-coated  puppies,  sitting  like  another  dra- 
gon, guarding  the  Hesperian  fruit.  On  the 
amditions  and  capitulations  you  so  obligingly 
offer,  I  shall  certainly  make  my  weather-beaten 
rustic  phis  a  part  of  your  box-furniture  on 
Tuesday,  when  we  may  arrange  the  busmess  of 
the  visit. 


Among  the  profusion  of  idle  compliments 
which  insidious  craft,  or  unmeaning  folly  inces- 
santly offers  at  your  shrine— -a  shrine,  how  far 
exalted  above  such  adoration— permit  me,  were 
it  but  for  rarity's  sake,  to  pay  you  the  honest 
tribute  of  a  warm  heart,  and  an  independent 
mind ;  and  to  assure  you,  that  I  am,  thou  most 
amiable,  and  most  accomplished  of  thy  sex, 
with  the  most  respectful  esteem,  and  fervent  re- 
gard, thine,  tic 


No.  CLXXXVL 

TO  THE  SAME. 

f  WILL  wait  on  you,  my  everTsIoed  friend, 
but  whether  in  the  morning  I  am  not  sure. 
Sunday  closes  a  period  of  our  curst  revenue  bu 
siness,  and  may  probably  keep  me  employed 
with  my  pen  until  noon.  Fine  employment  for 
a  poet's  pen  !  There  is  a  species  of  the  human 
genus  that  I  call  the  gin-horu  dass :  what  en- 
viable dogs  they  are.  Round,  and  round,  and 
round  they  go,— -Mundell's  ox  that  drives  his 
cotton  mill,  is  their  exact  prototype—without 
an  idea  or  a  wish  beyond  their  circle :  &t, 
sleek,  stupid,  patient,  quiet,  and  contented ; 
while  here  I  sit,  altogether  Novemberish,  a  d— - 
melange  of  fretfulness  and  melancholy;  not 
enough  of  the  one  to  rouse  me  to  passion,  nor 
of  the  other  to  repose  me  in  torpor  ;  my  soul 
flouncing  and  fluttering  round  her  tenement, 
like  a  wild  finch,  caught  amid  the  horrors  of 
winter,  and  newly  thrust  into  a  cage.  Well,  I 
am  persuaded  that  it  was  of  me  the  Hebrew 
fiage  prophesied,  when  he  foretold — "  And  be- 
hold, on  whatsoever  this  man  doth  set  his  heart, 
it  shall  not  prosper  !*'  If  my  resentment  is  awak- 
ened, it  is  sure  to  be  where  it  dare  not  squeak ; 
and  if — 


Pray  that  wisdom  and  bliss  be  mora  fineqaent 
visitors  of 

R.B. 


No.  CLXXXVIl 
TO  THE  SAME. 


I 


HAVE   this   moment   got   the   song  from 

S ,  and  I  am  sorry  to  see  that  he  has  spoilt 

it  a  good  deal.  It  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me  ho^r 
I  lend  him  any  thing  again. 

I  have  sent  you  Werter,  truly  happy  to  havs 
any  the  smallest  opportunity  of  obliging  you. 

*Tis  true.   Madam,  I  saw  you  ones  since  I 

was  at  W ;  and  that  once  frose  the  very 

life-blood  of  my  heart.  Your  reception  of  m« 
was  such,  that  a  wretch  meeting  the  eye  of  his 
judge,  about  to  pronounce  sentence  of  death  on 
him,  could  only  have  envied  my  feelings  and  si- 
tuation. But  I  hate  the  theme,  and  never  more 
shall  write  or  speak  on  it. 

One  thing  I  shall  proudly  say,  that  I  can  pay 
Mrs. a  higher  tribute  of  esteem,  and  ap- 
preciate her  amiable  worth  more  truly,  than  any 
man  whom  I  have  seen  approach  W. 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


No.  CLXXXVIII. 
TO  TEIE  SAME. 

I  UATi  oftM  told  JOB,  mjr  deu  friend, 
jaa  bad  ■  ipict  of  capric*  in  your  eompiii 
■nd  you  ban  u  ohan  diiiTowcd  it,  evm 
h*pa  vbilc  your  upinioDi  were.  U  the  inu 
irnlngMf  pro»ing  it.  Could  my  (*i> 
tiuge  me  from  a  rrieod  <uch  u  you  ?- 
To-morTow  1  iluU  hire  ibi  houDur  of  waidug 
en  you. 

FunKFlI,  thou  GrtI  of  frieodi,  and  mo 
compljahed  of  women  i  rrta  nrith  all  Iky  littlt; 
«apri«! 


Na  CLXXXIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 


moK  loM  their  nine. 

Ifiliatrui  that  ■' uttncn  com*  acly  flron 
Ibc  bean,"  before  you  t  tm  niiillkoa.  To  ad. 
Din,  eiteem,  and  priK  y"  ••  'h»  ■"<■•  ««-~». 

pliihed  of  woolen,  and  I 


In  a  fbce  whcrt  t  uaed  to 
plaanry  of  friendly  eoafidei 
neglect,  ind  cont«npluoul 


at  oflrndii^  thin^ 
leel  the  kind  ma- 


iate  to  bluDl  their  puigoancy. 
irolbundeat  reapcet  Ibr  ymir  abili 


|anl  for  your  gentle  bear 
wdfiiie,  peace,  and  blia 


No.  CXC 
TO  JOliU  SYME,  Emj. 


Do  jDu  know  that  11 


nl  b 


honour  to  call  my  acqua 

family,  tbeiv  ii  nothing  < 

than  Mr.  O'l  noroMnla 

incODipanUe  *anaa.     Did  jou  ctet,  ny  dear 

Syme,  meet  with  i  okia  wbo  owed  mm  to  tlit 

Dinn*  Giver  of  all  good  thii^  than  Ur..O..' 

A  fine  fortune ;  a  ploauiw  exterior ;  eetf^iTTJeat 


mind,  and  that  informed  tc 


B  ingenii 


k  hrjvoi  the 
jnng  fdlown  1A  bia  nmk  aait  fcr. 
II  all  Ihii,  Hich  a  womui ! — but  id 
her  I  ihill  My  nothing  at  all,  in  dcepair  of  by- 
ly  thing  adequate:  in  lU}  loug,  1  hair ea- 


ftelinga  on  anJiig.  in  the  icenc  I  hare  drawa. 
tbt  habitatioD  nf  hia  Lncy.  Ai  I  am  a  goad 
deal  plcaaed  with  m  j  performance,  I  in  my  in* 
feiTDur  thought  of  aeoding  it  to  Ain.  O  —  , 
^         1  aecond  thoughte,  perhapa  whjt  1  odera 

ooett  iocenae  ot  genuine  renpect,  nigh^ 
from  the  well-known  character  of  puvnty  aid 
poetry,  be  coutmed  into  loma  modiicaliod  ar 

of  ibM  Briility  which  mj  isul  nbhwi*. 


NoTtiiiia  ihortsf  «  kind  of  abaolnln  nicMi 
'  could  hire  made  ma  trouble  yvn  with  d 


III*  cutting  ndectioD  of  all,  that  1  had  mcM  aa- 
IbrtuDilely,  though  moal  undowrrrdly.  In*  tk* 
CDofidenrc  of  thil  anul  of  worth,  efv  it  mok  in 

flight. 

ifui>h.^lluweTer,  yon,  ilas,  may  b*  efcaiii 
Lib  (ome  imprtrd  ii  .    .        -     - 

libilily  you  know  1  ; 


>  wage.  The  powen  of  poaitivt  Ticv  I  nn  m 
tnie  degree  calculate,  and  agnini*  dir*et  aal^ 
ulcnc*  I  can  he  on  Kiy  guard ;  hut  wh*  can 
ilimate  the  fatuity  of  giddy  caprio,  nr  ward 
S  the  unlhiaLing  miaehief  of  pieeipitate  fuU;  * 
I  ha«r  «  favour  t*  le^neat  of  yuu,  Ma4iia, 
,nd  of  ynur  aiitcr  Hn.  ,  ihnmgh  fu 


Ontyowha-afoyvM 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
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You  know,  tlut,  at  the  wish  of  my  late 
friend,  I  made  a  collection  of  all  my  trifles  in 
went  which  I  had  ever  written.  They  are  ma> 
ny  of  them  local,  some  of  them  puerile,  and  sil- 
ly, and  all  of  them  unfit  for  the  public  eye.  As 
I  have  some  little  fame  at  stake,  a  fame  that  I 
trust  may  live,  when  the  hat£  of  thoae  who 
**  watch  for  my  halting,**  and  the  contumelious 
ineer  of  those  whom  accident  has  made  my  su- 
periors, will,  with  themselves,  be  gone  to  the 
regions  of  oblivion  ;  I  am  uneasy  now  for  the 
fate  of  thoae  manuscripts. — Will  Mrs.  — ^  have 
the  goodness  to  destroy  them,  or  return  them  to 
me  ?  As  a  pledge  of  friendship  they  were  be- 
stowed ;  and  that  circumstance,  indeed,  was  all 
their  merit.  Most  unhappily  for  me,  that  me- 
rit they  no  longer  possess,  and  I  hope  that  Mrs. 
*s  goodness,  which  I  well  know,  and  ever 
will  revere,  will  not  refuse  this  favour  to  a  man 
whom  she  once  held  in  some  dtgrtt  of  estima- 
tion. 

With  the  sincerest  esteem  I  have  the  honour 
to  be,  Madam,  Sec 


No.  CXCIL 
TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

A  MIND  DISXASBD. 

25th  February,  179i. 
Cavst  thou  minister  to  a  mind  diseased? 
Canst  thou  speak  peace  and  rest  to  a  soul  tossed 
on  a  sea  of  troubles,  witbeut  one  friendly  star  to 
guide  her  course,  and  dreading  that  the  next 
surge  may  overwhelm  her  ?  Canst  thou  give  to 
•  frame,  tremblingly  alive  to  the  tortures  of  sus- 
pense, the  stability  and  hardihood  of  the  rock 
that  braves  the  blast  ?  If  thou  canst  not  do  the 
least  of  these,  why  wouldst  thou  disturb  me  in 
my  miseries,  with  thy  inquiries  afier  me  ? 


For  these  two  months  I  have  not  been  able  to 
liA  a  pen.  My  constitution  and  frame  were,  ab 
on'gine,  blasted  with  a  deep  incurable  taint  uf 
hypochondria,  which  poisons  my  existence.  Of 
late  a  number  of  domestic  vexations,  and  some 
pecuniary  share  in  the  ruin  of  these  ——'  times ; 
losses  which,  though  trifling,  were  yet  what  I 
could  ill  bear,  have  so  irritated  me,  that  my 
feelings  at  times  could  only  be  envied  by  a  re- 
probate spirit  listening  to  the  sentence  that 
dooms  it  to  perdition. 

Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation  ? 
1  have  exhausted  in  reflection  every  topic  of 
comfort.  A  heart  at  ease  would  have  been 
charmed  with  my  sentiments  and  reasonings  ; 
but  as  to  myself,  I  was  like  Judas  Iscariot 
preaching  the  gospel ;  be  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  thoae  around  him,  but  his  own 
kept  its  native  incorrigibility. 

Still  there  are  two  great  pillart  that  btar  us 


up,  amid  the  wreck  of  misfortune  and  misery 
The  ONK  is  composed  of  the  different  modifica- 
tions of  a  certain  noble,  stubborn  somethtng  In 
man,  known  by  the  names  of  courage,  fortitude, 
magnanimity.  The  othek  is  made  up  of  thoae 
feelings  and  sentiments,  which,  however  the 
sceptic  may  deny  them,  or  the  enthusiast  dis- 
figure them,  are  yet,  I  am  convinced,  original 
and  component  parts  of  the  human  soul ;  thosa 
Mensea  of  the  mind,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the 
expression,  which  connect  us  with,  and  link 
us  to,  those  awful  obscure  realities  —  an  all* 
powerful  and  equally  beneficent  God  ;  and  a 
world  to  come,  beyond  death  and  the  grave. 
The  first  gives  the  nerve  of  combat,  while  a  ray 
of  hope  beams  on  the  field  ;— the  last  pours  the 
balm  of  comfort  into  the  wounds  which  time 
can  never  cure. 

I  do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
that  you  and  I  ever  talked  on  the  subject  of  re- 
ligion at  all.  I  know  some  who  laugh  at  it,  aa 
the  trick  of  the  crafty  rxw,  to  lead  the  undia- 
ceming  many  ;  or  at  most  as  an  uncertain  ob- 
scurity, which  mankind  can  never  know  any 
thing  of,  and  with  which  they  are  fools  if  they 
give  themselves  much  to  do.  Nor  woukl  I 
quarrel  with  a  man  fur  his  irreligion,  any  more 
Uian  I  would  for  his  want  of  a  musical  ear.  I 
would  r^ret  that  he  was  shut  out  from  what, 
to  me  and  to  others  were  such  superlative  sourcea 
of  enjoyment.  It  is  in  this  point  of  view,  and 
for  this  reason,  that  I  will  deeply  imbue  the 
mind  of  every  child  of  mine  with  religion.  If 
my  son  should  happen  to  be  a  man  of  feeling, 
sentiment,  and  taste,  1  shall  thus  add  largely  to 
his  enjoymenta.  Let  me  flatter  myself  that  thie 
sweet  little  fellow  who  u  just  now  running 
about  my  de»k,  will  be  a  man  of  a  melting,  ar- 
dent, glowing  heart ;  and  an  imagination,  de- 
lighted with  the  painter,  and  rapt  with  the 
poet.  Let  me  figure  him,  wandering  out  in  a 
sweet  evening,  to  inhale  the  balmy  gales,  and 
enjoy  the  growing  luxuriance  of  the  spring; 
himself  the  while  in  the  blooming  youth  of  life. 
He  looks  abroad  on  all  nature,  and  through  na- 
ture up  to  nature*s  God.  His  soul,  by  swift, 
delighting  degrees,  is  wrapt  above  this  sublu- 
nary sphere,  until  he  can  be  silent  no  longer, 
and  bursts  out  into  the  glorious  enthusiaam  of 
Thomson. — 

"  These,  as  they  change.  Almighty  Father,  these 
Are  but  the  varied  God.— >The  rolling  year 
Is  fuU  of  thee.'* 

And  so  on,  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that 
charming  hymu. 

Tht«e  are  no  ideal  pleasures ;  they  are  real 
delights,  and  1  a»k  what  of  the  delights  among 
the  sons  of  men  are  superior,  not  tu  say,  equid 
to  them  ?  And  they  have  this  precioos,  vast  ad- 
dition, that  conscious  virtue  stamps  them  for 
her  own  ;  and  lays  hold  on  them  to  bring  her- 
self into  the  presence  of  a  witnessing,  judging, 
and  approving  God. 
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No.  CXCIIL 
TO 


BURNS'  WORKa 

No.  CXCIV. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN 


•mPTOSBS  RUI81LP  TO  BB  WRITING   F&OM  THB 
DIAO  TO  THK  LI VI  MO. 

MADAX, 

I  DAKi  M]r  this  is  the  first  eputle  you  erer 
received  from  this  nether  world.     T  write  you 
from  the  regions  of  Hell,  amid  the  horrors  of 
the  damned.     The  time  and  manner  of  my  lea- 
ving your  earth  I  do  not  exactly  know ;  as  I 
took  my  departure  in  the  heat  of  a  fever  of  in- 
toxication,  contracted  at   your  too  hospitable 
mansion  ;  but  on  my  arrival  here,  I  was  fairly 
tried  and  sentenced  to  endure  the  purgatorial 
tortures  of  this  infernal  confine,  for  the  space  of 
oinety.nine  years,  eleven  months,  and  twenty, 
nine  days  ;  and  all  on  account  of  the  improprie- 
ty of  my  conduct  yesternight  under  your  roof. 
Here  am  I,  laid  on  a  bed  of  pitiless  fune,  with 
my  aching  head  reclined  on  a  pillow  of  ever- 
piercing  thorn,   while  an    infernal    tormentor, 
wrinkled,  and  old,  and  cruel,  his  name,  I  think, 
is  Jieeoilection,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  for- 
bids peace  or  rest  to  approach  me«  and  keeps 
anguish  eternally  awake.     Still,  Madam,   if  I 
could  in  any  measure  be  reinstated  in  the  good 
opinion  of  the  fiiir  circle  whom  my  conduct  last 
night  so  much  injured,  I  think  it  would  be  an 
alleviation  to  my  torments.      For  this  reason  I 
trouble  you  with  this  letter.     To  the  men  of 

the  company  I  will  make  no  apology. Your 

huHband,  who  insisted  on  my  drinking  more 
than  I  chose,  has  no  right  to  blame  me ;  and 
the  other  gentlemen  were  partakers  of  my  guilt. 
But  to  you,  Madam.  I  have  much  to  apologise. 
Your  good  opinion  1  valued  as  one  of  the  greaU 
est  acquisitions  I  had  made  on  earth,  and  I  was 
truly  a  beast  to  forfeit  it.     There  was  a  Miss 

I too,  a  woman  of  fine  sense,  gentle  and 

unassuming  manners— do  make,  on  my  part,  a 
miserable  d— d  wretch's  best  a|)ology  to  her.   A 

Mrs.  G ,  a  charming  woman,  did  me  the 

honour  to  be  prejudiced  in  my  favour ;  this 
makes  me  hope  that  I  have  not  outraged  her 
beyond  all  forgivene*» — To  all  the  other  ladies 
please  present  my  humblest  contrition  for  my 
conduct,  and  my  petition  for  their  gracious  par- 
don. O  all  ye  powers  of  decency  and  decorum  ! 
whisper  to  them  that  my  errors,  though  great, 
were  involuntary — that  an  intoxicated  man  is 
the  vilest  of  beasts — that  it  was  not  in  my  na- 
ture to  be  bruul  to  any  one — that  to  be  rude  to 
a  woman,  when  in  my  senses,  was  impossible 
with  me — but — 


MT  Loan, 

Whkn  you  cast  your  eye  on  the  name  at  the 
bottom  of  this  letter,  and  on  the  title  page  of 
the  book  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  send  yov 
lordship,  a  more  pleasurable  feeling  than  my  va- 
nity tells  me,  that  it  must  be  a  name  not  eodie. 
ly  unknown  to  you.  The  generous  patron^ 
of  your  late  illustrious  brother  found  me  in  the 
lowest  obscurity :  he  introduced  my  rustic  mose 
to  the  partiality  of  my  country  ;  and  to  him  I 
owe  all  My  sense  of  his  goodoesa,  and  the 
anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  noble 
protector  and  friend,  I  have  endeavourwJ  to  ex- 
pre*  in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  have 
now  publiHhed.  This  edition  i  just  from  tl» 
prei* ;  and  in  my  gratitude  to  the  dead,  and  my 
respect  for  the  living  (fame  belies  you,  my  loid; 
if  you  possess  not  the  same  dignity  of  man, 
which  was  your  noble  brother's  charactrriitie 
fi?.iture),  I  had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Eari  of 
Glencairn.  I  learnt  just  now  that  you  are  ia 
town  ; — allow  me  t*>  present  it  to  you. 

I  know,  my  lord,  nuch  is  the  vile,  vena]  cob- 
tagion  which  peivades  the  world  of  lettcn, 
that  profe«iiona  of  respect  from  an  author,  par- 
ticularly  from  a  ptiet,  to  a  lord,  aie  more  thaa 
auspicious.  I  claim  my  by- past  conduct,  and 
my  feelings  at  this  moment^  as  exception  to  the 
too  just  conclusion.  Exalted  as  are  the  hoooan 
of  your  lordthip*s  name,  and  unnoted  as  is  the 
obscurity  of  mine  ;  with  the  uprightaen  ol  aa 
honest  man,  I  come  before  )-our  lordship,  with 
an  offering,  however  humble,  'tis  all  I  have  t» 
give,  of  my  grateful  resjiect;  and  tobcgufyoa, 
my  lord, — *tis  all  I  have  to  ask  c»f  yuu,  that  yoa 
will  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  it. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  %c.* 


No.  CXCV. 
TO  DR.  ANDERSON, 

AUTROa  Ot  THE  UV«g  OP  THB  TOBTt. 


Regret!  Remorse!  Shame!  ye  three  hell- 
ooonds  that  ever  dofff  my  stepa  and  bay  at  my 
iiaels,  spare  me !  spare  me ! 

Forgive  the  offences,  and  pity  tha  perdition 
0^  Madam,  your  httmhle  alaviw 


Slli, 

1  AM  much  indebted  to  my  worthy  friend 
Dr.  Blackltick  fur  intrududng  me  to  a  gentle- 
man of  Dr.  Anderson's  celebrity ;  but  whea  ym 
do  me  the  huoour  to  ask  my  asaiataoce  in  voor 
purpoied  publication,  Alas,  Sir !  ynn  might  as 
well  thiuk  to  cheapen  a  little  honesty  at  tht 
sign  of  an  Advocate's  wig,  or  humility  under 
the  Geneva  band.  I  am  a  miserable  hurried 
devil,   worn  to  the   marrow  in  the  friction  el 


•  The  original  letter  it  fai  the  nnswiuu  of  the  Ho> 
noursbie  Mrs.  Holland  of  Koynii^s.     Pram  a  Mn» 

been  written  In  May  17M.  ^^ 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


>f  lb*  poor  puhlicuB 

w  ;  uid  likt  Milloo'i 
,  UB  iuned 


boUisg  thr 

fin'  prirmte  i 

"  To  do   uhot  ytl  Ho'  dai 
koni"— 

tei  tutpt  ■  couplcl  or  Iwa  d 


No.  CXCVI. 

TO  MRS.  DCNLOP 

Giilk  Dimplai,  SrA  Jum 

by  Difitlf,  tci  iiiiuw  my  broo. 
. — ^SoliUry  confiacmPDt,   you 


thill 


bwnli 


friendi  tbnMn  mc  vith  *  flying  gout; 


a  pour  bnlth,  i 
[naugh  it  N  truev     I 
nSki  for  ths  Tottia  of  ir 
friendt  tbrvatrn  mc 
tmt  Ihey  in  mlWj 

ticdcc  with  the  Gnt  ikruh  of  i  Mti 
b«n  fnming  u  I  pncird  tlong  thr  r 

tlitad,  knw  deu-  lli«  tbeme  it  to  me. 
it  u  imgolir  Ode  for  GfoeriJ  Wi 
tHrthnliy.  After  Laving  miDtioneri 
Hncy  of  other  kingdoma,  I  come  ii 

(  Sm  pMBii,  p.  77.) 

You  will  probably  hart  aaotber  ■ 


No,  CXCVII. 
TO  MR.  JAHES  JOHNSON. 


YoD  dioold  hiTt  beard  from  ow  long  ago; 
but  over  and  ibon  aome  veiatiaDi  abare  ia  the 
pecBDiary  liwei  oT  thrae  acconed  timet,  I  liari 
■II  Ihia  oinWr  bceu  plagued  vitb  low  a| 
•nd  blue  deri^  k  lUal  /  havt  abmott  ! 
harp  OR  Mt  mifeip  ft™, 

of  my  poema,  and  ihii,  with  my  ordiu 


me,  at  your  leiMre,  give  a  eopy 
m  M  my  worthy  friend  Mr.  Peter 


n  learD,  logelher  with  my  o^ 


[uieum  a  book  Tanioua  b>  ifat  tod  of  lima, 

lave  got  an  Highland  dirk  fur  which  Iluve 
great  vemralion  ;  «a  it  on«  wai  the  diik  of 
Lord  Balmtrimo.  It  (ell  into  bad  handa,  who 
itrippcd  it  of  the  wlver  mounting,  ai  well  iia 
ibc  koifE  and  fiirk.     I  hare  aome  Ihoughti  rf 

Thuak  you   for  the  cnpin  of  nxr  VolunUrr 
Bullid — Our  frieiid   Qarke  hu  done  liiltvl 


No.  CXCVIU. 


Dumfria,  Atr.  179*. 


•  wife  and  a  bmily  of  rhildiea 
f^id  euthutiaini  I  would  have 
lid  und  wvul 


My  p. 


iber«l  u  I  tiD  u 
if  helpin  ioilividuda.  wbu  1  d 
In  the  intaD  lime,  Ihey  v*  mow 


■  THIi  lilhe 


mj  Odi;  oi>ly>  let  tbcm  iiiMrt  it  u  ■  (biig 
lliei'  ban  mFt  vilh  by  accideiit  iihI  anknimra 
to  me. — Nif.  if  Mr.  Perry,  whow  hoiwur,  a-f- 
Mr  vour  pbArmcter  of  bin  E  aiiDol  dnibt;  if 
be  will  gire  ine  In  uMren  ind  cbannel  by  which 
any  ihing  will  camt  nfe  from  tfane  ipin  witb 
whirb  he  maf  be  Dercain  that  hia  cofntpoTy- 
dmee  ia  bnei,  I  will  now  and  then  tnid  him 
any  bugltelle  that  I  may  wrile.  In  the  preieni 
hurrv  of  EuroiK.  nothing  but  aem  and  poUdrii 
:  ■galnit  the  daya  of  pca^p, 


triU  be  r^arded  ;  bv 
'licb   Heai 


nay  perhap*  £11  up  an  idle  ealuniD  of  a  New.t- 
piprr.  I  bare  \oeg  had  it  in  ray  head  to  try 
iny  band  in  the  way  of  little  proee  ewiyt.  whii  h 
I  propOM  iHulin;  into  the  wocld  Ihnmgb  Oie 
mediuin  of  aorae  N'ewapaper  ;  and  ibDuld  tbew 
be  worth  hia  while,  to  thrw  Mr.  Fnry  ihall 
be  welcome  ;  and  ail  my  reward  ihall  be,  bia 
treatiog  oie  with  hJi  paper,  which,  by  the  bye.  to 
■ny  bodv  who  baa  the  leaai  reliih  lor  wit,  ia  a 
high  Ire^t  indeed. 

With  the  moat  (ratibl  entccm,  I  am  erer, 
Dear  ^,  fcc 


No.  CXCIX. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON.  Eta. 

MTDEiK  BII,  Dmmfiia 

It  it  indeed  with  the  higheit  tatiiiiutiun  th 
I  eongratulale  yon  on  the  ntarn  nt  *■  dty> 
eaae.  and  nigbu  of  jriFaiurt."  tfler  the  hori 
houra  of  miaery,  ia  whieh  [  aaw  you  au&riji^ 
ekitteoce  wheo  I  waa  iatt  in  Ayx^re.  I  t?L- 
dotn  pray  for  aoy  body,  "  Tm  buth  dead 
Bwett,  and  wretched  ill  o't."  But  oHMI  lei 
ly  do  I  bMeech  the  great  Director  of  tUi  • 
dial  pu  may  liTc  long  and  be  happy,  bu 
you  may  live  no  hmgtr  than  while  you  i.rF 
happy,  tt  ii  needin*  for  me  to  tJv'ae  yaa  in 
hare  a  rrrrrend  cue  of  your  health.     I  knau' 

4iink  more  thin  ■  pint  of  wi'nei  (I  maau  an 
English  pint),  and  that  you  will  never  be  wiu 

I  am  well  conninced  tuo,  that  after  drinkiilg, 
perbtpa  baiUog  pumh.  you  will  never  mount 
your  hnne  and  gallop  home  in  ichUI,  late  hour. 


yon  may  K*  the  vanity  of  viniliei  in  trualing 
to,  or  even  prai'Iiung  the  carnal  moral  wo-' 
of  tkaritif,  humamti/,  gtntntitj/,  and  f'-rgi 
mui  Ihingt  which  yoo  praetiwd  to  flagrau 


WORKS. 

A  hymn  of  thankii 


mplimeDtt  to  Mrt.  Hamilton  wd  Mia 
dy. 

Yoon  io  tbt  L d 


,  dmnk  Iatt  night,  bwt  I  *b  b- 
Prom  the  eipro«>Dt  CapL 
ae  of  to  me.   had   t  had  no- 
body'i  welhre  to  can  for  but  my  own,  we  Jamli 

of  the  world,  to  the  pecenity  of  murdering  eat 
IDOtber  about  the  buueia.  The  woida  wm 
tuch  at,  gcDCralty,  I  believi^  end  >o  a  bna  it 
piitalt ;  but  I  un  itUI  pfeuid  n  think  that  I 
did  not  rain  the  peace  and  welfare  sf  a  wiii  tad 
a  family  of  ehildm  in  a  dnnkm  ti|Datibk. 
Farther  you  know  that  the  rrport  of  cRttia 
potitieal  opiniona  bring  mine,  hia  alnady  ona 
beftire  brooght  mr  to  the  brink  of  dettmctva. 

hi  tame  way.— You,   1  h« 


lb*  ooly  ascbor  at  lalTttiao." 


(or  Mrt.  Burna't  wel&re  with  the  tiak  of  wait- 
ing ■  toon  aa  poaiible,  on  every  geatkaan 
who  wai  prcient,  and  Itale  thia  to  him,  and,  ■ 
you  pleaie.  tbew  bin]  thit  leiter.  Whtt,  dier 
all  wai  the  ofaooiioBa  loait?  '•  Hay  our  tac- 
CF«  in  the  pmcnl  war  be  equal  to  the  jaitiw 

out  frcniy  of  loyalty  cannot  object  ia,  I  nqMl 
and  beg  that  thb  morning  yon  will  trait  aa  ll« 
ptrtica  prment  it  ibe  looljih  diaputv.  I  ihal 
only  add.  that  I  am  truly  tony  that  ■  b>u  rta 
Btood  no  high  in  my  e^timaiioo   aa  Mr.  , 


ha  loMBtlj  livlaiiwt  thi  lut^iilnid  Tafly. 
Tbi  te^  Ittttmtf  ymm. 

LM  Synw,  Buanm,   and   H«w*U,    pan 

With.  Cndlin  the  utaiWT.  OKI  MbbMI  ■ 
Send  WIUi  the  nuufit  ■■>  hfU  wttk  ■  (Mt 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


883 


Na  CCI. 
10  MR.  ALEXANDER  FINDLATER, 

SUPCKVISOK  OP  XlCItK,  DUMPUXt. 

Enclosed  are  the  two  tcbemes.  I  would 
not  hare  troubled  vou  with  the  collector's  one, 
but  for  suspicion  lest  it  be  not  ri^ht.  Mr.  Ers- 
kioe  promised  me  to  make  it  right,  if  you  will 
have  the  goodnea  to  ahew  him  huw.  Aa  I  have 
00  copy  of  the  scheme  for  myself,  and  the  alter- 
ations heini?  very  considerable  firom  what  it  was 
formerly,  I  hope  that  I  shall  have  acrcsa  to  this 
scheme  I  send  you,  when  I  come  to  face  up  niy 
new  books.  So  much  for  $eheme». — And  tU^t 
no  acheme  to  betray  a  prikm d,  or  mislead  a 
strangkk;  to  seduce  a  touno  girl,  or  rob 
•  HiNRoosT  ;  to  subvert  i.ibxrtt,  or  bribe  an 
szcissMAN ;  to  disturb  the  grkeral  assem- 
bly, or  annoy  a  oossirriNG  ;  to  overthrow  the 
credit  of  orthodozt,  or  the  authority  of  old 
■ONGs  ;  to  oppoae  your  tcishes,  or  frustrate  my 
kopes — MAT  PROSPER — IS  the  sincere  wish  and 
prayw  of 

ROBT.  BURNS. 


No.  COIL 

TO  THE  EDITORS  OP  THE  MORNING 
CHRONICLE.* 

ctitTLBMEX,  DumfrU». 

You  will  see  by  your  subacribera*  list,  that 
I  have  now  been  about  nine  months  one  of  that 
■amber. 

I  am  aorry  to  inform  jrou,  that  in  that  time, 
aevea  or  eight  of  your  pipers  either  have  nevei 
been  aent  me,  or  else  have  never  reached  me. 
To  be  deprived  c»f  any  one  number  of  the  firat 
newspaper   in   Great  Britain  for   information, 


Jwrm  extempore. 

Ye  true  **  Loyal  Natives"  attciKl  to  my  foof. 

In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long ; 

ftom  mvy  and  hatred  your  corns  is  eaempt  \ 

But  where  is  your  shield  tram  the  darit  tffeomitmpi  ? 

•  This  letter  owes  its  oricin  to  the  following  dr. 
cumstance.  A  neighbour  of  the  Poet's  at  DumfHes, 
called  00  him  and  complained  that  he  was  ffreatly  dis. 
Rppointed  in  the  irregular  delivery  of  the  Paper  of 
n*  MonUitg  Chrotdde.  Bum*  asked,  **  Why  do 
not  you  write  to  the  Editors  of  the  Paper  r  Good 
Ood,  Kir,  oan  I  presume  to  write  to  the  learned  Edi. 
tors  of  a  Newspaper  ? — Well,  xfyou  are  afhiid  of  writ, 
hig  to  the  CUlitors  of  a  Newspaper  /  am  not;  and  if 
you  think  proper,  I'll  draw  up  a  dietch  of  a  letter, 
which  you  may  copy. 

Bums  tors  a  leaf  from  his  exeise  book  a«*d  Instantly 
produced  the  sketch  which  I  have  transcribed,  and 
which  is  here  printed.  The  poor  man  thanked  him, 
and  took  the  letter  home.  Ilowerer,  that  esution 
whidi  the  watchfulness  of  his  enemies  had  taught  him 
to  exercise,  prompted  him  to  the  prudence  of  ocgging 
a  IMeod  to  wait  on  the  person  for  whom  it  was  writ. 
ten,  and  request  the  favour  to  hatve  it  returned.  This ; 
nquest  was  eompUad  with*  and  the  paper  never  a|^ ' 
ysnindin  print. 


ability  and  independence,  \*  what  I  MB  ill  brook 
and  bear ;  but  ^)  be  deprived  of  that  moat  ad- 
mirable oration  of  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne, 
when  he  made  the  great,  though  ineffectual  at* 
tempt,  (in  the  language  of  the  |)oet,  I  feu  too 
true,)  *'  to  save  a  sineing  state** — this  was 
a  loss  which  I  neither  can,  nor  will  forgive  you. 
— That  paper.  Gentlemen,  never  reached  me ; 
hut  I  demand  it  (if  you.  I  am  a  rriton  ;  and 
must  be  interested  in  the  cause  of  lirertt  :— 
I  am  a  man  ;  and  the  rights  of  human  ma- 
ture cannot  be  indifferent  to  me.  However, 
do  not  let  me  miMlead  you  :  I  am  not  a  nuui  in 
that  situation  of  life,  which,  as  your  subscriber, 
can  be  of  any  consequence  to  you,  in  the  eyes 
of  those  to  whom  situation  op  lipe  alone 
is  the  criterion  of  man. — I  am  but  a  plain 
tradesman,  in  this  distant,  obscure  country 
town:  but  that  humble  domicile  in  which  I 
shelter  my  wifo  and  children,  is  the  castellum 
of  a  BRITON  ;  and  that  i«canty,  Laid-earned  in- 
come which  supports  them,  is  aa  truly  my  pro- 
perty, as  the  moat  magnificent  fortune,  of  the 

most    PUISSANT    MEMBER    C^    yOUr     HOUSE    of 
NOBLES. 

These,  Gentlemen,  are  my  sentiments ;  and 
to  them  I  subscribe  my  name :  and  were  I  r 
man  of  ability  and  consequence  enough  to  ad- 
dresa  the  public,  with  that  name  should  they 
appear. 

I  am,  &c 


No.  ccm. 

TO  COL.  W.  DUNBAR. 

I  AM  not  gone  to  Elysium,  moat  noble  CV 
lonel,  but  am  still  here  in  this  sublunary  world, 
serving  my  God  by  propagating  his  inuige,  and 
honouring  ray  king  by  begetting  him  loyal  sub- 
jects. Many  happy  returns  of  the  season  await 
my  friend  !  Blay  the  thorns  of  care  never  be- 
set his  path !  May  peace  be  an  inmate  of  his 
bosom,  and  rapture  a  frequent  visitor  cf  his 
soul !  May  the  blood-hounds  of  misfortune  ne- 
ver trace  his  steps,  nor  the  screech-owl  of  sor- 
row alarm  his  dwelling  !  May  enjoyment  tell 
thy  hours,  and  pleasure  number  thy  dajrs,  thoa 
friend  of  the  Bard !  Blessed  be  he  that  blca^ 
eth  thee,  and  cursed  be  be  that  curseth  thes ' 


No.  CCIV. 
TO  MISS  FONTENELLE, 

ACCOMPANTINO  A  PROLOGUE  TO  BE  SPOKEIT 
POR  HER  BENEFIT. 

MADAM, 

In  such  R  bsd  world  ss  ours,  those  who  add 
to  the  scanty  sum  of  oof  plcMures,  are  post 


SM 


BURNS'  WOBK& 


tirelv  onr  beoe&eton.  To  jcm.  Madam,  oa 
our  namble  Dumfries  boards,  I  have  been  more 
indebted  for  entertainment  than  ever  I  was  in 
prouder  theatres.  Your  charms  as  a  woman 
would  insure  applause  to  the  most  indifferent 
actress,  and  your  theatrical  talents  would  insure 
admiration  to  the  plainest  figure.  This,  Madam, 
is  not  the  unmeaning,  or  insidious  compliment 
of  the  frivolous  or  interested  ;  I  pay  it  from  the 
same  honest  impulse  that  the  sublime  of  nature 
excites  my  admiration,  or  her  beauties  give  me 
delight. 

Will  the  for^[oing  lines  be  of  any  service  to 
you  on  your  approaching  benefit  night  ?  If  they 
will,  I  ^all  be  prouder  of  my  muse  than  ever. 
They  are  nearly  extempore  :  I  know  they  have 
no  great  merit ;  but  though  they  should  add  but 
little  to  the  entertainment  of  the  evening,  they 
give  me  the  happiness  of  an  opportunity  to  de- 
clare how  much  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sec 

ADDRESS. 

Spoken  hy  Miss  Fontxnkllx  oh  her  benejtt" 
night,  Dec  i,  1795,  at  the  Theatre,  Dum- 
frie». 

Still  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour. 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
'Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better; 
So,  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies. 
Told  him,  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ; 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed  ; 
And  lost,  my  prologue-businevs  slily  hinted. — 
"  Ma*am,  let  me  tell  you,**  quoth  my  man  of 

rhymes : 
<*  I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing 

times: 
Can  you — but  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
Dissolve  in  pause — and  sentimental  tears— 
With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn  rounded  sentence. 
Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers  fell  Repent- 
ance ; 
Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand. 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o*er  a  ffuilty 
land!"  ^ 

I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 
D*ye  think,  said  I,  this  fiice  was  made  for  cry- 

mgf 
ril  laugh,   that*s  poi — nay,  more,   the  world 

shall  know  it ; 
And  so,  your  senant — gloomy  Master  Poet. 

Firm  as  ihy  creed.  Sirs,  *tis  my  fix*d  belief. 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief : 
I  also  think — so  may  I  be  a  bride  ! 
That  so  much  laughter,  so  much  life  enjoy  d — 

Thou  man  of  crasy  care  and  eeaaelcss  sigh. 
Still  under  bleak  misfortune's  blasting  eye ; 
Dbom'd  to  that  sorest  taak  of  man  alive — 
To  make  tkrat  fiUMaa  do  the  work  of  ive  i 


Laugh  in  Bfiafoirtiiiie's  ftce     the  bddem  wildi ! 
Say,  you'll  be  merry,  though  yoo  can't  be  ridu 

Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  Wve, 
Who  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  airs  hasa  strove ; 
Measur'st  in  desperate  thought-— a  rope— thy 

neck — 
Or,  where  the  beetUng  diflf  o*erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap : 
Would*  St  thou  be  cured,  thoa  silly,  moping  d^ 
Laugh  at  heir  follies— 4augh  e'en  at  thysdf : 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific, 
And  love  a  kinder — that's  your  grand 

fie— 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  adnee » 
And  as  we're  merry,  may  we  stall  be 


No.  CCV. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MT  DKAnrnisHD,       \btk  Dtegmber,  I79i. 

At  I  am  in  a  complete  Decembrish  hnmoar, 
gloomy,  suUen,  stupid,  as  even  the  deity  of  Del- 
ness  herself  should  wish,  I  shall  not  drawl  out  s 
heavy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier  apologies, 
for  my  late  silence.  Only  one  I  shall  mentioo, 
because  I  know  yoo  will  sympathise  in  it :  then 
four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  yonnfTat 
child,  has  been  so  ill,  that  every  day,  a  week  sr 
less  threatened  to  terminate  her  existence.  There 
had  much  need  be  many  pleesores  annexed  ts 
the  statea  of  husband  and  father,  for  God  knows 
they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  I  cmnouc  de> 
scribe  to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless  hours  tkoe 
ties  firequently  give  me.  I  see  a  train  of  heipir* 
little  folks ;  me  and  my  exertiona  all  their  suy ; 
and  on  what  a  brittle  thread  doea  the  life  of  eua 
hang  !  If  I  am  nipt  off  at  the  command  of  fett ; 
even  in  all  the  vigour  of  manhood  as  I  am,  sack 
things  hsppen  every  day — gracious  God  !  erkat 
would  become  of  my  little  flock  !     'TU  here  this 

I  envy  your  people  of  fortune A  father  uo  bis 

death-bed,  taking  an  everlasting  lesve  of  kit 
children,  has  indeed  woe  enough  ;  but  tlie  aiwa 
of  competent  fintune  leaves  his  sons  and  daeg k- 
ters  independency  and  friends ;  while  1 — bet  1 
shall  run  distracted  if  I  think  any  loiter  on  tbs 
subject ! 

To  leave  talking  of  the  matter  so  gravely,  1 
shall  aing  with  the  old  Scots  ballad 


''O  that  I  had  ne'er  been 

I  would  never  had  nae 

Now  I've  gotten  wife  and 

They  cry,  crowdie^ 


Crowdie!  ance;  crowdie!  Iwiw  j, 
Crowdie  !  three  timoa  in  •  daf  t 

An  ye  crowdie  ony  mair, 

Ye*U  erowdae  a*  my  aeal  cway.**- 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


385 


We  have  ba<l  a  brilliant  theatre  here,  this  aea-  ' 
•on  ;  only,  an  all  other  htiMintiSA  has,  it  experi- 
enoea  a  stagnation  of  trade  from  the  epidemical 
complaint  of  the  country,  wttnt  of  cash.  I  men- 
tion our  theatre  merely  to  lug  in  an  occasional 
Address,  which  I  wrote  for  the  benefit-night  of 
one  of  the  actro«<Ms,  and  which  is  as  follows  :— 
(  See  AddretSy  p.  384, '^ 


SdM,  ChristmaM,  Morning, 
This,  my  much -loved  fiiend,  is  a  morning  of 
wishes :  accept  mine — so  Heaven  hear  me  as 
they  are  sincere  !  that  blessings  may  attend  your 
«teps  and  affliction  know  you  not !  In  the 
charming  wurtU  uf  my  favourite  author,  The 
Man  of  Feeling^  *"  May  the  great  spirit  bear  up 
the  weight  of  thy  grey  hairs  ;  and  blunt  the  ar- 
row that  brings  them  rest  !** 

Now  that  I  talk  of  authors,  how  do  you  like 
0>wper?  is  not  the  TVuA  a  glorious  poem  ?  The 
religion  of  the  Task^  bating  a  few  scraps  of  CaJ- 
vinintic  divinity,  is  the  religion  of  God  and  Na- 
ture :  tlie  religion  that  exalts,  that  ennobles  man. 
Were  not  you  to  send  me  your  Zelueo  in  return 
for  mine?  Tell  me  how  you  like  my  marks  and 
notes  through  the  book.  I  would  not  give  a  far- 
thing for  a  book,  unless  I  were  at  liberty  to  blot 
it  with  my  criticisms. 

I  have  lately  collected,  for  a  friend's  perusal, 
an  my  letters ;  I  mean  those  which  I  first 
sketched,  in  a  rough  draught,  and  afterwards 
wrote  out  fair.  On  looking  over  some  old  musty 
papers,  which  from  time  to  time  I  had  parcelled 
by,  as  trash  that  were  scarce  worth  preserving, 
and  which  yet,  at  the  same  time,  I  did  not  care  to 
desti-oy,  I  discovered  many  of  those  rude  sketches, 
•nd  have  written,  and  am  writing  them  out,  in 
a  bound  MS.  for  my  friend *s  library.  As  I 
wrote  always  to  you  the  rhapsody  of  the  moment, 
I  cannot  find  a  single  scroll  to  you,  except  one, 
about  the  commencement  of  our  acquaintance. 
If  there  were  any  possible  conveyance,  I  would 
tend  you  a  perusal  of  my  book. 


No.  CCVI. 

TO  MR.  HERON,  OF  HERON. 

«»»  1794,  or  1795. 

I  XNCLOSK  you  some  copies  of  a  couple  of  po- 
litical ballads ;  one  of  which,  I  believe,  you  have 
never  seen.     Would  to  Heaven  I  could  makei 
you  master  of  as  many  votes  in  the  Stewartry  ' 
But— 


**  Who  does  the  utmost  that  he  can. 
Does  well,  acts  nobly,  angels  could  no  more. 


ft 


In  order  to  bring  my  humble  efforts  to  bear 
with  more  effect  on  the  foe,  I  have  pnvatcJy 
orintcd  a  good  many  copies  of  both  ballada,  ami 


have  sent  them  among  friends  all  about  the  coun- 
try. 

To  pillory  on  Parnassus  the  rank  reprobatioa 
of  character,  the  utter  dereliction  of  all  princi« 
pie,  in  a  profligate  junto  which  has  not  only 
outraged  virtue,  but  violated  common  decency  , 
which,  spurning  even  hypocrisy  as  paltry  ini- 
quity below  their  daring ; — co  unmask  their  fla- 
gitiousness  to  the  broadest  day — to  deliver  such 
over  to  their  merited  fate,  is  surely  not  merdf 
innocent,  but  laudable ;  is  not  only  propriety, 
but  virtue. — You  have  already,  as  your  auzilia. 
ry,  the  sober  detestation  of  mankind  on  the 
heads  of  j-our  opponents ;  and  I  swear  by  the 
lyre  of  Thalia  to  muster  on  your  side  all  the  vo- 
taries of  honest  laughter,  and  fair,  candid  ridi- 
cule ! 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  fi>r  your  kind 
mention  of  my  interests  in  a  letter  which  Mr. 
Syme   .lewed  me.     At  present,  my  situation  in 
lifif  must  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary,  at 
least  for  two  or  three  years.     The  statement  is 
this — I  am  on  the  supervisors*  list,  and  as  we 
come  on  there  by  precedency,  in  two  or  three 
years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and  be 
appointed,  of  course.     Then  a  raiXKD  might 
be  of  service  to  me  in  getting  me  into  a  pUce 
of  the  kingdom  which  I  would  like.     A  super- 
visor's income  varies  from  about  a  hundred  and 
twenty,  to  two  hundred  a  y^r ;  but  the  bun- 
ness  is  an   incessent  drudgery,  and  would  bt 
nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every  species  of  litera- 
ry pursuit.     The  moment  I  am  appointed  su- 
pervisor, in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be  no- 
minated on  the  collector's  list ;  and  this  is  al- 
ways a  business  purely  of  political  patronage. 
A  collectonbip  varies  much,  from  better  than 
two  hundred  a  year  to  near  a  thousand.      They 
also  come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  list ; 
and  have  besides  a  handrnme  income,  a  life  of 
complete  leisure.     A  life  of  literary  leisure  with 
a  decent  competence,  is  the  summit  of  my  wishes. 
It  would  be  the  prudish  affectation  of  silly  pride 
in  me  to  say  that  I  do  not  need,  or  would  not 
be  indebted  to  a  political  friend  ;  at  the  samt 
time,  Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affiiira  before 
you  thus,  to  hook  my  dependant  situation  oo 
your  benevolence.     If,  in  my  progress  of  life^ 
an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good  offices 
of  a  gentleman  of  your  public  character  and  po- 
litical consequence  might  bring  me  forward, 
shall   petition   your  goodness   with   the  same 
frankness  as  I  now  do  myself  the  honour  to  sub- 
scribe myself,  &c*. 

•  Part  of  aOs  let'cr  appears  In  Dr,  CwrWt  mL  vow 
IL  p.  430. 
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BURNS*  WORKS. 


No.  CCVII. 
ADDRESS  OF  THE  SCOTS  DISTILLERS, 


TO 


THE  RIGHT  HON.  WILLIAM  PITT. 

While  puny  burgesaes  crowd  your  gate, 
sweating  under  the  weight  of  heavy  addrewea, 
permit  us,  the  quondam  dintillers  in  that  part 
of  Great  Briuin  called  Scotland,  to  approach 
you,  not  with  venal  approbation,  but  with  fra» 
temal  condolence ;  not  as  what  you  are  just 
DOW,  or  for  some  time  have  been  ;  but  as  what, 
b  all  probability,  you  will  shortly  be — We  shall 
have  the  merit  of  not  deserting  our  friends  in 
the  day  of  their  calamity,  and  you  will  have  the 
Mtisfiiction  of  perusing  at  least  one  honest  ad- 
dress. You  are  well  acquainted  with  the  dis- 
section of  human  nature  ;  nor  do  yon  need  the 
assistance  of  a  fellow-creature's  bosom  to  inform 
you,  that  man  is  always  a  selfish,  often  a  perfi- 
dious being. — This  assertion,  however  the  hasty 
conclusions  of  superficial  observation  may  doubt 
•f  it,  or  the  raw  inexperience  of  youth  may  de- 
ny it,  those  who  make  the  fatal  experiment  we 
have  done,  will  feel.  You  are  a  sutesman,  and 
•ODsequently  are  not  ignorant  of  the  traffic  of 
these  corporation  compliments. — The  little  great 
nian  who  drives  the  borough  to  market,  and  the 
very  great  man  who  buys  the  borough  in  that 
market,  they  two  do  the  whole  business  ;  and 
you  well  know,  they,  likewise,  have  their  price. 
—With  that  sullen  disdain  which  you  can  so 
well  assume,  rise,  illustrious  Sir,  and  spurn 
these  hireling  efforts  of  venal  stupidity.  At  best 
they  are  the  compliments  of  a  man*s  friends  on 
the  morning  of  his  execution  :  They  take  a  de- 
eent  farewell ;  resign  vou  to  your  fate ;  and  hur- 
ry away  from  youi  approaching  hour. 

If  fame  say  true,  and  omeni  be  not  very  much 
mistaken,  yuu  are  about  to  make  your  exit  from 
that  world  where  the  «un  of  gladness  gilds  the 
psths  of  prosperous  men  :  permit  us,  great  Sir, 
with  the  sympathy  of  fellow-feeling  to  hail  your 
psssage  to  the  realms  of  ruin. 

Whether  the  sentiment  proceiNl  from  the  sel- 
fishness or  cowardice  of  mankind  is  imniaterial ; 
but  to  point  out  to  a  child  of  luisfortuoe  those 
who  are  still  more  unhappy,  is  to  give  him  some 
degree  of  positive  enjoyment.  In  this  light.  Sir, 
our  downfJ  may  be  again  useful  to  you : — 
Though  not  exactly  in  the  »ame  way.  it  is  not 
perhsps  the  first  time  it  has  gratifitrd  your  feel- 
ings. It  is  true,  the  triumph  of  your  evil  star 
IS  exceedingly  despitefuL — At  an  age  when! 
others  are  the  votaries  of  pleasure,  or  underlings 
m  business,  you  had  attained  the  highest  wish ' 
of  a  British  Statesman  ;  and  with  the  ordinary ' 
date  of  human  life,  what  a  prospect  was  bt-fure 
you !  Deeply  rooted  in  Royal  Favour ^  you 
overshadowed  the  land.  The  birds  of  pansage, 
which  follow  miliiatitrial  sunshine  through  every  ^ 


clime  of  political  iaith  and  manners,  flockjd  Is 
your  branches ;  and  the  beasts  of  the  fidd,  (the 
lordly  possessors  of  hills  and  valliea, )  crowded 
under  your  ahade.  "  But  behoki  a  watcher,  a 
holy  one  came  down  from  heaven,  and  cried 
aloud,  and  said  thus :  Hew  down  the  tree,  and 
cut  off  his  branches ;  shake  off  his  leaves,  aad 
scatter  his  fruit ;  let  the  beasts  get  away  from 
under  it,  and  the  fowls  from  his  braacbc*!**  A 
blow  from  an  unthought-of  quarter,  one  of  thoM 
terrible  accidents  which  peculiarly  mark  the 
hand  of  Omnipotence,  overset  your  career,  ami 
laid  all  your  £uicied  honours  in  the  du»t.  But 
turn  your  eyes,  Sir,  to  the  tragic  scenes  of  our 
fate. — An  ancient  nation  that  for  many  ages 
had  gallantly  maintained  the  uneqiul  struggle 
for  independence  with  her  much  more  powerful 
neighbour,  at  last  agrees  to  a  unioo  which  should 
ever  after  make  them  one  people.  In  coosi- 
deration  of  certain  circumstances,  it  was  cove- 
nanted that  the  former  should  ei^oy  a  stipuUt- 
ed  alleviation  in  her  share  of  the  public  biir> 
dens,  particularly  in  that  branch  of  the  rrvenae 
called  the  Exciiie.  This  just  privilege  has  sf 
late  given  great  umbrage  to  tonoe  iotefc»led, 
powerful  individuab  of  the  more  potest  part  of 
the  empire,  and  they  have  spared  no  wicked 
pains,  under  insidious  pretests,  to  subvert  what 
they  dared  not  openly  to  attack,  from  the  dread 
which  they  yet  entertained  of  the  qpirit  of  their 
ancient  enemies. 

In  this  conspiracy  we  fell ;  nor  did  we  aleae 
suffer,  our  country  was  deeply  woonded.  A 
number  of  (we  will  say  )  respectable  individeak, 
largely  engaged  in  trade,  where  we  were  oel 
only  useful  but  absolutely  oecesaary  to  our  ooub. 
try  in  her  dearest  interest ;  we,  with  all  thst 
was  near  aiui  dear  to  us,  were  sacrifictd  with- 
out remorse,  to  the  infernal  deity  of  political  ci- 
pedieocy  !  We  fell  to  gratify  the  wiihes  of  dark 
envy,  and  the  views  of  unprincipled  ambitioB ! 
Your  foes,  Sir,  were  avowed  ;  were  too  brave 
to  take  an  ungenerous  ailvantage ;  jfcm  fell  ia 
the  face  of  day. — On  the  coutrar}-,  our  eaemi^ 
to  complete  our  overthrow,  contrived  to  m^ks 
their  guilt  appear  the  villainy  of  a  oatioo.— 
Y«iar  dowoiaJ  only  drags  with  you  your  pr>> 
vate  friends  and  partisans :  In  our  misery  arc 
more  or  less  involved  the  meet  nuoacrous.  sod 
most  valuaUe  part  of  the  communit).^  those 
who  immediately  depend  on  the  cultivatioo  ef 
the  soil,  from  the  landlord  of  a  province,  down 
to  the  lowest  hind. 

Allow  us.  Sir,  yet  ferther,  just  to  hiat  at  an* 
other  rich  vein  of  comfort  ia  the  dreary  rrgioar 
of  adversity  ;— the  gratulatiooa  of  an  approving 
couscieoce.  In  a  certain  great  awrmbly,  of 
which  you  are  a  distingui^hed  member,  pane* 
gyrics  m  your  private  virtues  have  so  oltcfl 
wounded  your  delicscy,  thst  we  shall  not  das- 
tress  you  with  any  thing  on  the  subiect.  Theft 
is,  however,  one  part  of  your  public  coodect 
which  our  feelings  will  not  permit'  us  Id  pea 
ia  silence ;  our  gratitude  must  treapass  oa  your 
modesty  i  we  mean,  wuithy  Sir,  /oar  wkok 


b^annor  to  Um  Scoti  Dlnillcn. — Id  itQ  ham 
■bn  obtmnTc  reeolkction  prEiiei  bittorlj' 
ik*  mat,  kt  that.   Sir,  eoiH  like  ■  holi  _ 
■afd,  whI  tpnk  the  pns*  to  jwir  Kiiit  whic^ 

Wa  htT«  tht  hoaour  In  Im, 


Joait  BiaLKTCOBii 


TO  THE  HON.  THE  PROTOST,  8AII~ 
IE8,  AND  T0WN.C01TNCIL  OF  DUH- 
PRIES. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

hnJth  uid  food 
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Tax  Jilenry  tute  ud  tibenl  ipirit  of  jour 
food  tovn  hu  k  ably  filled  the  Tuioai  dapirt. 
mniti  of  your  icboala,  B>  (o  nuke  it  a  Tn^ 
gnat  olgcel  for  >  pannl  to  bava  hit  chUdret: 
adocatHJ  ia  ihem.  Still,  to  ma,  a  Mmi^,  vith 
■17  large  tamilj,  aod  rgrj  atintcd  iococni 
giT*  mj  young  onea  that  cdneitioa  1  wial 
tha  high  Achool-(Ha  vhich  a  atraoger  paya,  wiJl 
bwr  hud  upon  me. 

Some  ytan  ago  your  good  towo  did  m 

hoiHiur  of  aakiog  me  id  booorary  burgeia 

Will  yon  alio*  me  to  rtqual  that  thi*  mark     ' 
diatlnetian  may  eitcad  h  far,  aa  to  pnt  ma 
the  footing  of  a  real  frtcman  of  tba  Iowa, 


U  graleTur  toapact  with  which  I  have  the  1 


No.  cax. 

TO  MRS.  DCKLOP,  IN  LONDON. 

Dumfiia.  iOA  Dttmbtr,  IT9A. 
1  BATE  b«A  prodigioualf  diaappoiatad  in  Chit 
Loodon  jaurnpy  of  your&  In  the  Aral  place, 
whan  your  laat  to  ma  nached  DumTrita,  t  vui 
in  the  cDUDtry,  and  did  not  ntaio  ontil  ton 
late  a  awwet  your  letter ;  in  the  Mit  place, 
I  thought  you  oonld  ecitaioty  uke  ihii  reula; 
•nd  now  I  know  Dot  whil  ia  b«coma  of  you,  or 
vbethn  llik  ony  rEii:h  )ou  al  alL     God  grant 


find  yi 


d  yoon  in  proaperinf 
Do  let  me  hearfrMi 

A>  I  hap«  to  get  a  Iraok  from  my  ftiand 
Captain  Mliler,  I  ^all.  eriiy  biuue  hour,  take 
up  tba  pen,  and  goaiip  avay  wbatenr  cone* 
Grtt,  proae  oi  poeay,  aermon  or  toog.  tn  tUi 
lut  article,  I  have  abounded  of  !at«.  I  have 
ofEan  manCioDed  to  yon  a  auperb  publication  of 
SsOttiih  BODga  which  ia  making  ita  appearanee 
in  yaur  great  metropolii,  and  where  I  have  lb* 
honour  lo  pnaide  orer  the  Scaltiah  Tene,  aa  nr 
Ina  a  penonag*  than  Felvr  I^odar  doe*  am 
tLo  Ei^liab,     I  wrou  the  faUawing  for  ■  b- 


ihonforSS. 

siHci  : 

began  thii  letter  1 

pojoted  to 

ct  ID  the  capacity  of 

yon,  what  with  the 

udnftnuineea. 

tb  that  bualneaa  br 

been  m  town. 

4lepiBtle.    Thii 

u>d  during  tbr 

line*  of  the  preMnt  incumbent ;  but  I  look 

forward  to 
p.,inted  in 
y  wbe  wi 

n  early  p.ti«l  wbe 

I  .hall  be  ap- 

hed!     UypoUtical 

•inaaeunlnb* 

o,g.™«.. 

Tula  b  the  aeaaon  (New-year'a-day  it  aov 
date)  of  wiabing  !  and  mine  are  moat  br< 
itly  cd-red  up  for  you  '.  May  life  ts  you  bi  a 
litira  hleauog  while  it  luti,  for  your  own 
x ;  and  that  it  may  yet  be  greatly  prolonged, 
ii  lUy  with  br  my  oub  aake,  and  for  tba  aaka 

•Ineii  ia  life  <  Very  lately  I  wai  a  boy  ;  but 
Eher  day  I  waa  a  young  man  ;  and  I  already 
{in  %a  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  atiflvniog  joinla 
old  age  coming  fiat  o'er  my  frame.  With 
my  fulliea  oF  youth,  and.  I  fear,  a  lew  vicM 


■as  ruperintending  aod  directmg  ercry  cir- 
imatance  that  can  bajipen  in  hia  lot—I  fcliel- 
It;  lucb  a  man  a<  having  a  aolid  fbundatioa  fat 
«  menul  eujnymenii  a  firm  prop  and  aara 
I)',  in  th*  hour  of  difficulty,  trouble,  aad  dia- 
F>a ;  and  a  never-Culing  anchor  of  hope,  whaa 
looki  beyond  the  grave. 


k*  ti  wall,  ud  beg  to  be  RmmbtTid  to  l^i 
1  hart  juH  been  niding  mer  igaia,  I  itit , 
lot  Ihe  hundrtd  inH  Gflifth  lime,  hia  Vuu>  if 
Saaatf  md  M>m-vn ,  lod  utiU  I  Hd  it  »" 
delight.  Hie  burnonr  i(  perfectly  originil- 
ie  neittier  Ibe  hnnioar  gf  Addima.  nor  Sw 
■ar  Sttrnc.  nnr  of  inr  bmly  but  Dr.  M« 
Bf  tbi  bj-E,  yau  hm  dcptived  mt  of  2Uki 
temember  thit,  wben  you  *»  diipoaed  to  ti 

3  the  UDB  of  1117  negleot  frDm  mmoi^  Lbe  ubei 
Udnem 
He  ba  piid  DM  •  pntlf  OMBpliiiieat,   by 


BURNS'  WORKS. 

lybegnn  tOTeeore 
loie  nyslf  the  t 


la  hie  It 


ipuMi. 


No.  CCX. 

TO  MRS.  RIDDEL. 

SO(A  JoMiirr,  17B0. 
I  CAKHOT  eipreee  my  gruiiudt  to  yoii  fu 
•nowing  me  ■  Vsaget  peniul  of  AtaAartii 
In  lut,  I  oever  met  wilb  1  book  tfaal  beviuh 
W  me  (o  much  ;  and  I,  u  ■  member  of  Uie  ti 
brtry,  mult  virmly  feel  Ibe  obligition  you  Lap 
Iitdred  to  mc  tbe  obligAtiua  i 


atronger  than  10 


w  vickMlly   DuLu.'ky 
te  fonektn  nw.    Th< 


No.  CCXI. 
TO  HRa  DDNLOP. 


SIX  Jttmarg,  ITSti. 

Tnut  mujr  moDtbi   you   htie  been   tw 

ptduta  in  my  debt — wbil  lio  of  ignoruiv 

b»>a   committed   igiinit   b    bighly   viluni 

Hadioi,  ill  on  I  iflbrd,  at  thii  time,  to  be  il,. 
ptind  of  any  of  the  •null  nmniDt  of  my  ;.k<i 
anna.  1  ban  lately  diDnk  deep  of  tbe  e«p  c 
afliedoa.  The  lulyraa  Ribbed  me  of  my  onl 
daaghter  and  darling  child,  and  thalatadi* 
tow  too,  tDd  ao  npidly,  aa  to  put  it  ool  of  m 
ppww  M  pay  tbe  lart  tbe  duliaa  10  brr.     I  hii 


Ann  tbalakod^wka 


after  many  weeka  of  ■  AAAtd,  H  ailM 
IK  turned  ap  life,  and  I  am  '-g~— t  n 
acron  lay  room,  and  once  iadaed  ban 

bwD  birfbit  my  Own  door  b  the  atreet. 

When  (deaiure  faaeiiialea  tbe  aMDtal  «i(h^ 

ASlietiaD  parifiea  the  nail  ray, 
RKligisB  kaib  the  drear,  tba  nntrwi  aigbl. 

That  abnta,  far  erer  abnta!  lifc'a  doaMU 
day. 


ccxn. 

TO  HRS.  RIDDEL, 


1  « M  in  auh  miaerabla  health  a*  t* 
ly  incapable  of  ahorijig  my  loyalty  io 
Rs,^|[ed  aa  I  am  vith  rheumalitm*,  I  b 
face  wilb  a  gieetiuR  like  that  of  Bali 

fj  me  t>nel  '"    So  aay  I~Camc  rum 


..ibeattbcbalL- 


No.  ccxm. 

TO  MR.  JAAIE8  JOHNSON,  EsiiiapuK. 

Jhmfila,  Jahf  i,  I7S6. 
Hnw  ire  ytn,  my  daar  ftieod,  aod  bo*  eomn 
>n  j,mr  fifth  ntunw?  You  may  ptobdily 
:liink  ihal  far  aomc  lima  paat  1  have  aeflicu^ 
ii'u  ind  yoor  waA;  bat,  ataa  !  Ibe  tund  at 
lain,   and  aornnr,  and  care,    haa  Iheae   aaty 

nMiic  affliction  hare  almoat  entinjy  baaiahad 
:hit  alaerily  and  lile  irilli  whiek  1  aacd  In  ««b 


■eof  Seotia. 


COEKESPONDENCE. 

qurttn,  ud 


fM  iftm  iL  Uuj  i  mcnr  mMtinfl  tkii 
pabliation  hu  ^veu  ui,  ind  pAMlblo  il 
(in  nt  more,  thongh,  iLu !  I  fcir  iu 
proCneting,  iJowt  eouumiiig  iLLeku  which 
luogi  DTCT  IDC,  wilL  I  doubt  Dnich,  my  evcc 
imr  friend,  itrat  my  hid  bdora  hr  hu  will 
nachcd  hii  inidd)«  eincr.  and  vill  turn  o*«r 
tbs  poM  to  hr  alhcr  uil  iD«n  imporbint  eOn- 
oeni  than  lEudyiag  the  brilliaDcy  of  wit,  or  tlic 
pMhoi  of  KDtioitDt !  IluncTtr,  It-yv  if  tlic 
eordiil  of  the  humio  hrtrt,  and  I  codtivour  lu 

Let  me  hear  from  you  a*  loofl  m  convenitrii. 
— Your  work  ii  a  giejl  ou  ;  and  now  thjt  j  [ 
it  iM*f  fiDbhed,  I  aee,  if  we  wen  lo  begin 
■gtin,  two  or  lliree  Ihingi  that  might  be  mend- 
ed ;  y«t  I  will  xnliire  10  prophecy,  thai  lo  fu- 

book  and  itandard  of  8cDlIi>h  iDiig  and  muiic. 

I  am  ubamed  lo  iik  aoothtr  fiTOBr  of  yoi^, 
became  pu  hare  bm  m  rrry  good  already  ; 
bnt  my  wife  baa  a  rery  pariirulu  friend  of  beri. 
■  young  tady  who  uugi  wtll,  to  whom  the 
wiihai  to  pment  the  Seat!  Muileal  JVuevi*.  • 
If  yon  b*<rc  a  ^Mrc  copy,  will  yon  ha  b  oblig- 
'  .1  by  the  very  tnt  Fly,  «  I  im 


M  ham  it 


Yourt  mr, 
nOBERT  BDRKSl 


No.  CCXIV. 

TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Brum,  Sta-baOiimg  Qaartirt,  lii  July,  ITSfi. 


I> 


n  here  thu  m 


indeed  highly  Battered  wiib  the  apiiroiiation  of 
the  literary  circle  yoa  mentiiin  ;  a  literary  circle 
interior  id  none  in  ih(  Ixo  kiagdonii.  Ala* ! 
my  friend,  I  fttr  the  vakt  ot  the  baid  will  Men 
be  heard  among  yau  no  more  !  for  thttc  right  or 

fart  and  iinmetimH  not ;  but  Chne  iait  thru 
months  I  have  been  tortured  with  iin  txcnimu- 
ing  rbenmatiMTi,  which  hu  reduced  me  to  Dear' 
ly  the  laM  itige.  Vvu  actually  would  not  ksow 
me  if  yoD  eaw  me.  Pale,  emariated,  and  k 
fcchle,  u  occaaioiially  lo  nerd  help  from  my  cbair 

the  aabject— only  the  mediral  fiillu  tell  me  tiut 
my  laat  aiKi  only  chance  it  batbLng  and  country 


dpiUTlb*fl»Diler,  and  Is  whldi  he  )i>l  amtrlbulal. 
grtilctitg,  not  lea  than  18t  niflHl,  aOfreil.  »<i 

by  Ue  om  End,  (H  the  JTSMM. 

Ihie  titW  WW  ■nmn  on  tbi  lib  or  Jnlyr-^bt  I 


riding.  Tha  deoe*  of  tha  imtla 
la  tliia  1  wben  aa  eaciaeraan  ii  off  duly,  bii  i^ 
lary  ia  redu.'ed  to  XSA  iniiud  of  £50— Wha 
way,  in  the  name  of  thrift,  ahill  I  malDtain  my< 
tdrand  keep  ahoree  JD  country  qtjal 


I  had  ic 


b?    I 


1  the  fri^i  « 


lofEx- 
•ayyoii 


tiy  Diyacaiaal  with  an  Mil  truly 
die  not  of  diieue,  I  muit  peiiaB 


my  pi 


ApmpDi  tn  being  at 

«ni1  rhargt,  which, 
lall  be  intruduc- 


Lf  of  the  righi  gem 

cd  to  the  wnrld  by  the  reupcctdbl*  liemgnanon  of 
Alexamter  Cxtningliani  Buna:  ilf  laat  waa 
yuaei  G/aenirai  la  you  cin  hare  do  objee. 
lioD  to  the  eoDipaoy  of  nubility.     Farewell 


N0.CCXV 
TO  MRS  BURNS. 

HT  DuaiTT  LOTX,  JtraK,   Titniiaf, 

I  ori.ario  writing  until  I  eouU  tell  you 
wha*.  eSect  iva-bathing  waa  likely  to  ptvduis. 
It  would  be  injuiiicc  lo  deny  that  jt  hai  tMMJ 
my  pain,  and  I  Ihiuk  bm  itiengtheaed  lue  { 
but  Biy  ii^iie  it  >(ill  ealimiely  bad.  No  fl>i>t 
nor  fiah  can  I  twalluw  ;  porridge  and  milk  aj% 


the 
hea 

'^ 
day 

Dly  ihiog  1  on  bote.      1  au>  Tery  happy  to 
by  Uil*  J«.  Lei-an,  iLal  you  are  weU. 

to  ill  the  childrra.     I  wiU  «  you  gn  Sun- 



CCXTL 

TO  MRS.  UUNLOP. 

UAV 

AH,                             18U  Jmfy,  17S6. 

agaio,  but  for  the  ei 


not  tiouUc  yon 
I  in  which  I  UD. 
illDeae  which  haa  Loog  hunir  about  mo,  in 
probtbility  wiil  ipeedily  aend  mi  beyond  that 
rnu  tthemtt  no  travtUtr  ntitrnt,  Yoor 
fricDdthip,  viih  which  tar  many  yeara  yoa  Ih^ 
frindihip  dsnat  M  my  wal. 
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pnlw  man  to  toy  poor  polpiuting  heart. 
FbKweU!!! 

R.  & 


Tbx  above  n  tuppoeed  to  be  tlie  lart  produe- 
mjaa  of  RoBxxT  Burns,  who  died  on  the  Sist 
of  the  mouth,  nine  dajre  aftrrwards.  He  had, 
howerer,  the  pleature  of  receiving  a  iiaticftietory 
explanation  of  his  friend's  silenee.  and  an  assnr- 
ci  the  continuance  of  her  friendship  to  his 


widoir  and  diiUrea ;  Mmnraiioethathas] 
amply  foMDIed. 

It  ia  probable  that  the  greater  part  of  her  lei. 
ten  to  him  were  destroyed  by  our  bard  aboo 
the  time  that  this  hut  was  written.     He  ' 
not  foresee  that  hn  own  letters  to  her 
appear  in  print,  nor  conceive  the 
ment  that  will  be  felt,  that  a  few  of  this 
lent  lady*s  have  lot  served  to  enrich  4Md  aim 
the 
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THE  POET'S  CORRESPONDENCE 


WITH 


MR.  GEORGE  THOMSON 


Tbs  Potif  besidei  his  ftmple  eontribndoni  to  the  Musici]  Museum,  puhli^netl  by  Jobnmn,  en- 
gaged ID  the  eomewhat  nmiUrf  bnt  &r  more  extended  undertaking  of  Mr.  George  ThomsoOy 
entitled  SeUet  Mdodiet  of  Seotlandf—n  Work  more  systematically  planned,  and  scientifically 
executed,  as  to  the  Music-^and  more  chastened  in  the  composition  and  sentiment  of  the 
Songs,  than  any  of  its  precursors ;  and  which  still  maintains  its  superiority  over  all  other  col- 
lections as  the  National  Repertory  (tf  Scottish  Song,  both  as  to  the  poetry  and  music.  The 
following  Correspondence  shews  the  rise  and  progress,  with  much  of  the  interesting  details 
of  our  Poet's  oontribntiona  to  Mr.  Thomson's  Work : — 


No.  L 
MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POPT, 

SOUCITINO  HIS  CO-OraRATIOIf. 

SIR,  Edinburgh,  September  1792. 

For  some  years  past,  I  hare,  with  a  friend  or 
two,  employed  many  leisure  houn  in  selecting 
and  collating  the  most  favourite  uf  our  national 
melodies  fur  publication.  We  have  engaged 
Pleycl,  the  most  agreeable  composer  living,  to 
pot  accompaniments  to  these,  and  also  to  com  • 
pone  an  instrumental  prelude  and  conclusion  to 
each  air,  the  better  to  fit  them  fur  concerts,  both 
public  and  private.  To  render  this  work  per- 
fect, we  are  desirous  to  have  the  poetry  impro- 
ved, wherever  it  »eem»  unworthy  of  the  music  ; 
and  that  it  is  so  in  many  instances,  is  allowed 
by  every  one  conversant  with  our  musical  col- 
lections. The  editors  of  these  seem  in  general 
to  have  depended  on  the  music  proving  an  ex- 
cuse for  the  verses  ;  and  hence,  some  charming 
melodies  are  united  to  mere  nonsense  and  dog- 
grel,  while  others  are  accommodated  with  rhymes 
so  loose  and  indelicate,  as  cannot  be  sung  in  de- 
cent company.  To  remove  this  reproach,  would 
be  an  easy  task  to  the  author  of  The  CoUer'e 
Saturday  Night ;  And,  for  the  honour  of  Gale- 
donia,  I  would  fain  hope  he  may  be  induced  to 
take  up  the  pen.  If  so,  we  shall  be  enabled  to 
present  the  public  with  a  collection  infinitely 
more  interesting  than  any  that  haa  yet  appear- 
•d,  and  acceptable  to  all  persons  of  taste,  whe- 
ther they  wish  for  correct  melodies,  delicate  ac- 
or  eharaetanstie  reiHi.— We 


will  esteem  your  poetical  assistance  a  particular 
favour,  besides  paying  any  reasonable  price  yoa 
shall  please  to  deiii.ind  for  it.  Profit  is  quite  t 
secooiiary  cotisideratiun  with  us,  and  we  are  re- 
solved to  spare  neither  p<iinf  nor  expense  on  the 
publication.  Tell  uie  frankly,  then,  whether 
you  will  devote  your  leisure  to  writing  twenty 
ur  twenty- five  MJog9,  suited  to  the  particular 
melodies  which  I  am  prepared  to  send  jrou.  A 
few  songs,  exceptionable  only  in  some  of  their 
verses,  1  will  likewiw  submit  to  your  considers* 
tion  ;  leaving  it  to  you,  either  to  mend  these, 
or  make  new  songs  in  their  stead.  It  is  super- 
fluous to  assure  you  that  I  have  no  intention  to 
dispUce  any  of  the  sterling  old  songs ;  those 
only  will  be  removed,  which  appear  quite  si'W* 
or  absolutely  indecent  Even  these  shall  all  W 
examined  by  Mr.  Bums,  and  if  he  ia  of  opinion 
thit  any  of  them  are  deserving  of  the  music,  in 
such  cases  no  divorce  shall  take  place. 

Ri'Iying  on  the  letter  accompanying  this  to  be 
forgiven  for  the  liberty  I  have  taken  in  address- 
ing you,  I  am,  with  great  esteem,  Sir,  year 
most  obedient  humble  servant, 

G.  THOMSON 


No.  n. 


THE  POETS  ANSWER. 

SIR,  DumfrUB,  I6M  Sept  1798. 

I  BATS  just  this  moment  got  your  letter.  Aa 
the  reqwet  yon  make  to  oie  will  poaitiTely  add 


BURNS*  WORKa 


to  my  ea^oymtntM  in  complying  \ritk  it,  I  shall 
^ter  into  your  undertaking  with  all  the  imall 
puftion  of  abilitiea  I  have,  itrained  to  thnr  ut- 
iOO»t  exertion  by  the  impulse  of  enthusiasm. 
Only,  don*t  hurry  me :    *'  Deil  tak  the  hind- 
moat'*  is  by  no  means  the  crt  de  guerre  of  my 
muse.     Will  you,  as  I  am  inferior  to  none  <^ 
you  in  enthusiastic  attachment  to  the  poetry  and 
music  of  old  Caledonia,  and,  since  you  request 
it,  have  cheerfully  promised  my  mite  of  assist- 
ance—will yon  let  me  have  a  list  of  your  air», 
with  the  first  line  of  the  printed  verses  you  in- 
tend for  them,  that  I  may  have  an  opportunity 
of  suggef^ting  any  alteration  that  may  occur  to 
me.     You  know  *tiii  in  the  way  of  my  trade ; 
still  leaving  you,  gentlemen,  the  undoubted  right 
of  publisher**  to  approve,  or  reject,  at  your  plea- 
sure, for  youi    ^wn  p^.^^licatio^.      Apropos  !  if 
you  are  for  Enght^^  "••rues,    *»erc  •».  '»a  my  part, 
an  end  of  the  matter.   <Vheth  ,  '  ^  thb  ^'^plicity 
Qf  the  ballad,  or  the  pathos  of  the  song,  I  can 
only  hope  to  please  myself  in  being  allowed  at 
least  a  sprinkling  of  our  native  tongue.     Eng- 
lish verses,  particularly  the  works  of  Scotsmen, 
that    have    merit,    are   certainly  very  eligible. 
Tveedaide  ;  Ah  the  poor  shepherd*$  mournful 
fate  I  Ah    Chlorie,  could  I  now  but  tit,  Uc 
you  cannot  mend  :    But  ttuch  insipid  stuff  aa, 
To  Fanny  fair  could  I  impart,  &c  usually  set 
to  The  Mill,  Mill  O,  is  a  disgrace  to  the  col- 
lections in  which  it  has  already  appeared,  and 
would  doubly  disgrace  a  collection  that  will  have 
the  very  superior  merit  of  yours.     But  more  of 
this  in  the  farther  prosecution  of  the  business, 
if  I  am  called  on  for  my  strictures  and  amend- 
ments— I  say,  amendments  ;  for  I  will  not  alter 
except  where  I  myself  at  least  think  that  I 
tmand. 

As  to  any  remuneration,  you  may  think  my 
tongs  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they 
shall  absolutely  be  the  one  or  the  other.  In  the 
honest  enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in  your 
undertaking,  to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fve,  hire, 
Ix.  would  be  downright  prottitution  of  »oul  I 
A  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  compose  or 
amend,  I  shall  receive  as  a  favour.  In  the  rus- 
tic phrase  of  the  season,  <*  Gude  speed  the 
wark  !•• 

I  am,  Sir,  your  rery  humble  Servant, 

R.  BURNS. 

P.  S.— I  have  tome  particular  reasons  for 
wishing  my  interference  to  be  known  as  little  as 


No.  la 


BIR.  THOMSON  IN  REPLY. 

»iaft  iiR,         Edinburgh,  IS/A  Od,  179t. 

I   RICH  van,  with  much  satisfactioo,  your 
pIcMant  and  obliging  lettcfi  and  1  retura  mf 


warmeat  arkoowledgmeota  for  the  enthaaiaam 
with  which  yon  have  entered  into  our  undcita- 
king.  We  have  now  no  doubt  of  being  aUe  te 
produce  a  collection,  highly  deeerring  ot  pnUie 
attention,  in  all  respecta. 

I  agree  with  yon  in  thinking  Em^iak  vcnea, 
that  have  merit,  very  eligible,  wherever  new 
verses  are  necessary ;  because  the  English  be- 
comes every  year,  more  and  more,  the  langnage 
of  Scotland ;  but,  if  yon  mean  that  no  Englisk 
versea,  except  those  by  So^ish  authors,  ooght 
to  be  admitted,  I  am  half  inclined  to  differ  from 
you.     I  shootd  rionsider  it  unpardonable  to  sa- 
crifice one  good  so^j*  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  te 
make  room  for  EngltB.«  .erses ;  bot,  if  we  can 
select  a  few  excellent  ones  suited  to  the  unpro- 
vided or  ill-provided  airs,  would   it  not  be  the 
very  bigotry  of  literary  patr»tism  to  reject  Miek 
merely  because  the  authors  were  bom  sunth  vl 
the  Tweed  ?     Our  sweet  air,  Mg  Nammi€  O, 
which  in  the  collections  is  joined  to  the  poorest 
stuff  that  Allan  Ramsay  ever  wrote^  beginning. 
While  eome  for  pleature  pawn  their  health,  an- 
awers  so  finely  to  Dr.  Percy's  beautifnl  soog 
O  Naneg  will  thou  go  with  »«,  that  oae  woaJe 
think  he  wrote  it  on  purpoee  for  the  air.     How- 
ever, it  is  not  at  all  our  wish  to  confine  yon  te 
English  versea :  you  shall  freely  be  allowed  a 
sprinkling  of  your  native  tongue,  aa  you  elegant- 
ly express  it ;  and  moreover,   we  will  paticntlj 
wait  your  own  time.     One  thing  only  I  beg, 
which  is,  that  however  gay  and  sportive  tbc 
muse  may  be,  ahe  may  always  be  decent     Let 
her  not  write  what  beauty  would  blush  to  speak, 
nor  wound  that  charming  delicacy  which  form 
the  most  precious  dowry  of  our  daughters.     I 
do  not  conceive  the  song  to  be  the  most  proper 
vehicle  for  witty  and  brilliant  conceita :   simpli- 
city, I  believe,  should  be  its  prominent  feature ; 
but,  in  some  of  our  tongs,  the  writers  have  coo- 
founded  aimplicity  with  ooaraeneaa  and  vulga- 
rity ;  although,  between  the  one  and  the  otlwr, 
as  Dr.  Beattie  well  observes,  there  is  as  great  a 
difference  as  between  a  plain  suit  of  clothes  and 
a  bundle  of  raga.     The  humoroua  ballad,  or  pa- 
thetic complaint,  is  best  suited  to  our  artlMB 
melodies;   and  more  interesting  indeed  in  aH 
songs  than  the  most  pointed  wit,  **"*fMitg  de- 
scriptions, and  flowery  fimciea. 

With  these  trite  observations,  I  send  you  cla»ei 
of  the  songs,  for  which  it  is  my  wish  to  subsli 
tute  others  of  your  writing.  I  shall  soon  trans 
mit  the  rest,  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  prospectas 
of  the  whole  collection :  and  you  may  believe 
we  will  receive  any  h:nta  that  you  are  ao  kind 
aa  to  give  for  improving  the  work,  with  the 
greatest  pleaaure  and  thankfulneaa. 

1  remain,  Dear  Sir,  ft& 


CORRBSPONOENCE. 
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No.  IV. 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

WITH    **  THS  LSA-EIO.** 
KT  DBAR  SIRf 

LsT  me  tell  yoa  that  you  are  too  fiutidious 
in  your  ideas  of  tongs  and  ballade.  I  own  that 
your  criticismt  are  juat ;  the  aoogi  you  specify 
in  your  list  have  all  but  one  the  &ults  you  re- 
mark in  them  ;  but  who  shall  mend  the  matter  ? 
Who  ahall  rise  up  and  say — Go  to,  I  will  make 
abetter?  Fur  instance,  on  reddling  over  The 
Xtea^rig,  I  immediately  set  about  trying  my 
band  on  it,  and,  after  all,  I  could  make  nothing 
more  of  it  than  the  following,  which,  Heaven 
knows,  is  poor  enough : 

(Seep.  244.) 

Your  observation  as  to  the  aptitude  of  Dr. 
Percy's  ballad  to  the  air  Nannie  O,  is  just  It 
it  besides,  perhaps,  the  most  beautiful  ballad  in 
the  Engluih  language.  Rut  let  roe  remark  to 
you,  that,  in  the  sentiment  and  atyle  uf  our 
Scottish  airs,  there  is  a  pastoral  simplicity,  a 
■omething  that  one  may  call  the  Doric  style  and 
dialect  of  vocal  music,  to  which  a  dash  of  our 
native  tongue  and  manners  is  particularly,  nay 
peculiarly,  apposite.  For  this  reason,  and,  upon 
my  honour,  for  this  reason  alone,  I  am  of  opi> 
nion  (but,  as  I  told  you  before,  my  opinion  is 
yours,  freely  yours,  to  approve,  or  reject,  as  you 
please),  that  my  ballad  of  Nannie  O  might  per- 
naps  do  for  one  set  of  verses  to  the  tune.  Now 
don*t  let  it  enter  into  your  head,  that  you  are 
under  any  necessity  of  taking  my  vertea.  I  have 
long  ago  made  up  my  mind  as  to  my  own  re- 
putation in  the  business  of  authorship ;  and 
nave  nothing  to  be  pleased  or  offended  at,  in 
your  adoption  or  rejection  of  my  verses.  Though 
yon  should  reject  one  half  of  what  I  give  you, 
I  shall  be  pleased  with  your  adopting  the  other 
half,  and  shall  continue  to  serve  you  with  the 
■ame  aMuiuity. 

In  the  printed  copy  of  my  Nannie  O,  the 
name  of  the  river  is  horrid/y  proaaic  I  will 
alter  it, 


'*  Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows. 


ft 


Girvan  is  the  name  of  the  river  that  suits  the 
idea  of  the  stanaa  best,  but  Lugar  is  the  most 
agreeable  modulation  of  syllables. 

I  will  soon  give  you  a  great  many  more  re- 
marks on  thia  buRineas ;  but  I  have  just  now 
an  opportunity  of  conveying  you  this  scrawl,  free 
•f  postage,  an  expense  that  it  is  ill  able  to  pay  t 
so,  with  my  best  compliments  to  honest  Allan, 
Oood  be  wi*  ye,  8cc 

Fridajf  uight. 


morning  before  my  conveyance  goes  away,   I 
will  give  you  Nannie  O  at  length. 

(Seep,  213.) 

Your  rfcmarks  on  Ewe-bughti,  Marion^  are 
just :  still  it  has  obtained  a  place  among  our 
uiore  classical  Scottish  longs ;  and  what  with 
many  beauties  in  its  composition,  and  more  pre- 
judices in  its  favour,  you  will  not  find  it  easy 
to  supplant  it. 

In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking 
of  going  to  the  West  Indies,  I  took  the  follow- 
ing farewell  of  a  dear  girl.  It  is  quite  trifling, 
and  has  nothing  of  the  merits  of  JEwe-hughtt ; 
but  it  will  fill  up  this  page.  You  must  know, 
that  all  my  earlier  love-ioogs  were  the  breath- 
ings of  ardent  passion,  and  though  it  might  have 
been  easy  in  after-times  to  have  given  them  a 
polish,  yet  that  polish,  to  me,  whose  they  were, 
and  who  perhaps  alone  cared  for  them,  would 
have  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart,  which 
wa«  so  faithfully  inscribed  on  them.  Their  un- 
couth simplicity  was,  as  the)'  say  of  wines,  their 
race, 

(  Win  ye  go  to  the  Indiee,  «iy  Mary,  p.  243.) 

Gafa  Water  and  JuM  RobMorrie,  I  think, 
will  most  probably  be  the  next  subject  of  mv 
musings.  Howeier,  even  on  my  vereee,  speak 
out  your  criticisms  with  equal  firankneas.  My 
wish  i^  not  to  atand  aloof,  the  nncoroplying 
bigot  of  cpiniatretet  but  cordially  to  join  issue 
with  yoa  in  the  furtherance  of  the  work. 


No.  V. 


Saturday  Morning. 
Am  I  find  I  have  still  an  hour  to  ^mii  this 


THE  POET  TO  MR   THOMSON. 

November  Sth,  1792. 
Ip  you  mean,  my  dear  Sir,  that  all  the  songs 
in  your  collection  shall  be  poetry  of  the  first 
merit,  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  more  difficulty 
in  the  undertaking  than  you  are  aware  of. 
There  is  a  peculiar  rhythmus  in  many  of  our 
airs,  and  a  necessity  of  adapting  syllables  to  the 
emphasis,  or  what  I  would  call  tbe/ea/«re-i<o<es 
of  the  tune,  that  cramp  the  poet,  and  lay  him 
under  almost  insuperable  difficulties.  For  in- 
stance, in  the  air,  My  wife*t  a  vanton  we* 
thing,  if  a  few  lines  smooth  and  pretty  can  b« 
j  adapted  to  it,  it  is  all  you  can  expect  The 
fnlluwiog  were  made  extempore  to  it ;  and 
though,  on  farther  atndy,  I  might  give  yon 
aomething  more  profound,  yet  it  might  not  suit 
the  light-horse  gallop  of  the  air  so  well  as  this 
random  dink. 

(My  wife* 9  a  apuucMM  wet  thing,  p,  214.) 

I  have  JDst  been  looking  ov«  tlie  ColUm'^M 
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huts  Dteittr ,-  ud  if  the  httowiag  rbapvdjr, 
which  I  compoiRl  the  othR  day,  on  1  duniing 

Aynhin  giil.  MiH ,  h  At  pM«d  ibrough 

ihii  p1(«  to  EngliDd,  will  wit  jrow  tuta  het- 
Hr  thju  the  CaOltr  Ltuiii,  ftU  on  uid  nl- 


(0« 


t,p.  194.) 


I  tme  hitlierto  dr&rnd  the  ■nblimcr,  mon 
ptthftic  lin,  until  wmr  teiinn,  u  they  will  tike, 
■sd  rfcHrre,  ■  gn*Ur  eflbrt.  Uowerfr,  tlwjr 
vf  all  put  into  your  hinds  u  cUy  into  the 
huda  of  the  palter,  to  mihe  ooa  TCHel  la  bo- 
■our,  tnd  uotbtr  to  diihoooor.     Finwdl,  kc 


No.   Vt 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 
Ye  bmkt,  ud  bn 


{Sap.  SOS. 


KT  DKia  Ul,  lift  NoBtmbv,  17«. 

t  Aoiu  with  pa  thit  the  lODg,  KaOtaiiu 
Ogie,  ii  vety  poor  Uuft  and  uomn-tbr,  ijto- 
(ciher  unworthy,  of  K>  Wuiiful  u  air.  1  tried 
le  mend  it.  but  i1h  (irkirinl  mod  Ogit  recur, 
riof  »  often  in  the  rhyme,  ^1a  rv 


oregolng  ung  plen 
aiy  hap[MeM  muntr  ; 
that  it  >Dita  ibr  lir. 
oneofthemoitiaten 

Suter«l  to  lee  the 


to  the  piEce.  Tht 
•  myHlf;  1  (blnk  it  ■•  in 
yon  sill  M*  Btfini  glinn 

The  inlfMl  of  ttt  wng  ii 


Ahbongh  a  dadi  of  inr  I 
mann>4a  it  doibtlen  peclLiai  , 
appropriate  (o  our  mriodiea,  fet  I  ahall  be  aUt 
to  prHent  a  cBnaiderable  nombrr  of  Ik  ivy 
HuwiT*  of  Englbb  Song,  well  ^apled  In  OaB 
mF,D<ii(i.'  wbirb  in  England  at  lean  wiU  be  >ka 
iDFSni  oC  recommending  ibem  to  etill  fnaisa- 
IfOtiou   than  they  have  proeorvd  ihcre. 


ilhel 


mypbn  i 


poeta ;  and  that  ihw 


n  wholly  by  ScMtiik 
if  Eagliah  wrilen  Aal 
a,  for  tht  dwiee  <f  tk 


Wh*l  yon  aay  of  the  Etf-hasl^  ■  jaat ;  I 
utmire  it,  and  never  meant  tn  inpplut  iL  AI 
1  nqunled  waa,  that  yoa  would  tiy  yow  haat 
na  wme  of  the  inliaiar  ataniaa,  which  an  fff 
Ttntiy  no  part  af  the  original  letif ;  brt  tta  I 
da  Dot  urge,  bteanae  the  im^  ia  of  mSooI 
Irngih  tboufh  thoae  inferior  elanaaa  be  oaiud, 
M  ibc^ywill  be  bythe  Hngerof  taate.  Yoa  naM 
QUI  think  1  eipeet  oJ/  the  •mgi  to  be  ef  laperla- 


Perhapa,  after  all,  *ti 
the  nill  Klawlng  ptijudia  of  my  heart,  thi 
tbrom  a  borrowed  fiuire  over  the  meiiti  of  ih 

I  hive  partly  taken  your  idea  of  Auld  Ra 
Morra.  1  hare  adopted  the  two  fint  rcinei 
and  am  goiog  on  with  the  Bng  on  a  new  plac 
which  promiin  prelly  well.  1  take  up  one  0 
aoother,  jnit  at  the  bee  of  tht  mamenl  bun* 
ia  my  boonet.lug  -,  and  do  you,  uat  <«raauHU 
Kake  what  nie  you  ehooae  of  the  ptDdoctioni 
Adita!  kc. 
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nienHblethatw 

port  can  Hid. 

•wadag. 

pen  ven-,  and  . 

ccnd  well  at 

dlliM. 

«hly  plea«d  . 

lb  your  borne 

reund 

rh.|«Hly  on  fl 

B»nit  La$lit 

iin«  belter  th 

41  the  GJIitr 

'L«m. 

lb  thee,- kc 

III  hjuiiy  (loiuiiht.      Do  yon  m 

atihiak. 

,u'i\l   04B« 

of  .u.-h  ohl 

hen»H 

r.  M>uml  rather 

queer,  units 

m  pa» 

vene?      l»<<i.d.ith. 

the  other  mok,  JMy  nifr't 
I'll;.?.  I  think  ihe  «r.t  ei|iht  linea  n 
bill  I  Jo  not  admire  Ike  otbet  eight,  be. 
of  then  art  ■  bira  repeiitKni  </  the  ■ 
1  ha>e  hrtn  trying  to  ^lin  a  atuM,  1 
make  ooihing  bitterthantheMlofiag:  dayaa 


iway. 


O  Icoe  me  on  my  wee  thing. 
My  bonnie  biyihioine  wn  tbiagj 
Sae  lang'a  I  hat  ny  wee  thi^ 
ni  think  my  ]ai  dirJat. 

Tlio'  wtrld'a 


AndBi 


T  I'll  biythly  bl 


ir.\ 


You  fMvein,  aiy  imt  &r,  I  ani  mw^t/ 


tta  Ubcttf  wbicb  you  eoodctmd  to  iHow  me. 
117  ipnliiag  fnt\j  wb»i  t  think,  fit  wiurril, 
it  H  not  mji  diipiiutiaii  10  pick  o«t  the  bulu  ul 
•n*  poMO  or  piEtnr*  I  k«  -.  IB7  6nt  ind  >'bi«l 
•bfKt  ■•  to  diunn-  and  b*  ddighiod  with  ilie 
btaatin  of  the  fita.  If  I  at  dowa  to  euminc 
criticdlir,  and  it  If  bun.  whii  parfaipi  jrou  hive 

ka  UoH,  Che  re-penuul  c^  which  might  Irmrl 
jofl  to  improre  them.  The  wreo  will  ofteti  ux 
vhit  hia  bnD  onHooked  by  the  eagle. 

I  mtuinyuun  faithfulir,  Iw. 

P.  8.  Ymir  rtrKt  npno  Highland  Hary,  uf 
jmat  eoine  Id  huid  :  Ihey  breathe  Ibe  gcDuiDi^ 
ipirit  of  pntry,  apd,  lik«  the  Buiic,  will  lul  lur 

the  delicatr  harmony  of  Pleyel  niperadded,  niiglii 
fern  a  treat  worthy  of  being  ptcaMiieil  to  Ajh>IIu 
hilpaelC     I  baira  beard   the  aad  itory  of  yi 
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itJi  Daambtr.  ITM. 


Tm  foregoing 

better  judgmenL      Acquit    Ihim   or    cDodeBa 

them  aM  aeemeth  good  in  your  aigbt.      Dbdobb 

'  Qny  it  that  kind  of  ligbt-bone  gallop  of  aa 

lir,  which  preclodet  eaatimeaL     The  ludicrOM 
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Z>inr^'ea,  la(  Dtetmbf,  179S. 
YoD>  iTteralioDa  of  my  JVdiiiil'a  O  art  per- 
Actly  right.  So  ire  thoae  of  "  M^  wih-'a  ■ 
waoloD  wee  thii^."  Your  altenlioo  of  the 
aecond  ttania  ii  a  poaitJTe  impruveniFnt.  NoVr 
my  dear  t^r,  with  the  freedom  whii-b  rLgtir 
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nth,  h 


■•  AIna 


I  thi 


Aleuuder,  beyond  a 
«aid,  in  the  iDbliine  lanj 
"  be  went  forth  conquer 

"  For  attore  made  her  1 


Lea>lia."      You  tn  right. 

ider"  makra  the  line  a  little  1 

the  ihoDght  ia  pretty. 


uaefiil  hiati,   that  e 


Uyoom 
oftheaeaao 


help  it 


lake  it  eiChur  way.     "  CatsdMiie." 
you,  ia  not  ao  good  a  word  aa  coi^ 

though  it  ia  ■anotiooad  in  three  or 
9  by  Allan  Ramwy  ;  but  I  o 

t  tlial  1  ban  arer  tried. 
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TV  "  L«a-rig"  ia  aa  Ibllowa. 
poM  gixa  tht  two  firal  ataniaa  aa  b 
with  the  (bllowing  ia  addilian.) 

Th«  banter  loe'i  the  moraing  aan. 


EJIiibw^,  Jaiuary  tOd,  t?9S. 
Yoc  mike  me  happy,  my  dear  Sir,  and  Ihf 
tuda  will  be  happy  to  aec  the  cbartWDf*  •• 
'lanaentma.     Many  nterry  n 
I  to  you,  and  may  job  lung  contiDM  aaoig 
ma  and  daoghten  of  CaledDoia,  to  daB|ht 
,  md  tn  hawRir  TOOtMiC   , 


aoftfil 
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The  four  last  longs  with  which  yon  fiivoared 
me,  viz.  AuJd  Rob  Morris,  Dttnean  Oray, 
Qatta  Water,  and  Cavld  KaU,  are  admirable. 
Duncaa  is  indeed  a  lad  of  grace,  and  his  humour 
will  eifdear  him  to  every  body. 

The  distracted  lover  in  Avid  Rub,  and  the 
nappy  shepherdess  in  Galla  Water,  exhibit  an 
excellent  contrast ;  they  speak  from  genuine 
fieelingy  and  powerfully  touch  the  heart. 

The  number  of  songs  which  I  had  originally 
in  view  was  limited,  but  I  now  resolve  to  in- 
clude every  Scotch  air  and  song  worth  sing- 
ing, leaving  none  behind  but  mere  gleanings, 
to  which  the  publishers  of  omneffotherHm  are 
welcome.  I  would  rather  be  the  editor  of  a 
collection  from  which  nothing  could  be  taken 
away,  than  of  one  to  which  nothing  could  be 
added.  We  intend  presenting  the  subscribers 
with  two  beautiful  stroke  engravings  ;  the  one 
characteristic  of  the  plaintive,  and  the  other  of 
the  lively  songs ;  and  I  have  Dr.  Beattie*s  pro- 
mise of  an  essay  upon  the  subject  of  our  na- 
tional music,  if  his  health  will  permit  him  to 
write  it.  As  a  number  of  our  songs  have  doubt- 
less been  called  forth  by  particular  events,  or  by 
the  charms  of  peerless  damsels,  there  must  be 
many  curious  anecdotes  relating  to  them. 

The  late  Mr.  Tytler  of  Woodhouselee,  I  be- 
lieve, knew  more  of  this  than  any  body,  for  he 
joined  to  the  pursuits  of  an  antiquary,  a  taste 
for  poetry,  besides  being  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  poesessing  an  enthusiasm  for  music  beyond 
most  of  his  contemporaries.  He  was  quite  plea- 
sed with  this  plan  of  mine,  for  I  may  say,  it 
has  been  solely  managed  by  me,  and  we  had  se- 
veral long  conversations  about  it,  when  it  was  in 
embryo.  If  I  could  simply  mention  the  name 
of  the  heroifie  of  each  sung,  and  the  incident 
which  occasioned  the  verses,  it  would  be  grati- 
fying. Pray,  will  you  send  roe  any  information 
of  ti^is  sort,  as  well  with  regard  to  your  own 
aongs,  as  the  f»ld  ones  ? 

To  all  the  favourite  songs  of  the  plaintive  or 
IMStoral  kind,  will  lie  joined  the  delicate  accom- 
paniments, &c.  of  Pleycl.  To  those  of  the  co- 
mic or  humorous  class,  I  think  accompaniments 
scarcely  necessary  ;  they  are  chiefly  fitted  for 
the  conviviality  of  the  festive  board,  and  a  tune^ 
ful  voice,  with  a  proper  delivery  of  the  words, 
renders  them  perfect.  Nevertheless,  to  these  I 
propose  adding  ban  accompaniments,  because 
then  they  are  fitted  either  for  singing,  or  for  in- 
strumental performance,  when  there  happens  to 
be  no  singer.  I  mean  to  employ  our  right 
trusty  friend  Mr.  Clarke  to  set  the  boss  to  these, 
which  he  assures  me  he  will  dti,  cvn  amore,  and 
with  much  greater  attention  than  he  ever  be- 
stowed on  any  thing  of  the  kind.  But  fur  this 
last  class  of  aij-a,  I  will  not  attempt  to  find  more 
than  one  set  of  verses. 

That  eccentric  bard  Peter  Pindar,  has  tUrted 
I  know  not  how  many  difficultiesy  about  wri- 
ting for  the  airs  I  sent  to  him,  because  of  the 
paoiliarity  of  their  measure,  and  the  trammela 
hey  impose  on  hie  flying  Pegasna.     I  sabioui 


for  yoar  perusal  the  ooly  one  I  have  yet  get 
from  him,  being  for  the  fine  air  **  Lord  Gtt- 
gory.**  The  S^ts  verses  printed  with  that  air, 
are  taken  from  the  middle  of  an  dd  ballad,  eaA- 
ed.  77u  Imu  of  I^nchroyoM^  which  I  do  not 
admire.  I  have  set  down  the  air  thereioce  as  a 
creditor  of  yours.  Biany  of  the  Jaeofaite  aoofs 
are  replete  with  wit  and  hnmonr ;  might  net 
the  best  of  thcee  be  included  in  oar  ToUnt  d 
comic  aongs? 


POSTSCRIPT, 

FROM  THS  BOM.  A.  X&SnifS. 

M».  Thomson  has  been  to  obliging  ta  to  give 
me  a  perusal  of  your  soi^s.  Highland  Bfary  ii 
most  enchantingly  pathetic,  and  Duncan  Graf 
possesses  native  genuine  humour :  "  spak  s* 
lowpin  o*er  a  linn,"  is  a  line  of  itself  that  skoeU 
make  you  immortal.  I  sometimes  hear  of  yoe 
from  our  mutual  friend  C,  who  ia  a  most  es- 
cellent  fellow,  and  pojscssea,  above  all  mea  I 
know,  the  charm  of  a  moat  obliging  dnpositioo. 
You  kindly  promised  me,  about  a  year  aga.  s 
collection  of  your  unpublished  productioos,  rdi- 
gioos  and  amorous ;  I  know  from  cxpericaos 
bow  irksome  it  is  to  copy.  If  you  will  get  any 
trusty  person  in  Dumfries  to  write  chem  over 
fair,  I  will  give  Peter  Hill  whatever  money  mc 
asks  for  his  trouble ;  and  I  certainly  ahall  aet 
betray  your  confidence. 

I  am  your  hearty  admirer, 

ANDREW  ERSKINE. 
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I  APPROVi.  greatly,  my  dear  Sir,  of  your  plaiis. 
Dr.  Beattie*s  Essay  will  of  itself  be  a  treasure. 
On  my  part,  I  mean  to  draw  up  an  appendix  is 
the  Doctor's  Essay,  containing  ny  stock  of  aa- 
eedotea,  &c  tA  our  Soota  sooga.  All  the  lan 
Mr.  Tytler's  anecdotes  I  have  by  mc^  ukca 
down  in  the  course  of  my  ac<|uaintaoce  widi 
him  from  his  own  mouth.  1  am  such  an  «•• 
thusiast,  that  ia  the  course  of  my  several  prre- 
gri  nations  through  Scotland,  I  made  a  pilgri> 
mage  to  the  individual  spot  from  which  every 
song  took  its  rise,  **  Lochaber,**  and  the  **  Braa 
of  Ballenden,*'  excepted.  So  Car  aa  the  locality, 
aither  firom  the  title  of  the  air,  or  the  tenor  d 
the  song,  could  be  ascertained,  I  have  paid  ay 
devotions  at  the  partionkr  ahrina  af  evw 
Scotch  muaa. 

I  do  not  doubt  but  yon  might  make  a  v«y 
valuable  eolkctioB  of  Jaookila 
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It  giTC  no  offence  ?  In  the  mean  time,  do  not 
jon  think  that  tome  of  them,  particularly  **  The 
Sow's  tail  to  Geordie,**  ai  an  air,  with  other 
words,  might  be  well  worth  a  place  in  yonr 
collection  of  lively  songs  ? 

If  it  were  possible  to  procure  songs  of  merit, 
it  would  be  proper  to  have  one  set  of  Scots 
words  to  every  air,  and  that  the  set  of  words  to 
which  the  notes  ought  to  be  set.  There  is  a 
naivete,  a  pastoral  simplicity,  in  a  slight  inter- 
mixture  of  Scots  words  and  phraseology,  which 
ia  more  in  nnison  (at  least  to  my  taste,  and  I 
will  add,  to  every  genuine  Caledonian  taste), 
with  the  simple  pathos,  or  rustic  sprightlineas  of 
our  native  music,  than  any  English  verses  what- 
ever. 

The  very  name  of  Peter  Pindar,  is  an  acqui- 
sition to  your  work.  His  "  Gi-eg»ry-**  is  beau- 
tiful. I  have  tried  to  give  you  a  wt  of  stanxas 
in  Scots,  on  the  same  subject,  which  are  at  your 
■ervice.  Not  that  I  intend  to  enter  the  lists 
with  Peter  ;  that  would  be  presumption  indeed. 
My  soug,  though  much  inferior  in  poetic  merit, 
has  I  think  more  of  the  ballad  simplicity  in  it. 


(Xorcf  Gregory, *  p.  209.) 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  the  ho- 
nourable gentleman  who  favoured  me  with  a 
poftacript  in  yonr  last.  He  shall  hear  from  me 
and  receive  his  MS8.  soon. 
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{Marjf  MoriBOHf  p.  811.) 

MT  DXAR  SIR,  20th  March,  1793. 

The  song  prefiied  is  one  of  my  juvenile 
works.     I  leave  it  in  your  hsnds.     I  do  not 

•  The  song  of  Dr.  Walcott  on  the  same  suMaet  isas 
fblk>ws:— 

An  ope,  Lord  Grerory,  thy  door, 

A  midnight  wanderer  sighs  t 
Hard  rush  the  rains,  the  teinncsts  roar. 

And  lightnings  cleave  die  skies. 

Who  comet  with  woe  at  this  drear  night— 

A  pilgrim  of  the  gloom  ? 
If  she  whoiie  love  did  once  delight. 

My  coc  shall  yield  her  room. 

Alas  I  thou  hcard'st  a  pilgrim  mourn. 

That  once  was  pris'a  by  thee : 
Hiink  of  the  ring  by  yonder  bum 

Thou  gav'st  to  love  and  me. 

But  should'st  thou  not  poor  Marian  know, 

I'll  turn  tny  feet  and  parts 
And  think  the  storms  that  round  me  blow, 

Far  kinder  than  thy  heart. 

It  is  but  doing  Justice  to  Dr.  Walcott  to  mention, 
that  his  song  is  the  original.  Mr.  Bums  saw  it,  liked 
It,  and  immediately  wrote  the  other  on  the  same  sub* 
|eet,  which  is  derived  from  an  okl  Soottish  ballad  of 
uncertain  origin. 


think  it  very  remarkable,  either  for  ita  merits, 
or  demerits.  It  is  impossible  (at  least  I  feel  it 
so  in  my  stinted  powers),  to  be  always  ordinal, 
entertaining,  and  witty. 

What  is  become  of  the  list,  8cc  of  yonr  songs  ? 
I  shall  be  out  of  all  temper  with  you  by  and  by. 
I  have  always  looked  on  myself  as  the  prince  of 
indolent  correspondents,  and  valued  myself  ac- 
cordingly ;  and  I  will  not,  cannot  bear  rivalchip 
from  you,  nor  any  body  else. 


No.  XIV. 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

(  Wandering  WiUitj  p.  240.  ^ 

AforcA,  1798. 
I  leave  it  to  you,  my  dear  Sir,  to  determine 
whether  the  above,  or  the  old  *'  Through  Htm 
lang  Muir,*'  be  the  best. 


No.  XV. 


THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

(  Open  the  Door  to  Me,  O,  p.  219.) 

I  do  not  know  whether  this  song  be  really 
meiided. 


No.  XVL 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

(  True-hearted  woe  he,  p,  240. ) 


No.  XVII. 
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Edinburgh,  2d  April,  179S. 

I  WILL  not  recognise  the  title  you  give  your- 
self, *♦  the  prince  df  indolent  correspondents  ;" 
but  if  the  adjective  were  taken  away,  I  think 
the  title  would  then  fit  you  exactly.  It  gives 
me  pleasure  to  find  you  can  furnibh  anecdotes 
with  respect  to  mo«t  of  the  songs  :  these  will 
be  a  literary  curiosity. 

1  now  send  you  ray  list  of  the  songs,  which 
I  believe  will  be  found  nearly  complete.  I  have 
put  down  the  first  lines  of  all  the  English  songs, 
which  I  propose  giving  in  addition  to  the  Scotch 
verses.  If  any  others  occur  to  you,  better  adapt- 
ed to  the  character  of  the  airs,  pray  mcntioD 
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thMD,  when  jou  ikrout  mc  vilh  ^ur  itrieluiBi 
MpoQ  trery  thing  die  nlitiog  to  the  wnrk.         | 

P^l  hu  lilalf  Kol  ma  ■  anmlMr  of  the 
■ongi.  «itk  bia  ifrnptuuiiai  Mtd  MtompuiiiBcata 
•ddc4  to  Bbem.  I  vbh  von  vere  hen.  that  I 
might  icfTa  up  aoma  of  tham  to  jon  with  tout 
on  Tcnea,  by  wajr  of  deavrt  altar  diann.  Ttun 
ii  ao  mneh  dalighdul  fancy  in  the  lymphooi 
■nd  lueh  ■  delicti*  nopJicit)>  io  iha  uto 
paDimuita  :   chaj  an  indead  beyood  all  prmii 

I  am  vary  much  pleaaed  with  Iba  aervra]  lii; 
produetioDt  of  your  muac :  jour  Lard  Qngory^ 
m   my  aatinucioa,    ii   mart   iatrmting    than 
Pcter'i,  beautiful   aa  hia  i.  !  Your  Htn  J 
WiSie  muit  uodngo  aome  altaralioua   to 
the  air,     Mr.  lilnkioa  aod  I  hara  beea  ami 
it  onr  :  ha  will  tuggeit  vhat  ia  iwcaiaar 
makr  them  a  fit  match.* 

Tha  geutlemaD  I  havfl  loeatioaed,  wboM 
tute  )n>a  are  do  atiaDgar  to,  ia  an  well  pL«H 
both  with  tha  miuieal  and  poetical  pari  of 
woric,  that  ha  )iaa  TDliiDteei«d  hia  awata      . 
and  haa  tlmdy  wrilUn  four  tiHiga  for  i^  which, 
bj  hia  own  dture,  I  and  hr  your  pcniMl. 


No.  XVIU. 
THE  POET  TO  HR.  THOMSON. 


No.  XIX. 

THL  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

■71k  April,  1793. 
TuAMa  you,  my  dear  Sii,  Sot  your  padiei 
You  caunol  imagine  how  mucli  thia  buMOaa  i 
cempoaiog  far  your  publication  fau  added  to  m 
(njoymeDH.      What  with  my  eaily  allaehmci 
to  ballada,  your  booh,  fcc  bul lad-making  ia  aui 
•■  complalely  my  hobby-horat  u  tnr  fortifiea 
tion  waa  Uoela  Tubv'a;  ao  I'll  e'en  canter  i 
•way  till  I  come  to  tUt  limit  of  my  im,  (Gmi 
gruit  that  I  may  tike  tbt  ri|;bt  atba  of  tha  ■ ' 
ning.pou  !)  and  Ihan  cbetrfully  luoking  bi 
00  tha  booeil  fblka  with  whom  1  haie  heeo  h 
py,  I  ahall  aay,   or  aiog,  "  Sae  merty  u  »- 
hac  been  r  aod  raiaiug  my  lul  looka  tu  tht  wl 
humtD  race,  tha  latt  worda  of  the  roicc  of  t 
fa  ahall  be  "  Good  aifhi  and  joy  be  wi' ; 
a* J"  So  much  Air  my  laat  worda:   now  fo 
f«w  pnaeot  remarka,  aa  they  have  uecUTied 
nodom,  oo  lookiag  oitr  your  liit. 

Tha  &nl  liwa  <d  Tk*  but  timt  1  taau  t 


ihade  of  R 


1*  Boag  i>  unworthy  of  tha 


ertr,  Fardiru  v>Ir  tlntt  prawt,  ■  ■  eh 
Ming ;  Int  hogaw  bun  mmd  Zd^oja  Wa 
cvAtly  auaceptible  of  rpral  imafery  : 
lut  likewiie,  and  if  I  aueceed,  ^  otbi 
II  Ly  cIbh  among  the  Koglkh  ooo.     I  i 


Par,  far  frie  Be  and  Log  aa 
3fjr  PatU  it  a  lower  gaf,  ii 


Thia  i>  aurely  br  unWDrthy  al  Ramaay,  «f 
yo'ix  book.  My  *ong,  Rifft  of  bvitf,  to  ika 
uuH  tuoe,  duo  nut  oltagelher  pleaae  ma  ;  bat  if 
1  cu  meDd  il,  and  ibrub  a  bw  looae  aaaiiu— 

Tki  lou  a*  Pdtie'i  niil  ia  ooa  of  Raaaqi 

bnt  Bonga ;  but  there  ■  am  lonaa  icstimaal  ii 
il,  which  my  mBch.valued  friend,  \lr.  Er*im, 
will  lake  into  hit  critical  tooaideratHn.  la  Stf 
J.  Sioclair'a  Statialical  volamee  arc  tva  dwi, 
Dni!,  I  think,  from  Abcrdccnahiiv,  and  tha  ecW 
^m  Ayrahirc,  ibr  tha  huaoar  of  tha*  Kvg. 
The  following  anecdote,  which  1  had  haa  lit 
preaent  Sir  William  CuDningham,  ti  ILit«t- 
land.  who  had  it  uf  the  late  John  Earl  d  lam- 

Allan  Bamvy  wia  neidiDg  at  Louiloa  Caili 
ii;ch  the  iben  E^il,  Liber  lo  Eu-1  John;  and 
DEio  fotwno,  riiiiiig,  or  walking  out  tu^rcbn, 
hi«  Lordithip  and  A^lan  pa^  A  a  mwm  rg^aa' 
lir  tp«  un  Inine  WHet,  tlill  c^Ued  "  Pau'l 
.Mill,"  when  a  bonnir  Uu  waa  "  tedding  hiy. 
I.jrebeided  on  tbt  gteco."  My  Lord  obwnd 
III  Allan,  llul  it  wouU  be  a  Sua  theme  far  a 
pujig.  Bjinaay  t.iok  the  bint,  awi  lingvi^  b^ 
liuid,  he  mmpiiicd  the  Snt  akalcb  of  it,  wkkk 
\ta  produced  at  dinner. 

0-uday  /ArurJ/Zory  any,  lofneaa^i 


jch  buna  pnblkhid,  ■ 
'puie  of  marriage  betveea  AJomit  and  Mii- 

rii  9  I  ^rea  with  yon  that  my  aang,  nan't 

ninghl  b*l  can  a* anerj  jUi^i,  h  mach  eopni- 
D  PiMTlilh  caulJ.  The  ongiaal  n^.  Tin 
,  mill  O,  though  tiiillent,  is  oa  acrosu  at 
»cy,  iuadmi_ible  i  at.II  I  like  the  lilK  wd 
k  a  Sculu^h  long  woukj  luit  the  bdob  bM ; 
let  your  ebcaea  long,  which  ia  *«y  pretlr. 

fiillitw,  aa  an  Engliih  art.      l%i  baiJa  u/lir 

Drt  ia,  ™i  know 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


390 


*  And  sweetly  tKe  bightingale  sung  from  the 
tree.'* 

la  the  first  place,  the  nightingale  aings  io  • 
jow  bush,  but  never  from  a  tree ;  and  in  the 
iccond  place,  there  never  waa  a  nightingale  aeen 
or  heard  on  the  banks  uf  the  Dee,  or  on  the 
banks  of  any  other  river  in  Scotland.  Exotic 
mral  imagery  is  always  comparatively  Bat  If 
I  could  hit  on  another  stanta  equal  to  The  email 
bird*  refoiee,  &c  I  do  m)telf  honestly  avow 
that  I  think  it  a  superior  song.  John  Anders- 
eon  my  jo — the  song  to  this  tune  in  Johnson's 
Museum,  is  my  composition,  and  I  think  it  not 
my  worst :  If  it  suit  you,  ttke  it  and  welcome. 
Your  collection  of  sentimental  and  pathetic 
tongs,  is,  in  my  opinion,  very  complete ;  but  not 
so  your  comic  ones.  Where  are  Tulloehgorumt 
JLumpe  o*  puddin,  Tthbie  FttwUrf  and  several 
others,  which,  in  my  l|ombIe  judgment,  are  well 
worthy  of  preservation  ?  There  is  also  one  sen- 
timental song  of  mine  in  the  Mu«eum,  which 
never  was  known  out  of  the  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood, until  I  got  it  taken  down  from  a 
country  girl's  singing.  It  u  called  CraigUhurn 
ecood;  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Clarke,  ia 
one  of  our  sweetest  Scottish  songs.  He  u  quite 
an  enthusiast  about  it ;  and  I  would  take  his 
ta»te  in  Scottish  music  against  the  taste  of  moat 
connoisseurs. 

You  are  quite  right  in  inserting  the  last  five 
to  your  list,  though  they  are  certainly  Irish. 
Shepherde  I  hate  lott  my  love^  is  to  me  a  hea- 
venly air — what  would  you  think  of  a  set  of 
Scottish  verses  to  it  ?  I  have  made  one  to  it  a 

good  while  ago,  which    I  think 

«...  but  io  its  original  state  is  not  quite  a 
lady's  song.  I  enclose  an  altered,  not  amend- 
ed copy  for  you,  if  you  choose  to  set  the  tune  to 
it,  and  let  the  Irish  verses  follow. 

Mr.  Erskine**  songs  are  all  pretty,  but  his 
Ztone  vale  is  divine.     Yours,  &c. 

Let  me  know  just  bow  you  like  these  random 
biota. 


think  we  ought  not  to  dispUoe  or  alter  it^  cs- 
oept  the  kst  ttania.* 


No.  XXI. 


No.  XX. 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

Edinhuryh^  Aprils  1793. 
I  RCJOICK  to  find,  my  dear  Sir,  that  ballad- 
making  continues  to  be  your  hubby- horse. 
Great  pity  'twould  be  were  it  otlierwi*e.  I 
hope  you  will  amble  it  away  fur  many  a  year, 
tod  ^  witch  the  world  with  your  horseman- 
skip." 

I  know  there  are  a  good  many  tivtly  songs 

of  merit  that  I  have  nut  put  down  in  the  lint 

■ent  you  ;  but  I  have  them  all  in  my  eye.     JMy 

Patie  ie  a  lover  gayt  though  a  little  unequal,  is 

natural  and  ver}*  pleasing  song,  and  I  humbly 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

April,  1793. 

I  HAVx  yours,  my  dear  Sir,  thia  moment.  I 
shall  answer  it  and  your  former  letter,  in  my 
desultory  way  of  saying  whatever  comes  upper- 
most. 

The  business  of  many  of  our  tuoea  wanting 
at  the  beginning  what  fiddlers  call  a  starting- 
note,  is  often  a  rub  to  us  poor  rhymers. 

'*  There's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braea. 
That  wander  thro*  the  blooming  heather," 

You  may  alter  to 

**  Braw,  braw  lade  on  Yarrow  brata. 
Ye  wander,"  &«. 

My  song.  Here  awa,  there  awa,  aa  amcndtd 
by  Mr.  £n»kine,  I  entirely  approve  of,  and  ro- 
turn  you. 

Give  me  leave  to  criticise  your  taste  in  the 
only  thing  in  which  it  is  in  my  opinion  repre- 
hensible. Yuu  know  I  ought  to  know  som^ 
thing  of  my  own  traile.  Of  pathoa,  sentiment 
and  point,  you  are  a  complete  judge  ;  but  there 
IS  a  quality  more  noccitsary  than  either,  in  a 
song,  and  which  is  the  very  e«fence  of  a  ballad, 
I  mean  Riniplicity  :  now,  if  I  niiittake  not,  this 
la»t  feature  yuu  are  a  little  apt  to  sacrifice  to 
the  fort-going. 

RamKsy,  as  every  other  poet,  nas  not  been 
always  equally  happy  in  his  pieces  i  still  I  can- 
not approve  of  taking  such  liberties  with  an 
autbur  as  Mr.  W.  proposes  doing  with  77ke  last 
time  J  came  o'er  the  Moor,  Let  a  poet,  if  he 
chooses,  take  up  the  idea  of  another,  and  work 
it  into  a  piece  uf  bis  own  ;  but  to  mangle  the 
works  of  the  puor  bard,  whose  tuneful  tongue 
is  now  mute  fur  ever,  in  the  dark  and  narrow 
house — by  Heaven  'twould  be  sacril^ !  I 
grant  that  Mr.  W's  version  is  an  improvement ; 
but  I  know  Mr.  W.  well,  and  esteem  him  much ; 
let  him  mend  the  song,  aa  the  Highlander 
mended  his  gun  : — he  gave  it  a  new  stocky  tad 
a  new  lock,  and  a  new  barrel. 

I  do  not,  by  this,  object  to  leaving  out  im- 
proper ktinzas,  where  that  can  be  done  without 
spoiling  the  whole.  One  atansa  in  The  last 
o'  Paiie*t  mill,  must  be  left  out:  the  song  will 
be  nothing  worse  for  it.     1  am  not  aure  if  we 


s  The  ori|;inAl  letter  frnrn  Mr.  Thomson  oontaliM 
many  ot»»erviitionf  on  the  Scottish  longi,  and  oo  the 
manner  of  atiapUng  the  <turtU  to  thi-  mutie.  which,  at 
hif  desire,  are  suppreiMed.  The  subsequent  lecia  of 
Mr.  Bums  refen  lo  several  of  ihcic  ulsetvatiuoa. 


BURNS'  WOHKH. 


Mn  tiJn  tbe  Mme  liberty  witli  Cam  ript  an 
ftomiie.  Perhaps  it  might  want  the  last  itaiita, 
and  be  the  bette-  for  it.  Cauld  kail  in  Aher- 
d«MHf  you  must  leave  with  me  yet  a  while.  I 
have  vowed  to  have  a  song  to  that  air,  on  the 
lady  whom  I  attempted  to  celebrate  in  the 
verses,  Poortith  caidd  and  restfeu  love.  At 
any  rate,  my  other  sonj».  Green  prow  the  riuh- 
e$t  will  never  suit  That  song  is  cnrrent  in 
Scotland  under  the  old  title,  and  to  the  merry 
old  tune  of  that  name  ;  which  of  course  would 
mar  the  prepress  of  your  song  to  celebrity. 
Your  book  will  be  the  standard  of  Scots  tongs 
for  the  future :  let  this  idea  ever  keep  your 
judgment  on  the  alarm. 

I  send  a  song,  on  a  celebrated  toast  in  this 
country,  to  suit  Bonnie  Dvndee,  I  send  you 
aim  a  ballad  to  the  Mill,  mitt  O. 

The  last  time  I  came  o*er  the  moor,  I  would 
fain  attempt  to  make  a  Scots  song  for,  and  let 
Ramsay's  be  the  English  set.  You  shall  hear 
from  me  soon.  When  you  go  to  London  on 
this  business,  can  you  come  by  Dumfries  ?  I 
have  still  several  MS.  Scots  airs  by  me  which 
I  have  picked  up,  mostly  from  the  singing  of 
country  lasses.  They  please  me  vastly;  but 
your  learned  lugs  would  perhaps  be  displeased 
with  the  very  feature  fur  which  I  like  them. 
I  call  them  simple  ;  you  would  pronounce  them 
silly.  Do  you  know  a  fine  air  called  Jackie 
JSume'e  lament  9  I  have  a  song  of  consider- 
able merit  to  that  air.  1*11  enclose  you  both  the 
song  and  tune,  as  I  had  them  ready  to  send  to 
Johnson's  Museum.  I  send  you  likewise,  to 
me,  a  beautiful  little  air,  which  I  had  taken 
iown  from  viva  voce. 

Adieu! 


No.  XXIL 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  ApHl,  1708. 

I  HAD  scarcely  put  my  last  letter  into  the 
post-office,  when  I  took  up  the  eufaject  of  The 
hut  time  I  came  o'er  the  moor,  and  ere  I  slept 
drew  the  outlines  of  the  foregoing.  How  far  I 
have  succeeded,  I  leave  on  this,  as  on  every 
other  occasion,  to  you  to  decide.  I  own  my 
vanity  is  flattered,  when  you  give  my  songs  a 
place  in  your  elegant  and  superb  work  ;  but  to 
be  of  service  to  the  work  is  my  first  wish.  As 
I  have  often  told  you,  I  do  not  in  a  single  in- 
Itance  wish  you,  out  of  compliment  to  me,  to 
insert  any  thmg  of  mine.  One  hint  let  me  give 
you — ^whatever  Mr.  Pleyel  does,  let  him  not  al- 
ter me  iota  of  the  original  Scottish  airs ;  I  mean, 
in  the  song  department ;  but  let  our  national 
mosic  preserve  its  native  features.  They  are, 
I  own,  frequently  wild  and  irreducible  to  the 
more  modern  rulc»  ;  but  on  that  very  eccentri- 
city, perhaps,  depends  a  great  part  oif  their  ef 

fiMt 


No.  xxm. 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

• 
Edinburgh,  2614  April,  ITM. 
T  HSARTiLT  thank  you,  my  dear  Sir,  fer  yo«r 
lost  two  letters  and  the  soogs  which  sceomp^ 
nied  them.  I  am  always  both  instructed  sad 
entertained  by  your  obftervatioDs  ;  and  the  fraak- 
ness  with  which  you  speak  out  your  mind,  is  t* 
me  highly  agreeable.  It  is  very  possible  I  may 
not  have  the  true  idea  of  simplicity  in  composi- 
tion. I  cunfew  there  are  several  songs  of  ADsa 
RaniKsy's,  for  example,  that  I  think  silly  eoovgk, 
which  another  person,  more  conversant  than  I 
have  been  with  country  people,  woald  perhaps 
call  simple  and  natural.  But  the  lowest  seems 
of  simple  nature  will  not  please  geoerallj,  if  e»> 
pied  precisely  as  they  are.  The  poet,  like  the 
painter,  must  select  what  will  form  an  agreesbls 
as  well  as  a  natural  picture.  On  this  subject  it 
were  easy  to  enlarge ;  but  at  present  suffice  it 
to  say,  that  I  consider  simplicity,  rightly  under- 
stood, as  a  most  essential  quality  in  compositaoa, 
and  the  ground-work  of  beauty  in  all  the  aits. 
I  will  gladly  appropriate  your  most  intercstiaf 
new  ballad,  When  wild  war'e  deadly  blaet,  ke. 
to  the  MiU,  mill,  O,  as  well  as  the  two  other 
songs  to  their  respective  airs  ;  but  tbe  third  aad 
fourth  line  of  the  first  verse  must  undergo  ssmt 
little  alteration  in  order  to  suit  the  music  Pkjel 
does  not  alter  a  single  note  of  the  songs.  That 
wouM  be  absurd  iudeed  !  With  the  airs  which 
he  introduces  into  the  sonatas,  I  allow  him  ts 
take  such  liberties  as  he  pleases ;  bat  that  ha 
nothing  to  do  with  the  soufs. 


P.  8. — I  wish  vou  would  do  as  yo«i 
with  your  Rige  o  barUf.  If  the  loose 
ments  art  thrashed  out  of  it,  I  win  find 
fimr  it ;  but  as  to  this  there  is  no  hniry. 


No.  XXIV. 

THE  POF.T  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

•/ivac,  179S> 
Whin  I  tell  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  a 
of  mine,  in  whom  I  am  much  interested,  lun 
fallen  a  sacrifice  to  these  accursed  timc%  yoa 
will  easily  allow  that  it  might  unhinge  me  for 
doing  any  good  among  ballads.  My  own  loss, 
as  to  pecuniary  matters,  b  trifling  ;  but  the  to* 
tal  ruin  of  a  much-knred  friend,  is  a  loss  indeed. 
Pardon  my  seeming  inattention  to  yonr  Isst 
commands. 

I  cannot  alter  the  disputed  lines  in  the  MiB, 
mill,  O.  What  you  think  a  dd^  I  esteem  is 
a  positive  beauty  :  so  you  see  how  doctors  dif> 
fer.  I  shali  now,  with  as  moch  alacrity  as  1 
can  muster,  go  on  with  your 


Ton  kaov  Fmcti  Hm  hntboy  phf*  ii 
Edinburgh — ht  ii  hen  iiaCnictiD|  >  biod  o 
Diiiic  fu  ■  feodbla  oorfa  qnvEcnd  la  thii 
nmintry.  Am^  mtaj  of  la  lin  thtl  pbuc 
DM,  than  w  on*  mil  knim  ■•  •  reel  br  the 
BUM  of  Th4  Qiuxitri  fFijftj  ud  vhich  I  t^ 
Dtaitm  1  gnnd  tuiit  of  min  uMd  to  (iag.  by 
the  BUM  ^  XijyiRiii  tut,  mg  bmBB/  ipm  Ium. 
Hr.  FnKr  pliyi  it  ilotr,  ud  >iih  u  tipm- 
wm  thftt  4]nite  chtnnt  nw,  1  btfcuiH  fooh  u 
cnthaput  iboiit  it,  tlut  I  madv  l  Bng  for  it, 
wluch  1  here  wbiaia  ;  And  cehjIob  Fnicr'a 
ef  ibo  luDe.  If  ihtf  hit  your  itaej.  the)' 
U  jou  amice ;  if  oot.  ramrn  bw  the  tiuir, 

Vul    1    will    put    it    io    JohBHHl'l    MHWUm. 


CORILEBPONDENCB. 

Hii*  thought  it  luxpmnb!^  bvE  tifuT ;  i 
its,  »  ftr  u  1  knov.  oriiiotL     It  ii 
ig,  cIk  I  w 


tog«h«, 
Afler  buluicil 


D  cka  I 


.  plic. 


{aigAtka,Iimn«,igmHm,p.  193.) 
I  iboild  will)  to  hoir  bow  tha  pltaM  joa. 


iod-lpgt  of  my  elboir  chur,  1 
producfd  th«  fiiDoviog. 

The  TfiHi  in  br  inferior  to  the  fnf^iog, 
frinhtf  confea ;  bit  if  WOTlhy  of  inwrtioa  >t 
•II,  Ihey  migbl  be  Am  in  plue  ;  u  r'rety  poet, 
'  0  hnoflrt  »ny  thin^  of  hit  tridr,  ^11  hu^iuid 
bett  thought*  fbr  i  cobcluding  ttroka. 

3  irre  my  loit  po  lilac  bir, 
Wi'  purple  blo*»mi  to  the  iprinf  ; 

llTi™  KHiiiod  on  my  Utile  wing  i 


NaXXV. 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  flAUE. 

iilk  Jmat,  1793 

HiTi  yoD  ever,  my  tea  Sit,  Mt  your  bo- 

Mcn  rady  to  bunt  with  iudiputiou  ou  neding 

•1  thoie  miiihty  viLUine  who  diridc  hingdonj 

UAipet  kio^Jom,  deiolite  proriooeB,  ud  layuri- 

ec  dften  from  rtill  cum  ig*ebb  pueioiu  I  Id  ■ 
nodd  of  thie  kiod  to-day,  I  recollected  the  lii 
of  Xopait  vaUf  t  end  it  orearred  to  me  t>iii 
iti  qoerBlona  meEody  probibly  bid  iti  ^igii 
frmn  tbepUibtin  iadigDitioo  of  Bouie  evettiEig, 
nfleriiig  heut,  find  U  the  tyniinic  elridt*  a 
itNBe  public  deetroycr ;  aoA  overvhe^vwd  with 
printe  diitrew,  tb«  comeqoruce  of  e  eouQtr  ' 
min.  If  I  here  doM  uy  thing  it  ill  like  ji 
tiea  to  myfeeliBgi,  the  followiog  ung,  eoi 
Rued  is  three  qurten  of 
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The  lirtt  book  of  Kugi,  jnrt 
dnpitched  to  you  ibiog  with 
fivDuml  with  your  opiniou  a 

freely. 

1  ihill  nrtlinly  give  i  plice  t 

hive  written  for  tbe  QMaier't  vi 

HDf^  vilb  tucb  tin  »dd«l  to  i 
ought  a  be  included.  The  hui 
eoiir^ly  on  mj-«lf,  the  genlltmu 
ly  igreed  lo  join  the  tpmiliui 
bcD£     No  milter;  ■ 


I.  The  limn 
hnnnony  will 

lublidied,  win 

it  fruikly  ud 

the  nng  yon 
r,j  iti.  quite 
irn  the  liet  of 


hp-wa-) 


be.     The  I 


ipenor 


"  O  gin  my  lore  wen  ym  nd  ni 
■■  Thit  gnwi  upon  the  ciatle  w*', 

"  And  I  myiil'  ■  dnp  o'  dew, 
"  Into  her  boiuiii  MMel  to  &'  I 

•■  Oh,  then  beyoud  wpnwioa  bket, 
■■  I'd  feat  so  btuily  >'  the  Bight  t 

••  Seil'd  OS  her  lUk-eifl  luldi  W  rM, 
-  Till  Bey'd  awm  by  Phiriwe'  Ufht" 


ink.,  my  fri«id.  i 


my  InlHur,  by  the  pleik 
D  oLtigrd  to  you  ha  the 


be  no  hae  to  you,  It  wmld  m 
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I  tluok  jni  for  yOBt  iklicata  iddituiiii]  nr- 
■■  to  Uie  aM  IttgtteDt,  %ai  for  jmr  vxcaUmt 
■ag  to  Logu  mlcr  :  Thonuini'i  traly  ridgut 
"*  "*   r  br  tlu  Englnh  aingH.     Y«r 


ittf*  of  aiai  win.  I  but.  Ia«(  aatlin  *mj  0I 
hi>  wuH,  Vhieh  the  tcU  tAtMif  an  <m 
npplf :  at  \ftMt,  I  viD  take  cut  tlut  laA  1 
chvKter  b*  ikin  doam.  • 

Hunk  jm  hr  mj  eapj  of  jonr  psbiiMiM. 
Nrrtr  did  mjr  >;«  brhaU,  in  ujr  inwatil  nk. 


™lri  T"»  ( 


Ji  chmcttt  <■  tbt  bir  m 
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I  HifiJHt^nlilicd  ihtbllovingbdlul,  uul 
H  I  do  think  il  in  aj  bnt  ajie,  I  khI  it  fos. 
Mr.  Clarke,  who  wrote  down  the  itr  from  Hn. 
Bonn'  voed-noU  mild,  it  very  food  uT  it  ^  aftd 
lui  gircB  it  ■  celebritf  bj  tucbing  it  to  Bme 
jonng  lidiee  of  At  Bnt  fuhioa  hen.  If  fou 
it  sot  like  lb*  lir  enovjh  ~ 


aij'  keep,  u  I  rrmenber  it 


Then 


n,p,  19*.) 

of  inwling  in  ]f<wi 


[enuity  nuy  fiod  thtm  cuL 

The  lieroine  ol  the  fDngaing  ii  Miv  H 
daughter  to  Mr.  tl.  of  D,,  one  of  jtyai  nhacri- 
ben.     I  h(Tc  Dot  painted  her  in  the  taak  whicli 
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JiJf,  IT9S. 
1  Aaetiea  you,  my  dew  Sir,  that  you  tnjiy 
kun  me  with  your  pecuniary  paroeL      It  de- 
ll wsBld  lavour  of  aSicUlioD  1  but  u  to  any 
Dion  titffic  nf  that  debtor  and  mdilor  kind,  1 

right  MUee  ef  Roliai  Buavi'  I^Tiaal 
•BthakatDotioDofit,  Iwill  indigBinily  1 
the  by-put  ttwutclwi,  and  fiom  that  nc 
mgei  (0  you  !  BuMa' 
«  atnllmeet  lud  iad 


too,  ia  admirably  vritteo  ; 
to  dA  hai  made  yon  Bay  too  mien  ;  aawmt,  ■ 
Bill  trind  me  down  to  dmUe  ereiy  rfvt  ■■  tbt 
IntDre  pregieaa  of  the  work.  The  fiiHeinBg  vt 
few  remarki  on  the  aoag^  in  tbe  liat  yoa  aoC 
le.  1  Derer  copy  wbit  T  write  to  yon.  id  I 
ley  be  often  tutological,  or  pethapl  iiiialiaJii 
T- 

Uttjbmirt  of  Ai  fonti  it  ehanaiaf  m  a 
Bern ;  and  ahonid  b^  and  miat  bt,  tct  to  the 
Dtea ;  bat.  tlungk  not  of  yov  t^  the  Ihet 
aniae,  beginning 


worthy  of  ■  pl*ec,  were  il  bol  Id  immeeM. 

lile  the  iDtbdr  of  them,  who  it  u  oU  lady  i 

Ifqu^intaaee,  and  at  thie  moment  tiving  ■ 

ibuigh.     She  it  a  Mn.  Cockbnra  :  I  b- 


Id  my  DtKt.  I  wiQ  aoggtat  to  yonr  co 
lOB,  e  bw  aoi^  which  may  hare  etcaf 


brother  tf  tb  faiH 
Yon  kaTC  eeeimiWerf  your  character  and  bmm  \ 
whieb  will  now  be  tiW,  far  agta  to  otna,  by 
the  illiHtrioDtJBry  of  the  Son  and  D*Da>nu 
of  TAtn — ill  whom  poety  can  p1«a«,  nr  mail 

Being  •  bard  of  nature,  I  h<n  tome  pntB- 
Dooa  ID  aecond  eight ;  and  I  am  warraeted  bf 
the  tpiril  to  fuieteL  and  ilErtn.  thai  yawr  giaat 
grudehiM  will  Md  up  yoor  Tobame*.  aad  <^^ 
wilb  bonett  piidi^  "  Thii «  much  adnirtd  » 
leetioB  wat  tbt  work  of  my  aaoattot." 


•  T«inl>aeo«oftfilabilUdfl«kiilitH 
of  (he  iiartib  of  lfhtpMr(eb-fkJ^i-t«beei 
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tAK  IIK,         Sdimbiirfk,  Id  Amffwil,  I7SS. 
I  HAD  tht  pleuun  of  noiTing  ymr  liit  twa 
1   hippT  to  flsd  jou  (n  quilt 


■ilL     The  other  piBi^  fan  object  to  Am 
DM  il'peer  in  the  nme  light  to  me. 

'  '  m  tried  m^  hud  on  Raii*  Adair,  uM 
ill  pnifad>1r  think,  with  little  eMeiw; 


(ilneed  with  the       . 

Whrn  jroQ  eume  tn  heer  the  nn|^  eoug  And  u- 

dompmiied.  joo  will  be  chAnned  with  them. 

Tilt  iaanii  bnulttt  Lauit,  certeisly  deierm 
heller  nnos  aod  ^hope  you  Till  mAlch  her. 
ConU  kail  in  Ahadtn,  Ltl  mt  m  Hit  at  nigkl, 
vA  eerenl  of  the  liTelicr  ure,  vail  the  muot'A 
Wiora :  theoe  ire  pecuLiirLy  worthy  of  htr 
eboia  gifb ;  bendeai  you'll  oolioe  tlut  in  AJt-s 
of  Ihie  «rt,  the  ungtr  eao  ilwtyi  do  greekr 
tOMin  to  the  pnet,  thin  in  the  alower  tin  of 
Tht  Bulk  aimi  TVofwtr,  Ltrd  Onyory, 
ind  the  like  \  for  in  the  munei:  the  litter  An- 
tn^ueotl]'  nnf,  ynn  maK  be  eaatented  with 
the  iDnDd,  withoDt  the  lenie.  Indeed  both 
■he  >in  ind  wordi  IT*  diiguiHd  hj  the  nry 
•low,  \tBfo\i,  pulm-iiofing  ityle  in  whirh 
Ibty  ue  tdo  often  perfonned  :  they  hne  loima- 
tion  ind  expreeBon  illofether,  ind  inateed  oT 
ipeiklDg  to  the  mind,  or  tonrhinj;  the  heirt, 
they  cloy  upon  the  eer,  end  let  ni  1  yiwn- 


■dij  gTKC  my  colleedob 
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HT  •■*>  thohkh.  Atipat,  1T9S. 

I  BOUi  the  pen  fcr  oar  hwid  C(»ke.  vli 
tt  proeot  ii  etuJying  the  muut  of  the  ppbei  < 
M  niy  elbow.  The  GMriri'nia  Sidta  he  thicL 
IB  ruber  out  n(  tunc;  M  until  lie  rectify  At 


VotiK  objeetlOB,  my  dnr  lir,  to  the 
01  Biy  lOBft  of  tnfoa  Watrr,  iaii||ht  i 
H««ot  s  but  it  ii  dtfficih  to  mMd  it  i 


(Pti'Sii  Oafair,  p.  ISS.) 

a  much  Ibr  umby-piaiby.  I  ntj,  dW 
try  my  hAAd  nn  it  in  ScDti  Tcna.  Then  1 
lyi  find  mywlf  nuet  at  hame. 
hire  juel  pot  the  liat  hind  lo  the  Kng  I 
nt  for  CeiJd  Kail  U  Abtrdtn.  If  it  iwti 
to  iiDFrt  it,  I  (hall  be  pleAeed,  li  the  hen- 
la  a  hmariia  of  mine:  if  no^  I  dull  iIm 
ileaied  ;  beciui*  I  with,  and  will  ba  glad, 
BO  ynu  act  deddedly  on  tha  butiacaL  'TW 
ibute  aa  i  man  of  taita,  ud  aa  ajk  adttOTj 
ch  you  owe  jvonelf.  ^ 
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ir  aw>n  ail,  Aueial,  ITSS. 

]  cOHBipin  it  one  of  the  matt  igrceable  el^ 
nmetaiKat  attending  tliii  publieition  of  minf^ 

iloed  epiuiei.  Prmy  nuke  my  icknowtedg- 
^cBit  to  St.  ScqilHn  for  the  tuna  ;  tfll  hita  I 
'idiit  the  juBtnaat  of  hii  oHnplimt  on  oiy  atur^ 
jue,  can¥eyed  in  hie  lacopic  poeticript  to  your 
rK  d'tMprit  1  which  I  perund  mon  chin  ouea, 
rilhcut  diecovering  eiicltjr  whrtheryourdiieai- 
luO  waa  mniic  AiCransmy.  or  politin ;  thm^ 
•agariDui  friend,  ic<]iiunted  with  tha  coniinil 
iiluii  of  the  potrt  and  Ibe  muueiAo,  oA^rad  aa 
.  hrl  of  twn  to  one,  ynu  were  jurt  drawning 
■re  together  :    that  en  rin)>ty  bnwl  wai  tha 

Sy  thing  thit  would  drvply  aftct  you,  and  tha 
y  mitnr  you  ooald  than  aiudy  how  fa>  ta- 


I>hl1lbegUUaae  you  give  A>6iu  ^Uofr 

A  Sroniah  dnaa.     Peter  ie  tiirDiohiog  him  with 

An  Euliah  euit  tir  a  ehanp.  and  yon  an  waU 

Coafcond  your  loag  ataira 

CLARKE. 

matched  together.  Robln'i  air  It  eicenent, 
ihovgh  he  certAinly  hii  an  out  of  the  way  mki. 

with.     1  with  yoo  would  innka  (ha  mi«  for  a 

' 
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b«™  JfaoU,  eo  that  Ihi.  Dwat  e»|ulalte  iong 
;.,ay  M  longer  be  «.Juded  from  r>n<l  ooaipiay. 

TUB  SAMB  TO  THE  SAME. 

Hr.  All'u  ha>  made  an  Inimitable  drawing 

fr«m  four  M>i  AndtTKi,  ay  Ja.  whi«h  1  aa 

4M 
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good  hmnoiir,  ii  cUpping  John's  •boolderty 
while  he  mules  sad  looks  4t  her  with  soeh  glee, 
m  to  show  thst  he  /tifly  recollects  the  plesssnt 
days  and  nights  when  thejr  were  Jirtt  aequtiU, 
The  drswing  wonld  do  honour  to  the  pencil  of 
T 
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Augfuti,  179S. 
That  crinkom-crsalnim  tane,  Robin  Adtdr, 
•.ss  mn  so  in  my  heed,  sad  I  socoseded  so  ill 
in  my  Isst  sttempt,  thst  I  hsTe  rentured,  in  this 
morning's  wslk,  one  esssy  more.  Yoo,  my 
desr  Sir,  will  remember  sn  vnfertonste  psrt  of 
•or  worthy  friend  C  's  story,  which  hsppened 
■boot  three  years  sgo.  That  stnick  my  fiukcy, 
tad  I  endeaTonred  to  do  the  idea  justice,  ss 
fallows. 


(Bad  la  eoMt  p,  SOS.) 

By  the  way,  I  haire  met  with  a  musical  High- 
lander, in  Breadslbane*s  frndbles,  which  srs 
quartered  here,  who  assures  me  that  he  well 
remembers  his  mother's  singing  Qselie  songs  to 
both  Robin  Adair  snd  Uramaekreo,  '  They 
oertsinly  have  more  of  the  Scotch  than  Irish 
taste  in  them. 

This  man  comes  from  the  vicinity  of  Inrer- 
ness ;  so  it  could  not  be  sny  intercourse  with 
Ireland  that  could  bring  them  ; — except,  what 
I  shrewdly  suq>cct  to  be  the  case,  the  wander- 
ing  minstrels,  harpers,  and  pipers,  used  to  go 
fr^nently  errsnt  through  the  wilds  both  of 
Scotland  and  Ireland*  and  so  some  fitrourite  airs 
night  be  common  to  both. — A  case  in  points 
They  hare  lately,  in  Ireland,  published  an  Irish 
air,  as  they  ssy,  called  Camn  du  dtUsh,  The 
fiict  is,  in  a  publication  of  Corn's,  s  great  while 
ago,  you  will  find  the  same  sir,  called  a  High- 
Jud  one,  with  a  Gaelic  song  set  to  it.  Its 
name  there,  I  think,  is  Oram  Gaoil,  snd  a 
ine  air  it  is.  Do  ssk  honest  Allan,  or  the  Ber. 
OacUe  parson,  about  these  matters. 
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KT  SBAR  s»,  Am^moi,  1793. 

ZM  mt  in  tku  at  nt^,  I  will  reconsider. 

I  am  glad  you  are  pleased  with  my  song,  Hmd 

I  a  esM,  te.  M  I  liked  it  myselC 

1  walked  out  yestsiday  opening  with  a  v»- 

of  the  Museum  in  my  hand  ;  when,  tam- 

wf  AUam  Waitr^   «*  What 


the  muss  repeat,**  Ike.  m  tlM  words  appeared  ts 
me  rather  unworthy  of  so  fine  an  air ;  aad  ra- 
colleeting  tiiat  it  is  on  yovr  Kst,  I  sot  aad  raved 
under  tl^  shade  of  an  oM  thorn,  till  I  wrote 
out  one  to  suit  the  measure.  I  may  be  wrong : 
but  I  think  it  not  in  my  worst  style.  You 
must  know,  that  in  Ramsay's  Tea-taUa.  when 
the  modem  song  first  appeared,  ^  sacwat 
name  of  the  tone,  Allan  eays,  is  .^lilaa  Watu, 
or,  Mg  lorn  Amnions  aery  bommio,  Thii 
last  haa  certainly  been  a  liae  of  ^  erigias. 
song ;  so  I  took  up  the  i%s,  and,  aa  yaa  will 
sse,  have  introdneed  the  line  in  its  plaee,  which 
I  presums  it  fcrmerly  occupied ;  though  I  hks- 
wise  give  you  s  tkooting  A'as,  if  it  slioald  aiC 
hit  the  cut  of  your  frncy. 

(By  AOam  airoawtM  Idkametd  io  ram, 
WkiU  Phabug  mmk  bt^amd  Bankddi^  jk  19C  ^ 


Bravo !  say  I ;  it  is  a  good 
you  think  so  too,  (not  eke)  yon 
mueio  to  it,  snd  let  the  oCher  fisllow  aa 


set  Ihs 


Autussa 
more 


IS  my 

ia  it  thaa  ia  all  tha 

OodUssB 
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179S. 

Is  Whittio  and  PB  eomo  to  yam,  aijr  lad, 
one  of  your  sirs  ?  I  sdmire  it  much  ;  sod  jo> 
terday  I  set  die  following  verses  to  it.  UrtMoi. 
whom  I  met  with  hese,  begged  them  of  mr,  «• 
he  sdmircs  the  sir  much  ;  but  ss  I  aadcrstsaJ 
that  he  kwke  with  rather  an  evil  eye  on  yosr 
work,  I  did  not  choose  to  comply.  Hownnr. 
if  the  song  does  not  suit  your  tssta,  I  may  pu^ 
sibly  ssnd  it  him.  The  set  of  the  air  wbick 
I  had  in  my  eye^  is  in  Johnson's  Mi 


(  O  wkittk  and  PU  coma  to  poa,  mf  lad, 
p.»4».) 


Another  fitvourite  air  of  auae  is^  Tba  aii 
o'  Gaordifi  6yrs.  When  sung  slow,  with  ca- 
preesion,  I  have  wished  that  it  had  had  brctr^ 
poetry  :  that  I  have  aadeaToured  to  supply,  ss 

follows:— 

(PkOUi  tko  Pair,  p.  Stt.) 

Mr.  Oa^  begs  yon  to  givu  Miss  Phillis  s 
corner  in  your  book,  ss  the  is  a  partkular  flasr^ 
of  hia.  She  is  a  Min  P.  BL,  sister  to  baaam 
Joan,  They  aro  bodi  pupils  of  hia.  Tea  shsO 
hear  from  me^  the  ^toij  wit  grM  I  get  frsB 
■y  rhyni«g  mill. 


C0RR£SP0ND£^7C£. 


¥M 
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Jugwt,  1793. 
That  tune,  Cauld  Kail,  n  such  a  faTourite 
of  yours,  that  I  once  more  roved  out  yesterday 
Cmt  a  gloamio-ahot  at  the  mutes ;  *  when  the 
muse  that  presides  o'er  the  shores  of  Nith,  or 
rather  my  oU  inspiring  dearest  nymph  Coila, 
whispered  me  the  following.  I  have  two  rea- 
sons for  thinking  th«t  it  was  my  early,  sweet, 
simple  inspirer  that  was  by  my  elbow,  '*  smooth 
gliding  without  step,*'  and  pouring  the  song  on 
my  glojwing  fancy.  In  the  first  pluce,  since  I 
left  Coila*B  native  haunts,  not  a  fragment  of  a 
poet  has  arisen  to  cheer  her  solitaiy  musings,  by 
catching  inspiration  from  her ;  so  I  more  than 
suspect  that  she  haa  followed  me  hither,  or  at 
least  makes  me  occasional  visits  ;  secondly,  the 
bst  stanza  of  this  song  I  send  you  in  the  very 
words  that  Coila  taught  me  many  years  ago, 
and  which  I  set  to  an  oM  Scots  reel  in  John- 
son*s  Museum. 

(  Came  Ut  me  take  thee  to  my  breast,  p.  197.) 

If  you  think  the  above  win  suit  your  idea  of 
your  fiivourite  air,  I  shall  be  highly  pleased. 
The  hut  time  I  came  o*er  the  Moor,  I  cannot 
meddle  with^  as  to  mending  it :  and  the  musi- 
cal world  have  been  so  long  accustomed  to  Ram- 
aay's  words,  that  a  different  song,  though  posi- 
tively  superior,  would  not  be  so  well  received. 
I  am  not  fond  of  choruses  to  songs,  so  I  have 
not  made  one  for  the  foregoing. 
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(Dainty  Davie,  p.  198.) 

Auffustt  1793. 
So  much  for  Davie.     The  chorus,  you  know, 
is  to  the  low  part  of  the  tune.     See  Clarke's 
set  of  it  in  the  Museum. 

N.  B.  In  the  Museum  they  have  drawled  out 
the  tune  to  twelve  lines  oif  poetry,  which  is 
■  nonsense.     Four  lines  of  song,  and  four 

of  chorus,  is  the  way. 
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MT  OKAA  SIR,      JBdinimrffk,  }ti  Sept.  17M. 

SiNCB  writiiig  you  last,  I  have  raceived  half 
a  doaen  songs,  with  which  I  am  delighted  beyood 
expression.  The  humour  and  £iocy  of  WkittU 
and  ra  come  to  you,  my  lady  will  render  it 
nearly  as  great  a  favourite  as  Duncan  Oray, 
Come  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast,  Adown 
winding  Nitk,  and  By  Allan  stream,  f  c;  are 
full  of  imagination  and  feeling,  and  ewe^  suit 
the  airs  for  which  they  are  intended.  Mad  I 
a  cave  on  some  wUd  distant  shore,  is  a  strik» 
iog  and  affecting  eomposition.  Our  friend,  to 
whose  story  it  refers,  read  it  with  a  swelliflf 
heart,  I  assure  you.  The  union  we  are  now 
forming,  1  think,  can  never  be  bioken ;  then 
songs  of  yours  will  descend  with  the  musie  to 
the  latest  posterity,  aud  will  be  fondly  cherished 
so  long  as  genius,  taste,  and  sensibility  exist  ill 
our  island. 

While  the  muse  seems  so  propitious,  I  think 
it  right  to  enclose  a  list  of  all  the  favonra  I  have 
to  aitk  of  her,  no  fewer  than  twenty  and  three ! 
I  have  burdened  the  pleasant  Peter  with  as  many 
as  it  is  probable  he  will  attend  to :  most  of  the 
remaining  ain  would  punle  the  English  poet 
not  a  little ;  they  are  of  that  peculiar  measmv 
and  rhythm,  that  they  must  be  fomiliar  to  ' 
who  writes  for  them. 


No.  XXXIX. 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1798. 
You  may  readily  trust,  my  dear  Sir,  that  any 
evertion  in  my  power  is  heartily  at  your  ser- 
vice. But  one  thing  I  must  hint  to  you ;  the 
very  name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  of  great  serriea 
to  your  publication,  so  get  a  verse  from  him 
now  and  then ;  though  I  have  no  objection,  aa 
well  as  I  ean,  to  bear  the  burden  of  the  busi. 


•  Gloamln— twilight,  properly  firora  glooming.    A ! 
bcauuful  poetical  word  whii^  ought  to  oe  adopted  in 
England.    A  gloamio^ot,  a  twillglu  Interview. 


i 


You  know  that  my  pretenidons  to  musical 
taste  are  merely  a  few  of  nature's  instincts,  uo- 
Unght  and  untutored  by  art.     For  thia  reason, 
maov  musical  compositions,  particularly  where 
much  of  the  merit  lies  in  counterpoint ;  how- 
ever  they  may  transport  and  ravish  the  ears  of 
you  conniaseurs,  affect  my  simple  lug  no  other- 
wise than  merely  ai  melodious  din.     On  the 
other  hand,  by  way  of  amends,  I  am  delighted 
with  many  little  melodies,  which  the  learned 
musician  despises  as  silly  and  insipid.     I  do  not 
know  whether  the  okl  air   Hey  tuttie  taitie 
may  rank  among  this  number ;  but  well  I  know 
that,  with  Fraier's  hautboy,  it  hsa  oftea  filled 
my  eyes  with  teara.  There  is  a  tradition,  which 
I  htve  met  with  ia  many  places  of  Scotland, 
lltot  It  wae  Robwt  Braee'i  march  al  tU  bittU 


BORNS'  WORK& 

of  BuDO^boiB.     TUi  thoi^b,  ia  Df  K 


c  dicaw  of  Libstf  iBil  ladcgxn 
imot,  vbich  t  tbnw  iara  ■  Idnl  of  ScbrTisi 
od*,  ttud  W  the  UT  thit  dm  might  npbuK  h 
bi  ih*  gallut  RoriL  Seor'i  hUh  to  faii  he- 


ud  Liberlf,  h  ht  did  llut  da^  !- 

P.  S. — I  allowed  lh(  lir  ta  Urbui,  wbo  wu 
UfUf  pliutd  with  it,  ud  btggei  on  (o  miiki 
■oft  nna  far  it  i  but  I  hid  oo  ids  of  givinj 
afMlf  tay  Inwbk  oa  Iha  •nbjtct,  tin  the  scim 
dtoul  ncullDctioD  of  tbil  glonotu  itnigglf  (ui 
Incdam,  UHKiitcd  with  Ihegiowing  ideu  ol 

qaiH  »  uuwDt,  rhmmI  mj  rbfming  maui*. 
CUrh*')  Ml  of  the  tuM,  with  bii  bM,  fOu  wil 
Sod  ia  th(  Muwuin  )  though  I  im  lAiid  ibs< 
tha  air  ii  not  whit  will  atitlt  it  to  >  jUet  In 
yoai  tkgaal  ifltctia* 


Hol  ZL. 

TltB  8AHE  TO  THE  SAUE. 

Sqd.  IT9S. 
I  DA»  Mf,  mj  dear  Sir,  that  ^na  will  bt^'ii 
M  thiok  cny  comapoadeaoe  ii  pcnccution.  Nc 
matta-,  1  cas't  hdp  it ;  a  balbd  ia  mj  lo\,\yy 
bone;  which,  though  otherwiaa  a  umjiL:  ium 
of  harmloe,  idioiical  beut  eoough,  haa  frt  ihi> 
bleaacd  hwdUrong  property,  that  when  onre  11 
bu  birljr  made  off  with  «  haple*  wight,  il  f^ti 
■o  enaoioured  with  the  tiuUe-giuglt,  liaiile- 
fiagic  of  ita  own  bella,  that  it  ia  aura  to  run 
poor  pilgarlick,  the  bidlaiD  joekc)',  ^lite  he- 
rood  any  luelul  point  or  poit  in  llw  eamiooa 

The  Ulowing  KHif  I  hart  oHdpoatd  for 
Onm-aaoil,  the  UlghUod  air  that,  ynu  Iril  me 
ia  rour  laaW  nu  hav*  rewind  to  gin  a  plji-E 
ta  in  yoor  book.  1  h*i«  thia  maBiHt  Bjjiihnl 
thcauogi  nyou  hart  ilglowiugfroBtheuiLui. 
Ifitiut)iOii,weJJ!  ifDOl,tUilaiiweU< 


gmtt-at  modaMT  it  iW  aua  altadaal  id  Aa 

lliui  cTOD  Shikapcaia  might  b*  pnwd  la  an 
you  ipcat  ol  them  ta  if  they  were  ordioarr  p*- 
.luaional  Your  hrroie  ode  ■  tn  me  the  ssblcet 
i.-Duipoailion  of  the  kind  in  the  Scottiib  lan- 
guigF.  I  happened  to  din*  fialE>4af  wiA  a 
parly  if  yoni  frienda,  to  whom  I  rod  it.  TV7 
were  all  charmad  with  it,  entrHled  eh  U  fad 
out  a  luitahle  air  for  it,  and  nprobated  the  idea 
of  gi'inc  it  a  tuna  id  totally  dcrml  of  iUB^ 
or  gruDdeur  at  Hijr  (kUm  lailit.  Amani^ 
your  partiality  far  thia  tone  maat  aria*  fnai  the 
ideal  tttoriated  in  yoDr  nind  by  the  tndiliis 
coacprning  it,  for  I  Darer  beard  aajr  ftnan,  * 
BDii  I  hair«  eouTnwd  tgajil  and  Igaia  with  lb 
greot^tt  eotbuaiaMa  br  Scottbh  ain, — I  lay  I 
nEviT  heard  any  o«  tpaak  of  it  at  wocthj  af 

I  btn  betnniAiiBg  <nw  Iht  whalt  kaalnd 
lira,  ut  which  I  lately  tent  yria  the  lial ;  tad  I 
think  XflBtt  Qordan  a  moat  happily  ada|«td 
Co  your  ode  ;  at  Itatl  with  a  to;  alight  nna- 
tioD  of  the  fourth  tiat,  which  I  ihall  priiMly 
aubmiC  to  you.  There  ia  in  Lticit  Garim 
more  of  lb*  grand  than  the  pUiattr^  parties- 
larly  whto  it  ia  tong  with  a  degree  ef  tfiA 
which  yoor  wordt  would  oblige  tb*  aiagv  it 

luliog  your  ode  in  the  room  of  L€mit  Gar^L, 
which  haa  neither  ih*  inuntt,  the  gititUai. 
nor  ttia  poetrj  that  chiracterua  yoK  nnm. 
Nuv.  the  Tariauou  I  havt  to  n^eat  apaa  dl 
lilt  tioe  of  each  lens,  tb*  oal*  lia*  Ha  ^art 
for  th^air,  iaaafoUawa:— 

Vmc  lat.    Or  t 

id,     aaiit. 
3d,    Let  him.  In  kirn  tars  and  tm- 
Ulh  Let  him  hnwd,  Ulow  ma. 
bA,  But  1*9  alalt  tbt7  ahall  bt  bm. 
ea.  Let  ua,  U  ■!  do,  ur  dk  1 


.  Ii«  with  it 


WouU  not  another  word  bt  pnfcraUe  (•  ^d- 

iJBtf  In  yoar  aeit  I  will  Mtpest  to  W  ■ 

iniivil  nbelher  )wi  agrea  ta  w  bat  I  ban  it*- 

p>ril.  Tbtto  little  almationa  I  tahmit  wilk 


BtlitUAt  kamr  tin  h«at  onit*,  p.  Its.) 


Oran^faoa  will  iatu*  (altbtiq>  to  te  w. 


N0.XU. 
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BdhAutfh,  itik  Sept.  I7B3. 
■tttxri  it  it  gcniralTy  allowed  thll  the 
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Vo.  XLn. 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

StpUmber,  1793. 

I  BATE  reoeivtd  your  U^  my  detr  Sir,  and 
here  go  my  obeervatioiu  on  it.* 

JDotm  the  bum  Davie.  I  have  thia  mo- 
meot  tried  to  dteij^tioo,  leaving  out  the  Uat 
half  of  the  third  ttansa,  and  the  first  half  of  the 
last  stansa,  thus  :— 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  way, 

And  thro*  the  Bowery  dale  ; 
Hii  cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay. 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale. 

With  *•  Mary,  when  shall  we  retiim» 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew  ?** 
Quoth  Blary,  "  Love.  I  like  the  hnrn, 

And  aye  shall  follow  yott.**f 

Thro*  die  wood  laddie — I  am  decidedly  of 
opinion,  that  both  in  this,  and  There*ii  never  be 
peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame,  the  second  or  high 
part  of  the  tune  being  a  repetition  of  the  first 
part  an  octave  higher,  is  only  for  instrumental 
music,  and  would  be  much  better  omitted  in 
aiogiDg. 

Cowden-knowee,  Remember  in  your  index 
that  the  soar  io  9ure  English  to  this  tone,  be- 
ginning 


»t 


**  When  sammer  comes,'  the  swains  on  Tweed, 


is  the  production  of  Crawford :  Robert  was  his 
Christian  name. 

Laddie  lie  near  me,  must  lie  by  mM  for  some 
time.  I  do  not  know  the  air ;  and  until  I  am 
complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my  own  singing, 
(such  as  it  is),  I  can  never  compose  for  it. 
My  way  is:  I  consider  the  poetic  sentiment 
corresp(>ndeut  to  my  idea  of  the  musical  ezpres> 
sion  ;  then  choose  my  theme. ;  begin  one  stan- 
sa ;  when  that  is  composed,  which  b  generally 
the  most  difficult  part  of  the  buainess,  I  walk 
out,  sit  down,  and  then  look  out  for  ofajecta  in 
nature  around  me,  that  are  in  unison  or  har- 
mony with  the  cogitations  of  my  £incy,  and 
workings  of  my  bosom ;  humming  every  now 
and  then  the  air,  with  the  verHM  I  have  fra- 
med. When  I  feel  my  muse  beginning  to  jade, 
1  retire  to  the  solitary  fireside  of  my  study,  and 
there  commit  my  effusions  to  paper  ;  swinging 
at  intervals  on  the  hind  leg^  of  my  elbow-chair, 
by  way  of  calling  forth  my  own  critical  stric- 
tures, as  my  pen  goes  on.  Seriously,  this,  at 
home,  is  almost  invariably  my  way. 

What  curbed  egotism ! 

•  Mr.  Thomsrm'i  list  of  longi  for  his  pubHcmtion. 
In  hid  remarks,  the  bard  procsuds  in  order,  and  goes 
through  the  whole:  but  on  many  of  them  he  merely 
signiflst  his  approbstion.  All  h)s  remarks  of  any  im- 
portance are  preiiented  to  the  reader. 

t  This  alterstioo  Mr.  Thomaon  hat  adopted,  (or  at 
least  intended  to  adopt),  initead  of  the  laststsnss  of 
the  original  song,  which  i*  otdactiaaable  In  point  of 
deUeaey* 


OiO  Moriee  I  am  for  leaving  oat  It  ia  a 
plagoey  length ;  the  air  itself  is  never  sung ; 
and  its  place  can  well  be  supplied  by  one  or  two 
song*  tor  fine  airs  that  are  not  in  your  list.  For 
faistenoe,  Cnrigiebum^wood  and  Eop*»  Wifu 
The  first,  beside  its  intrinsic  merit,  has  novelty ; 
and  the  last  has  high  merit,  aa  well  aa  great  oe- 
lebrity.  I  have  the  original  words  of  a  song 
hr  the  last  air,  in  the  hand-writing  of  the  lady 
who  compoeed  it ;  and  they  are  superior  to  any 
edition  of  the  song  which  the  public  haa  yet 
seen. 

Highland  Laddie,  The  old  set  will  please  a 
mere  Scotch  ear  best ;  and  the  new  an  Ital- 
ianhed  one.  There  b  a  third,  and  what  Oa- 
wald  calla  the  old  Highland  Laddie,  which 
pleases  me  more  than  either  of  them.  It  ia 
sometimes  called  Ginglan  Johnnie ;  it  being 
the  air  of  an  old  humorooa  tawdry  song  of  that 
name.  You  will  find  it  in  the  Museum,  /  kae 
been  at  Crookie-den,  kc  1  would  advise  yon, 
in  this  musical  quandary,  to  offer  up  your  pray- 
ers to  the  muses  for  inspiring  direction  ;  and  in 
the  meantime,  waiting  for  this  direction,  bestow 
a  libation  to  Bacchus ;  and  there  is  not  a  donbt 
but  you  will  hit  on  a  judidoua  choice.  Pro- 
batum  ett. 

Avid  Sir  Simon,  I  must  beg  you  to  leave 
out,  and  put  in  its  place,  The  Quaker*$  wife. 

Blgthe  kae  I  been  o'er  the  hill,  is  one  of  the 
finest  songs  ever  I  made  in  my  life ;  and  besidea, 
ia  compoeed  on  a  young  lady,  positively  the 
most  beautiful,  lovely  woman  in  the  world.  Aa 
I  purptwe  giving  you  the  names  aiui  designa- 
tions of  all  my  heroines,  to  appear  ia  some  fu- 
ture edition  of  your  work,  perhaps  hslf  a  cen- 
tury hence,  you  must  certainly  include  the  ban' 
nie»t  last  in  a'  the  world  in  your  coUectioiu 

Daintie  Davie,  I  have  heard  sung,  nineteea 
thousand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  times, 
and  alwaya  with  the  chorus  to  the  low  part  of 
the  tune ;  and  nothing  has  surprised  me  ao  much 
as  your  opinion  on  this  subject.  If  it  wih  not 
suit,  aa  I  proposed,  we  will  lay  two  of  the  stan- 
las  together,  and  then  make  the  chorus  follow. 

Fee  him  father — I  enckiee  you  Fraaer*s  set 
of  this  tune  when  he  plays  it  slow ;  in  fact, 
he  makes  it  the  langusge  of  despair.  I  shall 
here  give  you  two  stansas  in  that  style ;  merely 
to  try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement.  Were  it 
possible,  in  singing,  to  give  it  half  the  pathoa 
which  Fraser  gives  it  in  playing,  it  wouM  make 
an  admirable  pathetic  song.  I  do  not  give  these 
verses  for  any  merit  they  have.  I  compoeed 
them  at  the  time  in  which  Patie  AlhuCe  mt- 
tker  died,  that  woe  about  the  back  o*  midmgKt; 
and  by  the  lecside  of  a  bowl  of  punch,  which 
had  overset  every  mortal  in  company,  except 
the  hautboia  aiMl  the  muse. 


(  Hiou  kaat  left  me  ever,  Jamie,  p,  2S9.) 

Jockie  and  Jenny  I  would  discard,  and  in 
ita  place  wouki   put   There'e  nae  luck  "aboni 


tib  lout,  wnieh  Iim  *  m;  phtmt  ur ;  knrl 
whidi  ia  pgutiTtlf  the  fiuu  lovr-bdlad  in  tki 
■tjiB  io  the  ^«tti«h,  or  (MrhafH  id  any  i>tl.r 


Suv  yf  imy  falhrTj  ia  anc  of  nijr  grufnt 
mirite*.  The  eniuag  briBtt  laai,  1  waulvi 
Mt,  and  b^in  «  tender  arnig  ;  in  wfaal  1  ibi 
ia  it*  uliire  alfle.  I  mual  premiae,  Ihil  1 
old  way,  «iid  the  w*]'  ID  glic  in«I  eBecI,  i* 
dire  no  itirtiiig  note,  u  tb*  lUdUn  call 
but  ta  bum  at  onca  into  the  )uih«.  E'r 
Bountry  girl  UDga — Si*  jn  mffatka,  fe. 

Uy  Kiiig  ia  buljval  b^aa  ;  and  I  absuld 
likri  belbre  1  proceed,  to  know  j  our  opinioa  ^i 
iC  I  have  aphnkled  it  vitli  tb«  Scotlieh  dti 
iaet,  but  it  may  be  (laily  tuiiMl  iow  •ocraci 
Ba|1iah.— <p.!U.) 


Todltii'  linu.  Crban!  in«tio»d  an  iito 
of  kia,  wfaicb  hu  king  bees  mine ;  that  thn  air 
■i  highly  auKcplibka  of  puhot ;  accordinglf. 
you  will  loun  heir  bin,  at  j'our  CDPtvcl,  try  \i 
to  a  luui;  (if  oiiiu  in  the  Mueeiun,  Yt  bamks 
anti  brua  o'  boiijai*  Daon^ — One  aong  Biorf 
and  1  hare  done  :  ^yld  lung  cyita.  T^  tii 
i«  but  ludiKn;  but  the  fallowing  aong,  tti 
old  nng  of  Ike  oidea   timea,   and   which  hu 


{A^hagtfnt.p.  161.) 

Now,  I  auppooe  I  bare  tired  yonr  patience 
billy.  Yon  vitut,  after  all  ia  oret,  ban  a  num. 
ber '•{  ballad*,  properly  eo  called.  GiU  Utria. 
Ttiiimt  ]U<,ir.  M-Fhtrm'i  Fonw//,  £ar- 
Ib  nf  Sllrriff-mair,  or  W>  nu  oiuf  lAty  m. 
(t  know  the  aulhor  of  ihii  cfaanning  ballad, 
ud  hia  biaury),  HaTdylmult,  Baiiara  AUar,, 
(1  ewi  furnirii  a  Gaer  aet  of  thia  tune  tbu 
uy  thing  that  haa  yet  ippcand)  ;  and  beaido.. 
do  you  know  that  I  really  hart  the  old  Iub*  to 
vbich  Tht  Cktrry  ami  Ikt  Slot  wia  anni  : 

and  which  ia  mentioned  ai  a  veil  knawn .., 

Seolluid't  Complaint,  a  book  publiabid  before 
poor  lliry'i  da)-a.  It  waa  thu  caUid  ~" 
ioMb  d'  Htticon,  u  old  poem  which  Pi 
too  baa  brought  to  light.  Yon  will  eeo  a, 
ia  Tytler'i  Iliatory  of  Scottidi  lligde. 
taat,  to  1  Icarnal  car,  may  hart  no  grttl  merit  1 
but  it  ia  a  grtai  nriodtr.  1  bare*  good 
wigiual  thingi  af  thil  kind. 
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AH  happy,  my  dea 

though  a  bemtibl,  a  hi 

'     (,  we  will  Irt  the 

altered  the  nog  a 


(Bo. 


line  ataul  B^  i 
bllna:— 

.ra.  p.  196.) 


A  couplet  worlby  of  Homer.  Yiaterday  yH 
had  enough  of  my  cDnr^oDdcDce.  Tba  poat 
goea,  and  my  head  acbea  miaerahly.     Doe  eom- 

lor  tail  nigbt'ijaviilitr,  that  lahaQ  acapttn^ 
fne  fur  li  in  the  world  to  oome.     Aam ! 


Ho,XUV. 

UR.  TtlOUSOH  TO  THE  I^ET. 


A  THOCaAKd  th 

■nka  lo  you,  my  dear  Sir,  b 

on  the  kal  of  my  ooiif..     I 

h.ppy  to  find 

our  idea.  «>  mark  ia  au« 

th  my  own  re. 

peeling  the  geneiality  rf  tb* 

i,aa»cllaalhc 

»en«.     .^bouiaoMofthia 

diO^r,  but  then 
aea.     lahallno 

ia  no  dLpating  about  heblj 
fall  to  pmCl  by  the  marfa 

uoiake;  aul  U 

I'alir  Darit  mut  be  aaog,  two  .tUMt 
mgEiher,  lad  then  the  chora. — 'tie  the  ptaptr 
>ray.  I  agrn  with  you,  thai  there  may  U 
■MmethiDg  of  palboa,  or  teodcmea  at  leant,  ■ 
ihe  ail  of  fM  Ai'ia,  /itfAer,  whtB  pufaatd 
iriih  ftcling;  but  a  icDder  caat  may  be  rim 
ilmoM  to  any  lively  all.  if  you  aiogit  nrydow. 
\f,  eipreaairdy,  and  with  aeriaui  worda.  I  ua. 
liDwcver,  clearfy  and  invariably  lor  rrtaining  the 

rena,  whcittcr  the  vtraea  ire  paauhb^  Brt 
ibe  aveet  long  for  F-  kirn,  /orter,  wUrb  yot 
t«can  about  the  back  of  midoighl,  I  will  piib- 
WA  at  »  additional  one.  Mr.  J.oe.  adf«w, 
ibe  king  of  j^Dod  ftHove,  and  the  bc>t  a^w 
uf  the  liiel)  Scvitiah  balUdi  that  em  iiMiid. 
)iaa  cbarmnl  Ihouunda  of  companiaa  wiih  Aa 
kirn.  fmtluT,  and  with  ToJlm  \amt  ak■^  M  da 


lonly  ta  baaa^in  a  covpuj  af  dn^N  m1 
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ll&n  I  and  Sam  yt  mp  fidker  appeart  to  me 
both  indelieata  aod  tiUy. 

One  word  more  with  regard  to  your  heroir 
ode.  I  think,  with  great  deference  to  the  poet, 
that  a  prudent  general  would  avoid  eaying  any 
thing  to  hit  loldiera  which  might  tend  to  make 
death  more  fiightful  than  it  is.  Gory  presents  a 
disagreeable  image  to  the  mind  ;  and  to  tell  them, 
**  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed/*  seems  rather  a 
discoursing  address,  notwithstanding  the  alter- 
native which  follows.  I  have  shown  the  song 
to  three  friends  of  excellent  taste,  and  each  of 
them  objected  to  this  line,  which  embc^ns  me 
to  use  tiie  freedom  of  bringing  it  again  under  your 
notice.     I  would  suggest, 

**  Now  prepare  for  honour's  bed. 
Or  for  glorious  victorie.** 


NO.XLV. 
THE  POET  TO  BIR.  THOMSON. 

SepUmbtr,  1793. 

**  Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree  ?** 
My  ude  pleases  me  so  much  that  I  cannot  alter 
it.  Your  propoiied  alterations  would,  in  my  o- 
piniun,  make  it  tame.  I  am  exceedingly  oblig- 
ed to  you  for  putting  me  on  re-consid«»ing  it ; 
as  I  think  I  have  much  improved  it.  Instead 
of  «  todger  !  hero  !'*  1  will  have  it  **  Cdedo- 
nian  !  on  wi*  nie  !" 

I  have  scrutinized  it  over  and  over ;  and  to 
the  world  Hume  w^y  or  other  it  shall  go  as  it  is. 
At  the  S4me  time  it  will  not  in  the  least  hurt 
me  should  you  leuve  it  out  altogether  and  adhere 
to  your  first  intention  of  adopting  Logan's  veniea.* 

1  have  finiiihi^  my  song  to  Saw  pe  my  fa- 
ther ;  aod  in  Engliskh,  as  jrou  will  sec.  That 
there  is  a  *y  liable  too  much  for  the  exprestitm  of 
the  air,  in  true ;  but  allow  me  to  say,  that  the 
mere  dividing  of  a  dotted  crotchet  into  a  crot- 
chet and  a  quaver,  is  not  a  great  matter :  how- 
ever, in  that  I  have  no  pretennions  to  cope  in 
judgment  with  you.  Of  the  poetry  I  speak  with 
confidence ;  but  the  music  is  a  business  where  I 
hint  my  ideas  with  the  utmost  diffidence. 

The  old  verses  have  merit,  though  unequal, 
and  are  popular ;  my  advine  is  to  set  the  air  to 
the  old  words,  and  let  mine  fullow  as  English 
verses.     Here  they 


*  Mr.  '1  homson  hat  very  properly  adopiod  this  song 
rif  it  may  be  to  cslleit)  as  the  bard  prsscntsd  it  to  him. 
He  has  attaciicd  it  to  the  air  iif  LewU  Gordon,  and  per- 
haps  among  theexbting  ain  he  jould  not  find  s  better ; 
but  the  poetry  is  suited  to  a  much  higher  strain  of  mu- 
sic, and  may  employ  the  genius  of  aome  Scottish  Han- 
del, if  any  such  should  in  future  arise.  The  reader 
will  have  observiid,  that  Bums  odopted  the  alteratioos 
proposed  by  his  Trieml  and  correspondent  in  fanner  In- 
sisncM  with  great  readiness :  perhaps,  inlloed,  on  all 
indifliTtfiit  oecavions.  In  the  present  niataiioe.  however, 
he  rijei-tcti  their.,  though re|^iodly  ufged,  with  deter- 
uiiiic-il  reaululjuu.  y 


( Whert aretktjofi  ikiumtiintk§ marmbtg^ 

p,  S4£.) 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir !   The  post  goes,  to  I  thd 
defer  some  other  remarks  unti!  mora  leimre. 


No.  XLVL 
THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

September,  I79S. 

I  HAVK  been  turning  over  some  volumes  of 
songs,  to  find  verses  whose  measures  would  suit 
the  airs  for  which  you  have  allotted  me  to  find 
English  songs. 

For  Muirland  Willie,  yon  have,  in  Ramsay's 
Tea-table,  an  excellent  nong,  banning  *'  Ah, 
why  those  tears  in  Nelly*s  eyes?**  As  for  The 
Collier**  Doehter,  take  the  following  M  Bac- 
chanal. 


(Deluded  Swam,  p.  198.) 

The  fiiulty  line  in  Logan- water,  I  mend  thni : 

*'  How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry  ?*" 

The  song,  otherwise,  will  pass.     As  to  M^ 

Greffiiirtt'Rtta-Huth,  you  will  see  a  song  ot 

mine  to  it,  with  a  set  of  the  air  superior  to  yours, 

in  the  Museum,  VuL  ii.  p.  181.     The  song  be- 

giM» 

**  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing." 

Yotir  Irish  airs  are  pretty,  but  they  are  down- 
right Irish.  If  tMey  were  like  the  Bank*  of 
Banna^  for  instance,  though  really  Irish,  yet  in 
the  Scottish  taste,  you  might  adopt  them.  Since 
you  are  mo  fund  of  Irixh  musie,*what  say  you  to 
twenty-five  of  them  in  an  sdditional  number  ? 
We  could  easily  find  this  quantity  of  charming 
airs ;  I  will  take  care  that  you  shall  not  want 
songs ;  and  I  assure  ynu  rh;it  you  will  find  it 
the  most  sa'eable  of  the  whole.  If  you  do  not 
approve  of  Iioy*s  wife.,  for  the  music's  sake,  we 
»hall  not  insert  it.  Deil  tak*  the  ware,  is  a 
charming  sung ;  so  is,  Saw  ye  my  Peyyy  f 
There'e  nae  luck  about  the  houee,  well  descnree 
a  place ;  I  cannot  say  that  O'er  the  hill*  and 
far  awa  strikes  me  as  equal  to  your  selectioii. 
Thii  it  no  my  aim  houte  is  a  great  favourite  air 
of  mine :  aod  if  you  send  me  your  set  of  it,  I 
will  task  my  muse  to  her  highest  effivrt.  What 
is  your  opinion  of  /  hoe  laid  a  herrin  in  tamt  f 
I  like  it  much.  Your  Jacobite  airs  are  pretty ; 
sod  there  are  many  others  of  the  same  kindt 
pretty — but  you  have  not  room  for  them.  You 
cannot,  1  think,  insert,  Fy  let  us  a*  to  the  bridle^ 
te  any  other  words  than  ite  own. 


ilO 
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What  piMMi  oMf  M  Binplt  and  naive,  dia- 
mta  yoa  $m  lodicrouf  and  low.  For  this  reaioii, 
Fpe,  (fit  m«  my  eoffpie,  «>•— Fye.  ht  ns  a'  to 
tht  bridal,  with  Mtcral  othera  of  that  ca»t,  are, 
to  nie,  hig^hly  pleaniig ;  while,  Saw  jft  my  father, 
or  taw  yt  my  Mother,  deli|(ht«  me  with  iu  di** 
criptive  simple  pathos.  Thus,  my  wng,  Ke% 
ye  what  Meg  o*  the  mitt  ha*  gotten  9  pleaaes 
myself  so  mach,  that  I  canoot  try  my  hand  at 
another  song  to  the  air ;  so  I  shall  not  attempt 
it.  I  know  you  will  laugh  at  all  this ;  but, 
**  ilka  man  wears  hts  belt  hm  ain  gait.'* 


his  manaaaripli,  I 

that  will  answer  aa  F.ngliah 

onproridad. 


totheairafil 


No.  XLVIL 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

October,  179S. 

Your  laat  letter,  my  dear  Thomson,  waa  in- 
deed laden  with  heavy  news.  Alas,  poor  Era- 
kine  !  *  The  recollection  that  he  was  a  coadju- 
tor in  jrour  publication,  has,  till  now,  scared  me 
from  writing  to  you,  or  turning  my  thoughts  on 
oompoeing  for  you. 

I  am  pleased  that  you  are  reconciled  to  the 
air  of  the  Quaher**  Wife,  though,  by  the  bye, 
an  old  Highland  gentleman,  and  a  deep  antiqua- 
rian, tells  me  it  is  a  Gaelic  nir,  and  known  by 
the  name  of  Leiger  *m  cAo««.  The  following 
▼enes  I  hope  will  pleaw  you,  aa  an  English  song 
to  the  air : 

Thine  am  I,  my  fiuthful  fair, 

Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy,     (p.  2li.) 

The  rest  of  your  letter  I  shall  answer  at  some 
other  opportunity. 


No.  XLIX. 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Jheember,  179S. 
Tbu.  me  how  you  like  the  lbllowin| 
to  the  tone  of  Jo  JameL 

(  HuAamd,  huaband,  cea$e  ywer  tirife,  |k  SIS.) 
{Wilt  thorn  b$  my  dearie  f  p.  tU.) 


NoL. 


No.  XLVUL 
MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MY  GOOD  SIR,  7/A  November,  1 793. 

Arraa  so  long  a  silence,  it  gives  me  peculiar 
pleasure  to  reoogniae  ytiur  well  known  hand, 
for  I  had  begun  to  be  apprehensive  that  all  waa 
not  well  with  you.  I  am  happy  to  find  however, 
that  your  silence  did  not  proceed  from  that  cauae, 
and  that  you  have  got  among  the  ballads  once 
more. 

I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  English  song  to 
Leiger  *m  ehou,  which  I  think  eztremly  goDd. 
although  the  colunring  is  warm.  Your  friend 
Mr.  TurnbulPs  songs  have  doubtless  consider- 
able merit ;  and  as  you  have  the  command  of 


•  The  Honourable  A.  Enkine,  brother  to  Lord  KeU 
ly»  whose  neUnch(  »lv  death  Mr  Thomaon  had  eommu- 
nkated  ti  an  excKlljot  latter,  witich  be  has  supprsMSd. 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MT  DBAE  aim,    Edinbttrgk,  I7th  April,  1794. 

OwiMO  to  the  distress  of  our  friend  for  tke 
lose  of  his  child,  at  the  time  of  hia  reoeiviag 
your  admirable  but  melancholy  letter,  I  had 
not  an  opportunity  *till  lately  »f  perasing  it* 
How  sorry  am  I  to  find  Buma  saying,  **  Caasi 
thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  dtsoscd  ?**  wbfts 
he  is  delighting  others  from  one  end  ef  th( 
island  to  the  other.  Like  the  hypochoodiiae 
who  went  to  consult  a  physician  upon  his  caae : 
Go,  aajrs  the  doctor,  and  see  the  fiunona  Cariiai, 
who  Inseps  all  Paria  in  good  bumoar.  Alas! 
Sir,  replied  the  patient,  I  am  that  nahappy 
tCarlini! 

Your  plan  for  oor  meeting  together  plcaaa 
me  greatly,  and  I  truat  that  by  aone  mcaoa  or 
other  it  will  soon  take  place  ;  but  yoar  Bac- 
chanalian challenge  alnunt  frightena  bm^  for  I 
am  a  miief  able  weak  drinker  ! 

AUan  is  much  gratified  by  your  good  opioion 
of  his  taleuta.  He  haa  just  begun  a  akctrb 
from  your  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  and  if  it 
pleases  himself  in  the  deaipen,  he  will  probAly 
etch  or  engrave  it.  In  subjecta  of  the  poatcval 
or  homoroua  kind,  he  b  periiapa  narivattsd  by 
any  artist  living.  He  fails  a  little  in  giving 
beauty  and  grace  to  his  frmaleB,  and  hia  cokiar- 
ing  is  aom6re,  otherwise  his  paintings  and  draw- 
ings would  be  in  greater  request. 

I  like  the  music  of  the  Smtnr*e  Doehttr, 
and  will  consider  whether  it  shall  be  addsd  la 
the  last  volume;  your  venea  to  it  art  pntty ; 
but  your  humorou*  English  song,  to  suit  •!• 
Janet,  is  inimitable.  What  think  yua  of  the  air, 
*'  Within  a  mile  of  Edinbuif  h  ?**  It  haa  ahraya 
struck  me  as  a  modern  Englkh  imitatiMi ;  bnl 
is  said  to  be  Oawald'a,  and  ia  ao  mach  liknd,  thiA 
I  baUeve  I  muat  indudt  it.     The  ^wnm  are  ht- 


o   A 

In  pi  379* 
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lit  belter  dita  Moeifly  paiii5y.    Do  fott  ron- 
it  worth  t  etana  or  two? 


Na  LL 


THE  PO£T  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

MT  oiAft  eiR,  Mapi  179i. 

I  asTUftif  yoo  the  pUtet,  with  whieh  I  em 
highly  pleated  ;  I  would  humbly  propoee,  in- 
etMd  of  the  younker  knitting  etockinge,  to  put 
a  stock  and  horn  into  hit  hands.  A  firiead  of 
mine,  who  it  poaitirely  the  ableet  judge  on  the 
tnbjcct  I  h«Te  ever  met  with,  and  thoogh  an 
unknown,  it  yet  a  tnperior  artitt  with  die  Bu~ 
tin,  u  quite  charoied  with  Allan's  manner.  I 
got  him  a  peep  of  the  Gentle  Shepherd ;  and 
he  pronounces  Allan  a  moet  original  artiel  of 
great  excellence. 

For  my  part,  I  look  on  Mr.  AUan*s  ehooaing 
my  fdTourite  poem  for  hie  eufcgect,  to  be  one 
of  the  highest  oom]diments  I  have  ever  re- 
ceived. 

I  am  quite  vexed  at  Players  being  cooped  up 
in  Fiance,  as  it  will  put  an  entire  stop  to  our 
work.  Now,  and  for  sis  or  seven  months,  I 
akaU  be  quiU  I'a  soa^,  as  you  shall  aee  by  and 
by.  I  got  an  air,  pretty  enoagh,  oompoeed  by 
Lady  Eliiabeth  Heron  of  Heron,  which  she 
calls  Tkg  Bank$  of  One,  Cree  ie  a  beautiful 
romantic  stream :  and  as  her  Ladyship  is  a  par- 
tieulsr  friend  of  mine^  I  have  written  the  fol- 
lowing song  to  it. 


(  The  BamkB  of  Orm,  p.  SM.) 


m0m<m 


No.  UL 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

Jai^.  1794. 
la  there  no  news  yet  of  Pleyel?  Or  ie  your 
wofk  to  be  at  a  dead  stq|>,  until  the  allies  set 
oar  modem  Orpheus  at  liber^  from  the  aa- 
vage  thraldom  of  demoeratie  discords?  Alaa 
die  day!  And  woe*s  me!  That  auapicious 
period,  pregnant  with  the  happiness  of  mil- 


I  have  presented  a  copy  of  your  songs  to  the 
daughter  of  a  much-valued,  and  mnch-honoured 
fnend  of  mine,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.  I  wrote, 
•n  the  blank  tide  of  the  title  page,  the  feDowiag 
address  to  the  young  hMiy. 


Hias,  where  the  Cloottiah  muse  immortal  lives» 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  joia'^ 

Accept  the  gifit ;  though  humble  he  who  givea. 
Rich  ie  the  t^bute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffian  fiMlinf^  in  thy  breaet. 
Discordant  jsr  thy  bosom-chords  among  ; 

But  peaee  attune  thy  gentle  eoul  to  rest, 
Or  love  ecstatic  wake  his  seraph  eong. 

Or  pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears. 

As  modeet  want  the  tale  o#  woe  reveab ; 

While  oonsdoiis  virtue  all  the  strain  endcani 
And  heaven-born  piety  her  sanctioa  aeala. 


N0.LUI. 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MT  oxAa  tia,  Edifihwrght  tOlA  Aug,  1794. 
I  owi  you  an  apology  for  having  so  long  de- 
layed to  acknowledge  the  fiivour  of  your  last. 
I  fear  it  will  be  ae  you  say,  I  shall  have  no 
more  song*  from  Pleyei  till  France  and  we  are 
friends ;  but,  neverthelees,  I  am  very  deairous 
to  be  prepared  with  the  poetry,  and  ae  the  sea- 
eon  approaches  in  which  your  muse  of  Coila  vi- 
sits you,  I  trust  I  shall,  as  formerly,  be  frequent- 
ly gratified  with  the  reeult  of  yoar  amorow  aad 
tender  interviewa ! 


No.  LIV. 


o  A  portion  oT  this  letter  has  teen  left  out,  flat 
sons  thst  wiU  be  easily  imagined.— Cvaaia. 


THE  POET  TO  BIR.  THOMSON. 

S(MA  Auguid,  1794. 

The  last  evening,  as  I  was  straying  out  aad 
thinking  0^  0*er  ikt  kUl$  and  far  awe,  1 
spun  the  following  stanaa  for  it ;  but  whether 
my  spinniog  will  deserve  to  be  laid  up  in  store 
like  the  precious  thread  of  the  silk-worm,  or 
brushed  to  the  devil,  like  the  vile  manafactara 
of  the  apider,  I  leave,  my  deer  Sir,  to  yoar  usual 
candid  eritidsm.  I  was  pleaaed  with  eeveral 
lines  in  it  at  firvt ;  but  I  own,  that  now,  it  ap> 
peart  rather  a  flimsy  busineie. 

This  is  just  a  hasty  sketch,  until  I  see  who 
ther  it  be  worth  a  critique.  We  have  many 
eailor  eongs ;  but,  as  far  as  I  at  present  reeoU 
leet,  they  are  mostly  the  eflfusions  of  the  jovial 
'  eailor,  not  the  wailiogt  of  his  love-lorn  mis- 
tress. I  must  here  make  one  sweet  exeeptioa 
— Sweti  Amnie  frat  t/be  SochUaeh 
Now  for  the  song.  - 

{On  the  Ma$  and  far  aiMijr,  p,  819.) 
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I  fiw  ymi  lMf«  to  ibaN  ikb  MBg^  bat  do  k 
k  dkB  ^urit  of  ehrklbB  BwckneHi 


NaLY. 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POST. 

KT  DBAft  UB,      Edinburgh,  \6ih  Sept.  1794. 

You  have  aoticipoted  mj  opinion  of,  O*  Ab 
teas  and  far  awajf;  I  do  not  think  it  ono  of 
your  very  happjr  produetMoa*  though  it  ccr> 
tainl/  ooDtains  tttnsaa  that  are  worthy  of  all  ac- 
ceptation. 

The  second  is  the  leaat  to  my  liking,  parti- 
cularly **  Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy.*'  Con- 
foood  the  bullets !  It  might  perhaps  be  object- 
ed to  the  third  verse,  *'  At  the  starless  mid- 
night hour,"  that  it  haa  too  much  grandeur  of 
imagery,  and  that  greater  simplicity  of  thought 
would  have  better  suited  the  charneter  of  a  sai- 
lor's sweetheart.  The  tune,  it  must  be  re« 
membered,  is  of  the  brisk,  cheerful  kind.  Upon 
the  whole,  therefore,  in  my  humble  opinion,  the 
song  would  be  better  adapted  to  the  tune,  if  it 
consisted  only  of  the  first  aad  last  verses,  with 
die  choniases. 


No.  LVL 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Sept,  1794. 

I  SHALL  withdraw  my.  On  the  seae  and  far 
•ueayf  altogether :  it  it  unequal,  and  unworthy 
the  work.  Alaking  a  poem  w  like  begetting  a' 
son :  yuu  cannot  kuow  whether  you  have  a  wise 
man  or  a  f'Hil,  until  you  produce  him  to  the 
world  and  try  him. 

Fur  that  reanon  I  >^end  you  the  offspring  of 
my  brain,  ahi.rtivn*  and  all ;  and,  as  such,  pray 
look  over  them,  and  forgive  them,  and  burn 
them.*  I  am  flattered  at  your  adopting,  Ca* 
the  ycwu  to  the  hnowes,  as  it  was  owing  to  me 
that  ever  it  saw  the  light.  About  seven  years 
ago  I  was  well  acquainted  with  a  worthy  little 
fellow  of  a  clergyman,  a  Mr.  Clunie,  who  sung 
it  charmingly  ;  and,  at  my  requctt,  Mr.  Clarkr 
took  it  down  from  his  singing.  When  I  gave 
it  to  Johnson,  I  added  sonie  stansas  to  the  aong, 
and  mended  others,  but  stiU  it  will  not  do  for 
you.  In  a  solitary  stroll  which  I  took  to-day, 
1  tried  my  hand  on  a  few  pastoral  lines,  follow- 
ing up  the  idea  of  the  chorus,  which  I  would 
presetve.  Here  it  is,  with  all  its  enulities  and 
imperfections  on  its  head. 


•  Thif  Vlrgilian  order  of  the  poet  ibouM,  I  think, 
be  disobeyed  with  r«pcet  to  the  sons  In^qnesUon, 
the  aeoond  ftania  excepted. — Nett  by  Mr, 

Doctois  difltr.    The  otaleecSon  to  the 
does  not  strike  the  Editor.— Cuaaia. 


^Iflw) 


(  Ga'  Of  jfOfM  U  At 


I  ahall  give  yon  my  opinkm  of 
oewly  adopted  toogi  my  int  aenbbliflf  U> 


No.  LYIL 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

SeptnAer,  ITM^ 
Do  m  know  a  Uaekguard  Iriah  song,  edU 
Oiw^*«  water^faOf  The  air  ia  cbaraia^ 
and  I  havt  often  regretted  the  want  of  deesift 
veraes  to  it.  It  is  too  maeh,  at  least  for  mf 
humble  msCic  muse,  to  expect  that  every  cAit 
of  hers  shaO  have  merit;  atiU  I  tki^  thai  it  ia 
better  to  have  mediocre  vcnes  to  a  fovowiti 
air,  than  none  at  all  On  this  principle  I  kawt 
all  along  proceeded  in  the  Scots  Mnaieal  Ma- 
seum,  and  as  that  pvUicatkHi  ia  in  ita  laat  vo- 
lume,  I  intend  the  following  aong,  to  tha  air 
above  mentioned,  for  that  work. 

If  it  does  not  aait  yon  aa  an  editor,  yon  ai^ 
be  pleased  to  have  vcnes  to  it  that  yon  eaa  dag 
before  ladies. 

(Sae/asen  wert  her  rvngUte^  p.  22S.) 

Not  to  eompare  small  things  with  greil,  wf 
taste  in  music  is  like  the  mighty  Predcnek  of 
Prussia's  taste  in  painting :  we  are  told  that  be 
frequently  admired  what  the  connoiaae«n  de- 
cried, and  always  without  any  hypocrisy  eoo- 
fessed  his  admiration.  I  am  sensible  that  my 
taste  in  music  mu»t  be  inelegant  and  vulgar, 
because  people  of  undisputed  and  cultivated  taste 
can  find  no  merit  ia  my  fevouritc  tunes.  Still,* 
because  I  am  cheaply  pleaaed,  is  thai  any  rea- 
son why  I  shoukl  deny  myself  that  pleaaore  \ 
Many  of  our  strathspeys,  ancient  and  modera, 
give  me  the  moat  exquisite  enjoyment,  where 
you  and  other  judgea  woukl  probably  be  show- 
ing disgust  For  instance,  I  am  juet  now  mak- 
ing verses  fiir  Rothemmrehe'e  Ramt^  aa  air 
which  pots  me  in  raptures  ;  and  in  foct,  anlsas 
I  be  pleased  widi  the  tune,  I  never  can  auke 
verses  to  it.  Here  I  have  Clarke  on  my  aids^ 
who  is  a  judge  that  I  will  pit  against  any  of 
you.  ••  Bodemnrthe,**  he  saya.  •«  is  aa  air 
both  original  and  beautifol ;"  and  on  hn  mao- 
mendation  I  have  taken  the  firat  part  of  the 
tune  for  a  chorua,  and  the  fourth  or  last  part 
for  the  song.  1  am  bnt  two  stanaaa  deep  ia  the 
work,  and  possibly  you  may  think,  and  jmdft 
that  the  poetry  ia  aa  little  worth  yow  attcoliaa 
as  the  mnaic* 

I  have  begun  anew.  Let  me  in  tkh  em  ni§kL 
Do  you  think  that  we  ought  to  retain  the  oU 
chorua  ?     I  think  we  most  retain  both  tha  old 


a  In  the  orWtaal  follow  here  two  ( 
»  Leslie  wf  the  bot.whita  loeka.* 
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ebonu  and  the  first  ttann  of  the  old  iong.  1 
do  not  altogether  like  the  third  line  of  the  first 
stanxa,  but  cannot  alter  it  to  please  myseliL  I 
am  jnst  three  stanzas  deep  in  it.  Would  yva 
hare  the  demouement  to  be  successful  or  other- 
wise ?— should  she  **  let  him  in**  or  not. 

Did  you  not  once  propose  7^  Sow*i  tail  to 
Georditj  at  an  air  for  ytNir  work  ?  I  am  quite 
delighted  with  it ;  but  I  acknowledge  that  is 
no  mark  of  ita  real  excellence.  1  once  set  about 
▼eraea  for  it,  which  I  meant  to  be  in  the  alter- 
nate way  of  a  lorer  and  his  mistreM  chanting 
together.  I  hare  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
Bin.  Thomson's  Christian  name,  and  yottra»  I 
am  afraid,  is  rather  burlesque  for  sentiment, 
else  I  had  meant  to  hare  made  you  the  hero 
and  heroine  of  the  little  |riece. 

How  do  you  like  the  folbwing  epigram, 
which  I  wrote  the  other  day  on  a  lovely  young 
gtil*s  reooirery  from  a  fsTerf  Doctor  Bffazwdii 
was  the  phyndan  who  seemingly  sared  bar 
from  the  grave ;  and  to  him  I  addrsaa  the  fol- 
lowing:—- 


TO  DR.  MAXWELL, 

ON  MISS  JMMT  STA10*a  &BCOTXaT« 

BIazwsll,  if  merit  hers  yoo  erare, 

That  merit  1  deny :   ' 
You  save  fsir  Jessy  from  the  gsave ! 

An  angel  oouki  not  die  ! 

God  grant  you  patience  with  this  stupid 
epistle* 


NaLVIlL 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

I  rsacsivs  the  sprightly  muse  is  now  at- 
tendant upon  her  (avourile  poet,  whose  wood- 
notes  wild  art  becoaie  as  enchanting  as  erer. 
Shit  tayt  sAe  2o'e«  me  hoti  o*  a',  is  one  of  the 
pleasantest  table  songs  I  have  seen,  and  hence- 
forth shall  be  mine  when  the  song  is  going 
round.  1*11  give  Cunningham  a  copy  ;  he  can 
more  powerhilly  proclaim  its  merit.  I  am  fiur 
from  undervaluing  your  taste  for  the  strathspey 
music ;  on  the  contrary,  I  think  it  highly  ani^ 
mating  and  agreeable^  and  that  some  oS  the 
strathspeys,  when  graced  with  sneh  verses  as 
yours,  will  make  very  pleasing  songs,  in  die 
same  way  that  roogh  ChristiaM  are  tampered 
and  softened  by  lovdy  woman,  without  whom, 
you  know,  they  had  been  brnteiu 

I  am  clear  for  having  the  Sow*9  Udt^  parti- 
edarhr  as  jou  proposed  versss  to  it  are  so  ez- 
tnmay  prkmismg.  Geordie»  as  yon  observe, 
is  a  name  only  fit  for  burlaqna  compoaition. 
Ma.  Thomson's  oama  (KadiariM)  it  not  at 


all  poetical.  Retain  Jeanie,  therefore,  and 
make  the  other  Jaroie»  or  any  other  that  sounds 
agreeably. 

Your  Ca*  the  ynPM,  is  a  precious  little  mor- 
cean.  Indeed  I  am  perfectly  astonished  and 
charmed  with  the  endless  variety  of  your  foncy. 
Here  let  me  ask  you,  whether  you  never  serious- 
ly turned  your  thoughts  upon  dramatic  writing  ? 
That  ie>a  field  worthy  of  your  genius,  in  which 
it  might  shine  forth  in  all  ita  splendour.  One 
or  two  sucocesfol  pieces  upon  the  Loodoa  stage 
would  make  your  fortune.  The  rage  at  present 
is  fiir  musical  dramas;  few  or  none  of  thaw 
which  have  appeared  since  the  Duenna,  pos- 
sess much  poetical  merit :  there  is  little  in  the 
conduct  of  th^  fable,  or  in  the  dialogue,  to  inter- 
eat  the  audience.  They  are  chiefly  vehicles  for 
music  and  pageantry.  I  think  you  might  product 
a  comic  opera  in  three  acts,  which  would  live 
by  tha  poetry,  at  the  same  time  that  it  would  bt 
proper  tp  take  every  assistance  from  her  tun^ 
ful  sister.  Part  of  the  songs  of  course  would 
be  to  bur  fiivourite  Scottish  airs  ;  the  rest  might 
be  left  with  the  London  composer— Storace  foe 
Drury-lane,  or  Shi<?ld  for  Covent-garden ;  both 
of  them  very  able  «nd  popular  musicians.  1  b&> 
lieve  that  interest  und  mancsuvring  are  (rften  ne- 
cessary to  have  a  drama  brought  on  :  so  it  v*t 
be  with  the  namby  pamby  tribe  of  flowery 
scribblers ;  but  were  you  to  address  Mr.  Sheri- 
dan himself  by  letter,  and  send  him  a  dramatic 
pieces  I  am  persuaded  he  would,  for  the  honour 
of  genius,  give  it  a  fair  and  candid  triaL  Kz- 
euse  mt  fiir  obtruding  these  hints  upon  your  eoi^ 
stderation.* 


No.  LIX. 


THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

Edinburgh,  lUh  October,  1794. 

Ths  last  eight  days  have  been  devoted  to  the 
re-examination  of  d>e  Scottish  collections.  I 
have  read,  and  sung,  and  fiddled,  and  consider- 
ed, till  I  am  half  blind  and  wholly  stupid.  The 
few  airs  I  have  added,  are  enclosed. 

Peter  Pindar  has  at  length  sent  me  all  the 
songs  I  expected  from  him,  which  are  in  gener- 
al elegant  and  beautiful.  Have  you  heard  of  a 
London  collection  of  Scottish  airs  and  songa^ 
just  published  by  Mr.  Ritson,  an  Englishman. 
I  shall  send  you  a  copy.  His  btroductory  es- 
say on  the  subject  is  curious,  and  evinces  great 
reading  and  research,  but  does  not  decide  the 
question  as  to  the  origin  of  our  mekMiies; 
though  he  shows  clearly  that  Mr.  Tytler,  in  his 
iagtnioos  dissertation,  has  adduced  no  sort  of 
proof  of  the  hypothesis  ht  wished  to  establish  ; 
and  that  his  classification  of  the  airs,  aeoording 


e  Onrbsrd  hadbsftwe 
esnainly  took  it  so  for  imo 
asst  about  for  a  suliiest 


eonsidefatkm,  as  to 


414 


BURNS'  WORKa 


to  die  ens  wlien  they  were  eompowd,  ie  mere 
hney  and  ocmjectore.  Oo  John  Pinkerton,  Eeq. 
he  hu  no  mercy  ;  but  consigns  him  to  damna- 
tion !  He  snarb  at  my  publication,  on  the  wore 
of  Pindar  being  engaged  to  wi-ite  mnga  fur  it ; 
ancandidly  and  unjustly  leaving  it  to  be  inferred, 
that  the  songs  of  Scottish  writers  had  been  sent 
a-packing  to  make  room  for  Peter's  !  Of  yon  he 
•peaks  with  some  respect,  but  gives  you  a  pasa- 
ing  hit  or  two,  for  daring  to  dre«s  up  a  little 
some  old  foolish  songs  for  the  Aluseum.  His 
sets  of  the  Scottisli  airs  are  taken,  he  says,  from 
the  oldest  collections  and  the  lie^t  avthoritica ; 
many  of  them,  however,  hare  such  a  strange  as- 
pect, and  are  so  unlike  the  sets  which  are  sung 
by  every  person  of  taste,  old  or  young,  in  town 
or  country,  that  we  ran  scarcely  recognize  the 
^tures  of  our  faToorites.  By  going  to  the  oId««t 
eoliections  of  our  music,  it  does  not  follow  that 
we  find  the  melodies  in  their  original  state. 
These  melodies  bad  been  preitcrved,  we  knbw 
not  how  long,  by  oral  communicat'on,  before  be- 
ing collected  and  printed  ;  and  as  different  per- 
ioiia  aing  the  same  air  Tery  differently,  accord- 
ing to  their  accurate  or  confined  recollection  of 
it,  ao  even  supposing  the  first  collectors  to  have 
possessed  the  industry,  the  taste  and  discernment 
to  choose  the  best  they  could  hear,  (which  iifor 
from  certain),  still  it  must  evidently  be  a  chance, 
whether  the  collections  exhibit  any  of  the  me- 
lodies in  the  state  they  were  first  composed. 
In  selecting  the  melodies  for  my  own  collection, 
I  have  been  as  much  guided  by  the  living  as  by 
,  the  dead.  Where  thew  dif&red,  I  preferred  the 
seta  thit  appeared  to  me  the  most  simple  and 
beautiful,  and  the  most  generally  approved ; 
and,  without  meaning  any  compliment  to  my 
own  capability  of  choosing,  or  speaking  of  the 
pains  I  have  taken,  I  flatter  myself  that  my  sets 
will  be  found  equally  freed  from  vulgar  errors  on 
the  one  hand,  and  afiected  graces  on  the  other. 


No.  LX. 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

MT  DSAR  rnisMD,         }dth  October,  1794^ 

Bt  4liis  moming't  post  1  have  your  list,  and, 
in  general,  1  highly  approve  of  it.  I  shall,  at 
more  leisure,  give  yon  a  critique  on  the  whole* 
Clarke  goes  to  your  town  by  to-day *s  fly,  and 
I  wbh  you  would  call  on  him  and  take  his  opi- 
nion in  general :  you  know  his  taste  is  a  stand- 
ard. He  will  return  here  again  in  a  week  or 
two ;  so,  please  do  not  mi«  asking  for  hinu  One 
thing  1  hope  he  will  do,  persaade  you  to  »- 
dopt  my  fivourite,  Craigie^imm'WOod,  in  your 
ejection  :  It  is  as  great  a  favonrite  of  hb  as  of 
mine.  The  lady  on  whom  it  waa  made  is  one 
of  the  finest  women  in  Scotland  ;  and,  in  &et, 
(wntrt  nomt)  »  in  a  manner  to  me  what  8ctrM*s 
Elixa  was  to  him—a  mistress^  n  friend,  or  whit 
ydu  will,  in  the  fuiieleas  simplicity  of  Platonle 


love.  (Now  don  t  pat  any  of  yoor  sqnmting 
Goostmctions  on  this,  or  have  any  clishmadaivcr 
about  it  among  our  acquaintanoeii.)  I  aasnrt 
you  that  to  my  lovely  fnend  yon  are  bAebtod  fiir 
many  of  your  best  songs  of  mine.  Do  yon  think 
that  the  sober  gin  horse  routine  of  ezislenee, 
could  inspire  a  man  with  life,  and  lore,  and  jay 
— could  fire  him  with  eothosiasm,  or  melc  his 
with  pathoa,  equal  to  the  genius  of  yimr  book .' 
— No !  no  !— ^Whenever  I  want  to  he  more  than 
ordinary  in  soh^  .*  to  be  in  some  degree  equal 
to  your  diviner  airs— do  yon  imagine  I  fitot  aad 
pray  for  the  celestial  emanation  ?  Tomi  mm 
coafratrc  /  I  have  a  glorious  recipe ;  Uie  very 
one  that  lor  his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  d^ 
vinity  of  healing  and  poetry,  when  erat  he  piped 
to  the  flocks  of  Admetns.  I  put  myaelf  in  a  re- 
gimen of  admiring  a  fine  woman  ;  and  in  propor- 
tion to  the  adorabiHty  of  her  charma,  in  proper- 
tion  you  are  delighted  with  my  verses.  The  light- 
ning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Pamassns,  and 
the  witchery  of  her  amile  the  divinity  of  Heli- 
con ! 

To  deaeend  to  bosinesa  ;  if  yon  like  my  idea 
of,  Whtn  sAe  com  bem  the  6o66tl,  the  followiaf 
stanaas  of  mine,  altered  a  little  from  what  Acy 
were  formerly  when  set  to  snother  air,  may  per 
hapa  do  inatciod  of  worse  ataanas. 

SAW  YE  MY  PHELY. 


(Qmaaidical  PhiOU.) 
*«  When  she 


O  Mw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ?  ' 
O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
She's  down  i'  the  grove,  wi*  a  new  love, 
She  wtooa  cone  hame  to  her  Willie. 

What  aays  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  ? 
What  says  she,  my  deareat,  my  Phely  ? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit  that  aha  has  thse  fiafi^ 
And  (or  ever  diaowOa  thee  her  Willie. 

O  had  I  ne*er  eeen  thee,  my  Phely ! 
O  had  I  ne*er  seen  thee,  my  Phely  ! 
Aa  light  SB  the  air,  and  fense  aa  tho«*a  fnr, 
Thou'a  broken  the  heart  o*  thy  WiUicw 


Now  for  a  few  mieoeDaaooos  nosarka.  The 
Pome  (in  the  Mnaenm),  is  my  enmpoaition  t 
the  air  waa  taken  down  from  Mrs.  Bams* 
voice.  It  is  well  known  in  the  West  Oson* 
try,  but  the  old  words  are  traah.  By  the  hf% 
take  a  k>ok  at  the  tune  again,  and  tell  me  if  yos 
do  not  think  it  is  the  original  from  which  Ices- 
iin  Cattle  is  composed.  The  second  part,  ii 
particular,  for  the  firat  two  or  three  hare,  ia  es- 
actly  the  old  air.  StnikaUam'e  Lmmemi  'm 
mine ;  the  mufic  ia  by  o«r  right-tnssty  and  d^- 
aervedhr  well-beUived,  AOnn  Mnstertae.  i>»- 
nocht-iead,  b  not  niqi:  I  wonid  ptt  tn 
ponndi  it  wars.    It  appswid  iiat  in  the  £din> 
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bargli  Herald ;  tnd  came  to  the  Editor  of  that 
Mper  with  the  Newcastle  poet-mark  oo  it.  * 
Wkiitl€  o*er  the  lam  o*t  »  inioe ;  the  music 
Mid  to  be  by  a  John  Bmee,  a  orlebrated  Tiolia 
player  in  Dnmfriet,  about  the  beginning  of  this 
century.  This  I  'know,  Bruce,  who  was  an 
honest  man,  though  a  red.wud  Highland  man, 
eonstantly  claimed  it ;  and  by  all  the  old  muu- 
cal  people  here,  it  belietred  to  be  the  author  of  it. 

Andrew  and  kis  euiiy  gum.  The  eong  to 
which  this  ie  set  in  the  Museom,  b  mine ;  and 
was  composed  on  Mi««  Enphemia  Murray,  of 
Lintroee,  commonly  and  deeenredly  called  the 
Flower  of  Strathmore. 

How  long  and  drtarg  U  CAe  night,  I  met 
with  some  such  words  in  a  oollcetion  of  songs 
somewhere,  which  I  altered  and  enlarged  ;  and 
to  please  you,  and  to  suit  your  fiavourite  air,  I 
have  taken  a  stride  or  two  across  my  room,  uid' 
have  arranged  it  anew,  aa  you  will  find  on  the 
other  page. 

{Bow  kmg  and  drtarg  it  tkg  might,  p,  S05.) 

Tell  me  how  you  like  this.  I  difler  from 
TOur  idea  of  the  expression  of  the^one.  There 
m,  to  me,  a  great  d^  of  tendernees  in  it.  You 
eanoot,  in  my  opinion,  dispense  with  a  baaa  to 
your  addenda  aira.  A  lady  of  my  acquaintanoe, 
a  nUed  performer,  plays  uid  sings  at  the  same 
time  so  charmingly,  that  I  shall  nerer  bear  to 
tee  any  of  her  songs  sent  into  the  world  as  na- 
kM^  ss  Mr.  What'd'ye-call-um  has  done  in  his 
L«indon  oollection.f 

These  English  songs  gravel  roe  to  death.  I 
have  not  that  command  of  the  language  that  I 
hare  ef  my  native  tongue.  I  have  been  at 
Duncan  Grag^  to  dress  it  in  English,  but  all  I 
can  do  ia  deplorably  stupid.     For  instance : 

{Ltt  not  womtam  e'er  eoMiilatii,  p.  209. ) 

Since  the  above,  I  have  been  nut  in  the  coun- 
try taking  a  dinner  with  a  friend,  where  I  met 
With  the  lady  whom  I  mentioned  in  the  second 
page  in  this  odds-and-enda  of  a  letter.  As  usu- 
al, I  got  I'nlo  tong ;  and  returning  home,  I  com- 
poeed  the  following. 

(  SUep*ai  thou,  or  wah*tt  thou,faireai  creatmrt, 

p,  SS&.) 

If  you  honour  my  verses  by  setting  the  air  to 
tfiem,  I  will  vamp  up  the  old  eong,  and  make 
it  English  enough  to  be  understood. 

I  enclose  you  a  musical  ecr.osity,  an  East 
Indian  air,  which  you  wouL  swear  was  a  Scot- 
tish one.  I  know  the  authenticity  of  it,  as  the 
gentleman  who  brought  it  over  is  a  particular 
aoqnaintacoe  of  mine.  Do  prsesrvs  me  the 
«opy  I  tend  yon,  as  it  is  the  only  one  I  kava. 


Garke  has  set  a  base  to  it*  and  I  intend  pr  t- 
ting  it  into  the  Musical  Muaeum.  Here  fol- 
low the  verses  I  intend  for  it. 


(  The  anld  man,  p.  225.) 

I  would  be  obliged  to  you  if  you  would  pro- 
cure me  a  sight  of  Ritwrn's  collection  of  Eng- 
lish songs,  which  you  mention  in  your  letter. 
I  will  thank  you  for  another  information,  and 
that  as  speedily  as  you  please  t  wbether  thia 
miwrable  drawling  hoteh-potch  epistle  haa  not 
completely  tired  you  of  my  correqwndeoM  ? 


^ 


•  The  leader  wiU  be  enrioua  to  see  this 
w  Ttalssd  by  Buna,    See  p.  141. 


Ml.  lUiMm. 


No.  LXL 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET 

Edinburgh,  ^tth  October,  1794. 

I  AX  sensible,  my  dear  friend,  that  a  genuine 
poet  can  no  more  exist  without  his  mistress  twok 
liis  meat.  I  wish  I  knew  the  adorable  At, 
whoee  bright  eyes  and  witching  smiles  have  so 
often  enraptured  the  Scottish  bard  !  that  I  might 
drink  her  sweet  health  when  the  toast  is  going 
round.  Craigh-Jmm-wood,  must  certainly  be 
adopted  into  my  family,  since  she  is  the  object 
of  the  song ;  but  in  the  name  of  deoeney,  I  must 
beg  a  new  chorus  verse  from  you.  O  to  be  ig» 
ing  beyond  thee,  dearie,  is  perhape  a  consum- 
mation to  be  wiehed,  but  will  not  do  for  singing 
in  the  company  of  ladiee.  The  aungs  in  your 
last  will  do  you  lasting  credit,  and  suit  the  re- 
spective airs  charmingly.  I  am  perfectly  of  your 
opinion  with  reepect  to  the  additional  aira.  The 
idea  c^  sending  them  into  the  world  naked  ae 
they  were  bom  was  ongeneroua.  They  moet  all 
be  clothed  and  made  decent  by  our  friend  Clarke. 

I  find  I  am  anticipated  by  the  friendly  Cun- 
ningham, in  sending  your  Ritson's  Scottish  col- 
lection. Permit  me,  therefore,  to  present  you 
with  his  English  collection,  which  yon  will  re* 
ceive  by  the  roach.  I  do  not  find  his  hbtoriea 
essay  on  Scottiah  song  interesting.  Your  anec- 
dotes and  miscellaneous  remarka  will,  I  am  wan, 
be  much  more  so.  Allan  has  just  sketched  a 
charming  demgn  from  Maggie  Lauder.  She  is 
dancing  with  such  spirit  aa  to  electrify  the  piper, 
who  seeme  almoet  dancing  too,  while  he  is  play- 
ing with  the  moet  exouivite  glee. 

I  am  much  inclined  to  get  a  small  copy,  and 
to  have  it  engraved  in  the  style  of  Ilitson*e 
prints. 

P.  S. — Pray,  what  do  your  anecdotca  any 
concerning  Maggie  Lauder  $  waa  ahe  a  real 
peremuige^  and  of  what  r^nk  ?  You  wouM  sor^ 
ly  ^ptcr  for  ktr  if  yom  oa*d  at  AMtiuthm 


BURNS'  woaca.' 


Mo.LXn. 
THE  POET  TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


Mavi  ibuka  to  f  on,  atf  dor 
piianit  ■.  it  B  t  book  of  tlM  Dtma 
n  Of.     I  luTc  ndcrdax  Ingiiii  i 
fcc  far  fOBr  wnrk.      I  intnil  dnwiog 
't  latter  to  TOO,  vkioh  *ii! 


fit  oLd  MBg^  be.  it  irould  be  iopowbla  tc 
Om  work  ■  be^iDoiag,  4  middh,  ind  u 
whioh  tb«  cntirm  iuiu  to  be  dwiuttty  : 
mrj  ID  ft  work.  la  my  litt,  1  told  jo 
otgrctitBe  to  the  Hinj  you  hid  •elected  for  M§ 
Ipdfiuf  u  ■"•  U*  coiU  groxmd.  Oo  Dy 
Ibc  other  (Uy  to  my  fkir  ChkrH,  (lUt  i 
poetii  HUM  of  Ibe  lovely  goddon  of  my  iuipi. 
ntion),  alie  mcgeited  u  iilci,  wbieh  I,  i 


(CUBrU,p.  197.) 


How  do  ya«  like  the  Bmplinty  ud  tcoc 
tl  thh  putoni  I     I  think  it  pntly  wdL 

1  kike  yoB  far  enleripg  to  ctodidJy  i 
kiadly  into  the  etoi?  of  Jtb  cbrt  Ami*. 


ilyooiD 


i^lut 


!U"i 


which  1  deeply  fal  ud  highly  mieimte;  fa 
WBehov,  it  does  not  meke  noeh  a  fifai* 
pony  ■■  thu  other  epedie  of  the  pHBil^ 

"  When  Lore  ie  liboty,  tad  Nuvn  hw. 

HuBcilly  ipeikiag,  the  Gnl  ie  u  ioelnimi 
of  which  the  gunut  ii  icuity  ud  om&Ded,  I 
the  lo«*  inupr^itdy  »eet ;  while  the  1 
hm  fowttt  teal  to  ell  the  istdltctul  BKidu 
tJDDi  of  tU  hDmiD  iDul.  Still,  I  un  >  *i 
poet  U  my  eDtbauUB  of  Ibe  puioB.  1 
wdfiui  ud  bapplDen  of  the  briimd  otjeot 
(1m  int  ud  iaTiobih  utiiBrai  thu  ptmr 
my  Hwl ;  ud  wh«IrTV  pleaiun*  I  mighl  w 
for.  or  whiliver  might  be  the  nplun*  ll 


>t  principle,  il 


e  pleu. 


:,  I  thiak  dw  ihift  ■  fiw  ik 


tuMy't  Te^TiUe 
ni  for  u  En^iA  drss  M  /Mr 
ZteinTy  0MM,  e*  iollowl . — 

(CM>*p.I96.) 

II  mey  think  mtuly  et  thk,  brt  tito  i 
I  ih*  boabaat  orifiul,  ud  yoa  «3  be 
>h1  lh«I  1  here  mnd*  eo  mneh  «f  tl.     I 

I  myioif  IS  Ralhtmmnit't  Rati! 

po  OiAe  M  senalt.  ■  ta  tk«  M  rf 


AlheUH 


ijrht.  are  refolirly  imaded. 
„11.   if  not.  Iwillimert  '- '-  -' 

I  iin  001  of  Mmper  thil  na  •hoiM  Ml  ■ 
tret,  lO  tndrr  u  air,  ■  Diil  lak  fit*  nn, 
,  the  r»olUi  old  mw.  Y«  tdh  of  the  ^Ifi- 
»  of  S»  !■  atr  /"'*«'  I  ■>T  biam^  tk> 
Ml  is  gvU  to  btM  I     BeudM,  tk«  <y  im^ 

cotiiih  lugoi^  'a  otiginelly.  aad  m  tbo  Mr- 
'  FilLtiiim.  a  boBgliai  law  inutaboa  of  the 
coltish  nuBBtr,  by  thai  gmm  Tom  D'lle%i 


*«! 


roeity  diadaini  the 

DoqaiiiDf  of  nj  own  powore  »  giit  j 
niiety  nmigh  in  Englitb  MBf,  1  han  fai 
tdrvinf  ovrr  old  colleetioai,  to  pink  oat  aof 
of  which  the  mafliure  ia  eomethiDg  nmilar 
what  1  want ;  aad  with  a  little  alteration,  to 
to  Hit  the  rhyme  of  ibe  air  eiactly,  U  (ire  y 
them  for  your  work.  Whrn  tlw  ^onp  )u 
Uthario  Inn  bat  little  noticad,  nor  han  ti 


Du.      Then  ■  a  pntty  Eatl>>b  •°*(  bj  Ska- 
[  tiMhl  aapcrior  to  D'Difty'a.     It  betis^ 
When  eaUa  aitbt  aach  dtoofUf  plut  ■•■ 


y,  li'ndemeee,  aad  lore-     I  haT*  B|iia  f 
ni  my  Haf  to  the  to**  a*  foOowa.* 
Ndu  for  my  Eofliah  aoDg  is  Alaaqr't  te  lie 


<H  .  (bia  air,  I  think,  mitbt  Sad  a  plan  a- 
«  yuur  handnd,  a>  L«r  nyi  of  hie  kaifb*' 
.ou  kwow  the  hiMoiyoftha  air?  It  iati- 
1  cnMRh.  A  good  maay  )aw»  i(i>.  III. 
fi  Miller,  writer  ia  your  good  luar^  a  f^ 


r  frirad  darha  j  aad  talkiaf  d 


ha  •■«  k  Ha  tal  itf  taM  *■■  It  |k  1 A 


CORRESPONUKMCE. 


m 


CUrke,  partly  by  way  of  joke,  told  him  to  keep   more  IWchanalUn  than  amoroui  in  itf  oatsre, 


/ 


to  the  black  keys  of  the  harpeichord,  anii  pre- 
serve 6ome  kind  of  rhyme ;  and  he  would  io- 
fidlibly  compose  a  Scots  air.  Certain  it  is  that, 
in  t  few  days,  Mr.  Miller  produced  the  rudi- 
ments of  an  air,  which  Mr.  Clarke,  with  some 
touche*  and  correctious,  fiuhioned  into  the  tune 
in  question.  Riuon,  you^  know,  baa  the  same 
story  of  the  Black  /i'sys;  but  this  account 
which  I  have  just  given  you,  Mr.  Clarke  in> 
formed  me  of,  iieveral  years  ago.  Now  to  shew 
you  how  difficult  it  is  to  trace  the  origin  of  our 
airs,  I  have  heard  it  repeatedly  aswrtcd  that  this 
was  an  Irish  air  ;  nay,  I  met  with  an  Irish  gen- 
tleman who  affirmed  he  had  beard  it  in  Ireland 
among  the  old  women;  while,  on  the  ether 
band,  a  Countess  informed  me,  that  the  first 
pemon  who  introduced  the  air  into  this  cotintry, 
was  a  baronet's  lady  of  her  aoquaintanoe,  who 
took  down  the  notes  Avm  an  itinerant  piper  in 
the  Isle  of  Man.  How  difficult  then  to  ascer- 
tain the  truth  respecting  our  poesy  and  music ' 
I»  myself,  have  lately  seen  a  couple  of  ballads 
•uog  through  the  streets  of  Dumfries,  with 
my  name  at  the  head  of  them  as  the  author, 
though  it  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  seen 
them. 

I  thank  you  for  admitting  Craigie-bmm-' 
wood;  and  I  shall  take  cire  to  furnish  you  with 
a  new  chorus.  In  fact,  the  chorus  was  not  my 
work,  but  a  part  of  some  old  verses  to  the  air. 
If  I  can  catch  myself  in  a  more  than  ordinarily 
propitious  moment,  I  shall  write  a  new  Craigi^ 
brnm-wood  altogether.  My  heart  is  much  in 
the  theme. 

I  am  ashamed,  my  dear  fellow,  to  make  the 
request ;  'tis  dunning  your  generosity ;  but  in 
a  moment,  when  I  had  forgotten  whether  I  was 
rich  or  poor,  I  promised  Chloris  a  copy  of  your 
songs.  It  wrings  my  honest  pride  to  write  you 
this ;  but  an  ungracious  requevt  is  doubly  so 
by  a  tedious  apolcgy.  To  make  you  some  a- 
mends,  as  soon  as  I  have  extracted  the  neces- 
sary information  out  of  them,  1  will  return  you 
Ritson's  volumes. 

The  lady  is  not  a  little  proud  that  she  is  to 
make  so  distinguished  a  figure  in  your  collectioa, 
and  I  am  not  a  little  proud  that  I  have  it  in 
my  power  to  please  her  so  much.  Lucky  it  b 
for  your  patience  that  my  paper  is  done,  for 
when  I  am  in  a  scribbling  humour,  I  know  not 
when  to  give  over. 


and  recommends  it  to  yuu  to  orutch  the  air  ao- 
eordingly.  Pray  did  it  ever  occur  to  you  how 
peculiarly  well  the  Scottish  airs  are  adapted  for 
Terses  in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  ?  The  first 
part  of  the  air  is  generally  low,  and  suited  for 
a  man's  voice,  and  the  second  part  in  many  in- 
stancee  cannot  be  sung,  at  concert  pitch,  but  by 
a  fomalt  voice.  A  song  thus  performed  makes 
an  agreeable  variety,  but  fow  of  ouri  are  writ- 
ten in  this  form  :  I  wish  you  wonid  think  of  it 
in  some  of  those  that  remain.  The  only  one  of 
the  kind  you  have  sent  me,  is  admirable,  and 
will  be  an  universal  fiivourite. 

Your  verses  for  Rothtmurcht  are  so  sweetly 
pastoral,  and  your  serenade  to  Chloris,  fmr  JMt 
tak  the  warSf  so  pasnionately  tender,  that  I  have 
sung  m}'self  into  raptures  with  them.  Your 
song  for  My  lodging  u  on  the  cold  ground^  is 
likewise  a  diamond  of  the  first  water ;  I  am 
quite  denied  and  delighted  by  it.  Some  of  your 
Chlorises  I  suppose  have  flaxen  hair,  from  your 
partiality  for  this  colour ;  else  we  differ  about 
It ;  for  1  should  scarcely  conceive  a  woman  to 
be  a  beauty,  on  reading  that  she  had  lint-white 
locks! 

ForewcO  thou  itrtam  that  winding  Jlowt^  I 
think  excellent,  but  it  is  much  too  serious  to 
come  after  Nancy  .*  at  least  it  would  seem  an 
incongruity  to  provide  the  same  air  with  merry 
Scottish  and  melancholy  English  verses !  The 
more  that  the  two  sets  of  ventes  resemble  each 
other  in  their  general  character,  the  better. 
Those  you  have  manufoetured  for  Dainty 
DaviCf  will  answer  charmingly.  I  am  happy 
to  find  you  have  begun  your  anecdotes :  I  care 
not  how  lung  they  be,  for  it  is  impossible  that 
any  thing  from  your  pen  can  be  tuiious.  Let 
me  beseech  you  not  to  use  ceremony  in  telling 
me  when  you  wish  to  present  any  of  your  friends 
with  the  songs :  the  next  carrier  will  bring  you 
three  copies,  and  you  are  as  welcome  to  twenty 
as  to  a  pinch  of  snnC 


Na  LXIII. 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

KT  GOOD  iin,  \5th  Novembtr,  17M. 

SiMCX  receiving  your  last,  I  have  had  ano- 
ther interview  wiSi  Mr.  Clarke,  and  a  long  con- 
sultation.    He  thinks  the  CaUdonian  HwU  ia 


No.  LXIY. 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

\9th  Nootmbtr,  1794. 
YoD  see,  my  dear  Sir,  what  a  punctual  cor- 
respondent I  am ;  though  indeed  you  may  thank 
yourvrlf  fiar  the  tedium  of  my  letters,  as  you 
have  so  flattered  me  on  my  horsemanship  with 
my  favourite  hobby,  and  have  praised  tlie 
grace  of  his  ambling  so  much,  that  1  am  searcl^• 
ly  ever  off  his  back.  For  tnsunoe,  this  mor^ 
ning,  though  a  keen  blowing  froet,  in  my  walk 
before  breakfast,  I  finished  my  duet  which  you 
were  pleased  to  praise  so  much.  Whether  I 
have  uniformly  succeeded,  1  will  not  say ;  but 
here  it  is  for  you,  thooch  it  is  not  an  boor  old. 


480 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


tf  of  originftl  writing  in  a  nambcr  of  tiSorta,  in 
ue  tame  atyle,  strikes  me  very  forciblj  ;  and  it 
baa  again  and  again  excited  my  wonder  to  find 
yon  continually  •urmounting  thb  diffienl^,  in 
the  many  delightful  aongt  you  have  aent  me. 
Your  viv€  la  bagatdU  song,  Per  a*  tkait  ahall 
undoubtedly  be  included  in  my  list. 


Aa  I  am  just  going  to  bod,  I  wiak  fo«  a  gnd 
night. 


No.  LXIX. 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

PAnuMTjf^  1795. 
HxES  ia  another  trial  at  your  fiivoarite  air.  < 

(  O  2«f  me  ni  thU  a*  nigkt,  and  AnnptTf 
p.  217.) 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  wiU  do. 


NO.LXX. 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

Eeekfeehnmj  7th  Ftb,  1705. 

MT  DIA&  THOMSON, 

You  cannot  have  any  idea  of  the  predica- 
ment in  which  I  write  to  you.  In  the  course 
of  my  duty  as  supervisor  (in  which  capacity  I 
have  acted  of  late)  I  came  yesternight  to  this 
unfortunate!  wicked,  little  village.  I  have  gone 
forward,  but  snows  of  ten  feet  deep  have  im- 
peded my  progress  :  I  have  tried  to  **  gae  back 
the  gate  I  ram  again,**  but  the  same  obstacle 
haa  shut  me  up  within  insuperable  bars.  To  add 
to  my  misfortune,  since  dinner,  a  scraper  has 
been  torturing  catgut,  in  sounds  that  would 
have  insulted  the  dying  agonies  of  a  sow,  under 
the  hands  of  a  butcher,  and  thinks  himself,  on 
that  very  account,  exceeding  good  company.  In 
foet,  I  have  been  in  a  dilemma,  either  to  get 
drank,  to  forget  these  miseries  ;  or  to  hang  my- 
self to  get  rid  of  them :  like  a  prudent  man, 
(a  character  congenial  to  my  every  thought, 
word,  and  deed),  I,  of  two  evils  have  chosen 
the  least,  and  am  very  drunk,  at  your  service  ?* 

I  wrote  you  yesterday  from  Dumfries.  I 
had  not  time  then  to  tell  you  all  I  wanted  to 
say ;  and  heaven  knows,  at  present,  I  have  not 
capacity. 

Do  you  know  an  air^I  am  sure  you  must  | 
know  it,  We*n  pang  nae  moir  to  yon  town  :  I 
diink,  in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an  excel- 
lent song.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  it ;  and 
if  von  ahould  think  it  worthy  of  your  attention, 
I  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye  to  whom  I  would 
itait 


No.  LXXL 
f 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

2MA  Faftmory,  17M. 

I  HATS  to  thank  you,  my  dear  Sv,  for  twv 
episdea,  one  containing  Ldt  me  in  this  a§  uigkt ; 
and  the  other  from  Eodafechan,  proving,  that 
drunk  or  aober,  your  **  mind  ia  never  muddy.** 
You  have  diqilayed  great  addreaa  m  the  above 
song.  Her  answer  ia  exedlent,  and  at  the 
time  takea  away  the  indelicacy  that 
would  have  attached  to  hie  entreatiea. 
the  song  aa  it  now  standa  very  moeh. 

I  had  hopea  you  would  be  arrested  eome  da)rs 
at  Ecdefechan,  and  be  obliged  to  bcfuile  the 
tedious  forenoons  by  aoog  Baking.  It  wil 
give  mo  pleasure  to  receive  the  veraaa  yoa  in- 
tond  for,  O  wai  ye  wka'i  m  yws  tewn  9 


Iliki- 


No.  Lxxn. 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Mm^  17M. 
(  Tk€  Woodhrk,  p,  237.) 

Let  me  know  your  very  first  leienre  hew  yon 
like  this  song. 

(Xo«y,  long  tht  nigkt,  p,  207  ) 

How  do  you  like  the  foregoing  ?  The  IrcA 
air,  HumowM  of  G^rn,  is  a  great  fovourils  of 
mine,  and  aa,  except  the  silly  stuff  in  the  P^otr 
SoUitTf  there  are  not  any  decent  verses  for  4$ 
I  have  written  for  it  as  follows  :— 

(  Their  grovet  o*  tweet  wigrik  ki  foreign  tmndt 
reekom,  p   195.) 


{*Twatua  her  homue  time  e'e  ■«•  my 

p.  287.) 

Let  me  hear  frt»n  yoo. 


Hm  hard  must  have  been  tipsy  indsed,  to 
■ee  "feehan  at  this  rate. 


No.  LXXUL 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POST. 


You  most 
have  any 


not 


think,  my  good  Sv,  that  I 
to  enhaooe  the  vahK  of  af 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
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gift,  when  I  tay,  m  jvftioe  to  tbe  ingvoioaa  tnd 
worthy  artist,  that  the  design  and  execution  of 
The  Goiter's  Saturday  Night  is,  in  my  opi- 
nion, one  of  the  happiert  prodaetions  of  Allan's 
pencil.  I  shail  be  grievously  disappointed  if 
you  tue  not  quite  pleased  with  it. 

1  be  figure  intended  for  your  portrait,  I  think 
strikingly  like  you,  as  &r  as  I  can  remember 
your  phis.  This  should  make  the  piece  inter- 
esting to  your  family  erery  way.  Tell  me 
whether  Mrs.  Bums  finds  you  out  among  the 
figures. 

I  cannot  express  the  feeling  of  admiration 
with  which  I  have  read  your  pathetic  Address 
to  the  Woodlark,  your  elegant  Panegyric  on 
CaledoniOf  and  your  affecting  verses  on  CMo- 
ris*  ittness.     Every  repeated  perusal  of  these 

E'ves  new  delight.     The  other  song  to  Laddie 
r  near  me,  though  not  equal  to  these,  is  very 
pleasing. 


No.  LXXIV. 

THE  POFT  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

(  H*m  enul  are  the  parents^  p,  SOi. ) 

{Marh  yomUrpomp  of  cotdg  fashiooy  p.  21 1.) 


Well !  this  is  not  amiss.  You  see  how  I 
answer  your  orders :  your  tailor  could  not  be 
more  punctual.  I  am  just  now  in  a  high  fit 
<tf  poetixing,  provided  that  the  strait-jacket  of 
criticism  don*t  cure  me.  If  yon  can  in  a  p«Mt 
or  two  administer  a  little  of  the  intoxicating 
potion  of  your  applause,  it  will  raise  your  hum- 
ble servant's  phrenzy  to  any  height  you  want. 
I  am  at  this  moment  *'  holding  high  converse" 
with  the  Muses,  and  have  nut  a  word  to  throw 
away  on  such  a  prosaic  dog  •»  you  are. 


No.  LXXV. 

-  THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

Mag,  1795. 
TxN  thousand  thanks  for  your  e%ant  pre- 
sent ;  though  I  am  ashamed  of  the  value  of  it, 
being  bestowed  on  a  man  who  hu  not  by  any 
means  merited  such  an  instance  of  kindness.  I 
have  shown  it  to  two  or  three  judges  of  the 
first  abilities  here,  and  they  all  agree  with  me 
in  rlosning  it  as  a  first-rate  production.  &fy 
phis  is  **  sae  kenvpeckie,**  that  the  very  joiner's 
apprentice  whom  Mrs.  Burns  employed  to  break 
np  the  parcel  (I  was  out  of  town  that  day) 
knew  it  at  once.  Mr  most  grateful  compli- 
ments to  Allan,  who  has  honoured  my  rustic 
mnsa  so  much  with  hit  masterly  pencil.     One 


strange  coincsdenoe  is,  that  the  little  one  who 
is  mo^ng  tbe  frionbus  attempt  on  the  eM*s  tul 
is  the  most  striking  likeness  of  an  "  ill-deeiua^ 
d — n*d,  wee,  rumble-garie,  urchin*'  of  nuac^ 
whom,  firom  that  propensity  to  witty  wieked* 
ness  and  manlu*  mischief,  which,  even  at  twa 
days  auld,  I  foresaw  wonld  form  the  strikiflg 
features  of  his  disposition,  I  named  Willie  NiooU^ 
after  a  certain  Imnd  of  mine,  who  is  one  of  the 
masters  of  a  grammar-school  in  a  city  which 
shall  be  naroelos. 

Give  the  endoeed  epigram  to  my  mneh- 
valued  firiend  Cunningham,  and  tell  him  that 
on  Wednesday  I  go  to  visit  a  friend  of  his,  to 
whom  lus  friendly  partiality  in  speaking  of  me^ 
in  a  manner  introiduced  me— -I  mean  a  wdl 
known  military  and  literary  character.  Colonel 
Dirom. 

You  do  not  tell  me  how  you  liked  my  tvt 
laal  tongs.     Are  they  condemned  ? 


No.  LXXVL 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

« 
ISM  May,  1795. 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  find  that  yon 
are  all  so  well  satisfied  with  Mr.  Allan's  pro- 
duction. The  chance  resemblance  of  your  little 
fellow,  whose  promising  disponition  appeared  so 
very  early,  and  sugi^ented  whom  he  should  be 
named  after,  is  curious  enough.  I  am  acquaint- 
ed with  that  person,  who  is  a  prodigy  of  learn- 
ing and  genius,  and  a  pleasant  fellow,  though 
no  saint. 

You  really  make  me  blush  when  you  tell  me 
you  have  not  merited  the  drawing  from  mew  I 
do  not  think  I  cin  ever  repay  you,  or  sufllcient- 
ly  esteem  and  respect  yon  for  the  liberal  and 
kind  manner  in  which  you  have  entered  into 
the  spirit  of  my  undertaking,  which  could  nol 
have  been  perf«w:ted  without  you  :  So  I  beg  yoa 
would  not  make  a  fiiol  of  me  again,  by  spcddog 
of  obligation. 

I  like  your  two  last  songs  very  much,  and 
am  liappy  to  find  you  are  in  such  a  high  fit  oi 
poetising.  Long  may  it  last.  Clarke  haa  made 
a  f^ne  pathetic  air  to  Mallet's  superlative  ballad 
of  William  ami  Margaret,  and  ia  to  give  it  to 
roe,  to  be  enrolled  among  the  elect. 


No.  LXXVIL 

THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

In  Whistle  and  tU  come  to  ye,  my  lad,  the 
iteration  of  that  line  is  tiresome  to  my  « 
Here  goes  what  I  think  it  au  improvement  t 
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O  whiatW,  and  FM  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ; 
O  whittle,  and  PlI  come  to  ye,  my  lad  ; 
Tho'  &tber,  and  mother,  and  a*  should  gae  oiad. 
Thy  Jeaoy  will  venture  wi*  ye,  my  Ud. 

In  hctf  a  fair  dame  at  whose  shrine  1,  the 
Priest  of  the  Nine,  ofier  up  the  incense  of  Par- 
nassus ;  a  dame  whom  the  Graces  have  attired 
in  witchcraft,  and  whom  the  Loves  have  arm- 
ed with  lightning,  a  Fair  One,  hemeif  the  he- 
roine of  the  song,  insists  on  the  amendment ; 
and  dispute  her  commands  if  yon  dare ! 

(  O  tkia  IS  MO  m|f  tun  lauU,  p,  238.) 

Do  yon  know  that  jrou  have  roused  the  tor- 
pidity of  Clarke  at  last  ?  He  has  requested  mt 
to  write  three  or  four  songs  for  him,  which  he 
is  to  set  to  music  himself.  The  enclosed  sheet 
contains  two  songs  for  him,  which  please  to 
present  to  my  valued  friend  Cunningham. 

I  enclose  the  sheet  open,  both  for  your  in- 
spection, and  that  you  may  copy  the  song,  O 
honnie  was  yon  rotie  brier,  I  do  nut  know 
whether  I  am  right ;  but  that  song  pleases  me, 
and  as  it  is  extremely  probable  that  Clarke's 
newly  roused  celestial  spark  will  soon  be  smoth- 
ered in  the  fogs  of  indolence,  if  you  like  the 
song,  it  may  go  as  Scottish  verses,  to  the  air  of, 
Iwiih  myhve  was  in  a  mitt  i  and  poor  Er- 
•kine*s  English  lines  may  follow. 

I  endow  you  Far  a'  thai  and  a*  that^  which 
was  rever  in  print :  it  is  a  much  superior  song 
to  mine.  I  have  been  told  that  it  was  com- 
posed by  a  lady. 


{Now  Spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green,  p. 

214.) 
(  O  honnie  was  yon  rosy  brier,  p.  216.) 

Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last 
fditionof  my  poems,  presented  to  the  lady,  n^bom, 
hi  so  many  fictitiousVeveries  of  psssion,  but  with 
^e  most  ardent  sentiments  of  real  friendship,  I 
have  so  often  sung  under  the  name  of  Cliloris : 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  friend, 

Nor  tbou  the  gift  refuse, 
Nor  witn  unwilling  ear  attend 

The  moralising  muse. 

Since  thou,  in  all  thy  youth  and  charms, 

Mu^t  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms) 

To  join  the  friendly  few. 

Since  thy  gsy  mom  of  life  o'ercast, 

Chill  came  the  tempcRt's  lour  ; 
(And  ne'er  misfortune  s  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  Surer  flower). 


Snee  life's  gay  scenes  must  cham  no 
Still  mnch  'is  left  behind ; 


Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thon  in 
The  eomforU  of  the  mimd  I 


Thine  is  the  sdf-approving  gbw. 
On  conscious  honour's  part ; 

And,  dearest  gift  of  heaven  bdov. 
Thine  friendship's  tmest  heart. 

The  joyf  refined  of  sense  and  tMM0m, 
With  every  muse  to  rove ; 

And  doubly  were  the  poet  blest 
These  jojrs  could  he  improve. 


Une  bagatsBe  de  tamitie. 


No.  LXXVIIL 
MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MT  DEAR  SIR,  Edinburgh,  Sd  Aug   I796l 

Thi«  will  be  delivered  to  you  by  a  Dr.  Brian- 
ton,  who  has  read  ynur  woiks,  and  pantt  for 
the  honour  nf  ynur  scquaintance.  I  dn  not 
know  the  gentleman,  but  his  friend,  who  sppbcd 
to  me  for  this  introduction,  being  an  ezceHeat 
young  roan,  I  have  no  doubt  he  in  worthy  of  sO 
arceptation. 

My  eyes  have  just  been  gladdened,  and  ibt 
mind  fpssted,  with  your  last  packet — fuB  of 
pleasant  things  indeed.  What  an  imagtnatiM 
is  yours  !  It  is  superfluous  to  tell  you  tlut  I 
am  delightt^  with  sll  the  three  songs,  as  well  ss 
with  your  elegtrnt  and  tender  verses  to  Chlorin 

I  am  sorry  ymi  should  be  induced  to  allrr 
O  whistle  anrl  III  come  to  ye,  my  Ittd,  to  th« 
proMaic  line.  Thy  Jeany,  will  venhrre  irT  ye  my 
lad.  I  must  be  permitted  to  say,  that  1  do  not 
think  the  latter  either  reads  or  sings  so  well  sa 
the  fiinncr.  I  wish,  therefore,  you  would  in  iry 
name  |)etition  the  charming  Jeany.  whoever  •ht 
be,  to  let  the  line  remain  unaltei^ed.  * 

I  should  be  happy  to  see  Mr.  Clarke  produce 
a  few  airs  to  be  joined  to  jrour  versesu  Every 
liody  regreu  his  writing  sn  very  littK  is  every 
body  acknowledges  his  ability  to  write  weU. 
Prsy,  was  the  resolution  formed  coolly  before 
dinner,  or  was  it  a  midnight  vow  made  over  s 
bowl  of  punch  with  the  bard  ? 

I  shall  not  fail  to  give  Mr.  Cunningham  what 
you  have  sent  him. 

P.  S.~The  lady's  For  a'  thai  and  a*  that  i* 
sensible  enough,  but  no  more  to  be  compand  to 
yours  than  I  to  Herculca. 


•  The  Editor,  who  has  hesrd  the  hera«oeer  iMs  seas 
sing  it  heneir  to  the  very  spirit  of  arch  srasplicsty  dM 
It  requires,  thinks  Mr.  Thumion's  pncition  «hs«m» 
able  -CuaaiR. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
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No.  LXXTX. 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

XNOLIIH  SONG. 


'•  L«t  mt  Id  tbb  M  nlghb" 

PoRLORit,  my  love,  no  comfort  near, 
Far,  hr  from  thae,  I  wander  here ; 
Far,  fiir  from  thee,  the  (ate  aerera 
At  which  I  meet  repine,  love. 

O  weH  thnu,  ioott  but  near  «#, 
But  near  J  weary  near  me  / 
How  kindly  thou  womUat  eketr  me. 
And  mingle  tight  with  mine,  love, 

Aroawi  me  aoowla  a  wintry  sky. 
That  lilaats  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy  ; 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 
Save  in  theae  arms  of  thine^  love. 
O  wertf  ^. 

Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  ernel  part. 

To  poison  fortune's  ruthless  dart— 

Let  me  not  break  thy  fiuthful  heart. 

And  say  that  fste  is  mine^  love. 

O  weri,  {pe* 

Bnt  dreary  tho'  the  momenta  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet ! 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet 
Can  on  thy  Chloria  ahioe,  lovo. 
O  wetif  jpc. 

How  do  vou  like  the  forcing  ?  I  have 
written  it  within  thb  hour :  so  much  for  the 
epeed  of  my  P^aaiit ;  bat  what  say  yon  to  his 
haitomf 


Now  LXXX. 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

(Zojf  May  a  brow  wooer  cam  down  the  lang 
glen,  p,  206. ) 

FRAGMENT. 
Tme^"  The  Caledonian  HunTS  daUfht." 

Why,  why  tell  thy  lover, 

Bliss  he  never  must  onjoy ; 
Why,  why  undeceive  him. 

And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie. 
O  why,  while  fancy,  raptured,  alumbcn, 

Chloria,  Chloria  all  the  theme, 
Why,  why  wouldi^t  thou,  cruel, 

Wake  thy  lover  from  his  di 


Ruch  is  the  peculiarity  of  the  rhyme  of  this 
air,  that  I  find  it  impossible  to  oiake  anodiN 
stansa  to  suit  it. 

I  am  at  present  quite  oecvpied  with  the  ilma 
ing  sensations  of  the  toothaohe,  so  haw  aoC  • 
word  to  q[>an.  , 


No.  LXXXI. 

MR  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MT  DSAa  SIR,  SJ  Jnme,  1795. 

Your  Engluh  venes  to  Lei  me  in  thieae 
night,  are  tender  and  beautiful ;  and  your  bal- 
lad to  the  **  Lothian  lassie"  is  a  maater-pieee 
fur  itR  humour  and  naivet^  The  fragment  for 
the  Caledonian  Hunt  is  quite  suited  to  the  ori- 
ginal measure  of  the  air,  and,  as  it  plagues  yo« 
•o,  the  fragment  must  content  it.  1  would  n^ 
ther,  as  I  said  before,  have  had  Bacchanalias 
worda,  had  it  ao  pleased  the  poet ;  but;  neww 
theless,  for  what  we  have  received,  Locd  make 
tts  thankful! 


No.  LXXXIL 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

AM  FA,  1796. 
O  Rolby  Burnt  are  ye  aleepingyeif 
Or  are  ye  wauking,  I  would  wit  f 

The  pause  yon  have  made,  my  dear  Sir,  is 
awful !  Am  I  ne\'er  to  hear  from  yon  again  ? 
I  knutr  and  I  lament  how  much  you  have  been 
afflicted  of  late,  but  I  trust  that  returning  health 
and  spirits  will  now  enable  you  to  resume  the 
pen,  and  delight  us  with  your  murings.  I  have 
still  about  a  doseo  Scotch  and  Irish  airs  that  I 
wish  *'  married  to  immortal  visrae."  We  have 
several  true  born  Irishmen  on  the  Scottish  list ; 
but  they  are  now  naturalised,  and  reckoned  oar 
own  good  subjects.  Indeed  we  have  none  beW 
ter..  I  bdieve  I  before  told  you  that  I  have  beea 
much  urged  by  aome  friends  to  publish  a  ooU 
lection  of  all  our  fovourite  airs  and  songa  in  oc- 
tavo, embelliahed  with  a  number  of  etchings  by 
our  ingenions  friend  Allan ;  what  is  your  opi- 
nion of  this? 


Now  Lxxxm. 

« 
THE  POET  TO  MR  THOMSON. 

February,  1796. 
Makt  thankis  my  dear  Sir.  for  )our  hand- 
soBoe,  eU^nt  prewnt  to  Mra.  B .  and  for 
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S  remaining  toI  oI  P.  PlmUr.^Pctflr  b  i 
ightful  fellow,  and  a  fint  favoarite  of  mine. 
I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  publish- 
ing a  collection  of  our  tonga  in  octavo  with 
etdiingt.  I  aro  extremely  willing  to  lend  eve- 
ly-assittance  in  my  power.  The  Irish  airii  I 
ahall  chf^rfully  undertake  the  task  of  fin(iin<r 
rtncn  for. 

I  have  already,  you  know,  equipt  three  with 
words,  and  the  other  day  I  strung  up  a  kind  of 
rbapnody  to  another  Hibernian  melody,  which  I 
admire  much. 

{Ueyfor  a  lags  wV  a  tocher^  p.  2S8.) 

If  this  will  do,  you  have  now  four  of  my 
liish  eng^eroent.  In  my  hy-pa»t  songs,  I  dis- 
like one  thing ;  the  name  Chloris — I  meant  it 
as  the  6etitiou8  name  of  a  certain  lady ;  but, 
on  second  thoughts,  it  is  a  high  iocongmity  to 
have  a  Greek  appellation  to  a  Scottish  pastoral 
ballad. — Of  this,  and  some  things  else,  in  my 
next :  I  have  more  amendments  to  propose.— > 
What  you  once  mentioned  of  *<  flaxen  lockjt** 
ia  /list :  they  cannot  enter  into  an  dtgant  de- 
scription of  beauty.  Of  this  also  again — God 
UcMjou!* 


No.  LXXXIV. 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

You  a  Hey  for  a  huts  trt**  a  tocher^  is  a  roost 
excellent  song,  and  with  you  the  subject  is 
something  new  indeed.  It  is  the  first  time  I  have 
seen  you  debasing  the  god  of  soft  desire,  into  an 
amateur  of  acres  and  guineas. — 

I  am  happy  to  find  you  approve  of  my  pro- 
posed octavo  edition.  Allan  has  designed  and 
etched  about  twenty  plates,  and  I  am  to  have 
my  choice  of  them  for  that  work.  Indepen- 
dently of  the  Ilogarthian  humour  with  which 
they  alMund,  they  exhibit  the  character  and 
costume  of  the  Scottish  peasantry  with  inimi- 
table felicity.  In  this  resftect,  he  himself  says, 
they  will  far  exceed  the  aquatinta  plates  he  did 
for  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  because  in  the  etching 
he  sees  clearly  what  he  is  doing,  but  not  so 
with  the  aquatinta,  which  he  could  not  manage 
to  his  mind. 

The  Dutch  boors  of  Ostade  are  scarcely  more 
characteristic  and  natural  than  the  Scottish 
figures  in  those  etchings. 


•  Our  Poet  never  e«  plained  what  name  he  wouia 
kavt  suteUluteJ  fur  ChKiria.— ATote  Ay  Mt.  Thmmtm. 


Na  LXXXT. 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

April  1796. 
Alas,  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear  it  will  br 
some  time  ere  I  tune  my  lyre  again !  '*  By 
BuIk'1  streams  I  have  sat  and  wept,**  almost  ever 
Hioce  I  wrote  you  last:  I  have  only  known  ex- 
istence by  the  pressure  of  the  heavy  hand  ol 
sickness,  fnd  have  counted  time  by  the  reper- 
cussions of  pain  !  Rheumatism,  cold,  and  fierer 
have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  I 
dose  my  eyes  in  misery,  and  open  them  with- 
out hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  say, 
with  poor  Feiguson— 

"  Say  wherefore  has  an  all-indulgcnt  Heaven 
^  Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wretched  given  ?** 

This  win  be  delivered  to  yoo  by  a  Mrs.  Hy- 
slop,  landlady  of  the  Globe  Tavern  here,  which 
for  these  many  yean  has  been  mr  ^o*cfft  and 
where  our  friend  Qarke  and  I  have  had  many 
a  merry  squeese.  I  am  highly  delighted  with 
Mr.  Allan**  etchings.  Woo*d  and  wtarrud 
and  a*  is  admirable  !  The  proupinp  u  beyond 
all  praise.  The  expression  of  the  figures,  een- 
formable  to  the  story  in  the  ballad,  is  ahsolalely 
fiiultless  perfection.  I  next  admire  Ticnsia- 
ipikt.  What  I  like  least  is,  Jemmy  $aid  fs 
Jncky,  Besides  the  female  being  in  her  ap> 
pearance if  you  take  her  stoop- 
ing into  the  account,  she  is  at  least  two  inekiBS 
taller  than  hei  lover.  Poor  Cleghorn  !  I  sin- 
cerely sympathise  with  him  !  Happy  I  aa 
to  think  that  he  yet  has  a  well -groondcd 
hope  of  health  and  enjoyment  in  this  world. 
As  for  me— but  that  is  a  *  *  *  *  *  anb- 
ject! 


No  LXXXVI. 
MR.  THO.MSON  TO  THE  POET 

UA  May,  1796. 

I  KCKO  not  tell  you,  my  good  Sir,  what  con- 
cern the  receipt  of  your  last  gave  me,  and  how 
much  I  sympathise  in  your  sufferii^s.  But 
do  not,  I  beseech  you,  give  yourself  up  to  de- 
spoodency,  nor  speak  the  language  of  de- 
spair. The  vigour  of  your  constitution  I  trast 
will  soon  set  you  on  your  feet  again  ;  and  then 
it  is  to  be  hoped  you  will  see  the  wisdom  and 
the  necessity  of  taking  dne  care  of  a  hfis  so  v^ 
luable  to  your  fiunily,  to  your  friends,  and  to 
the  world. 

Trusting  that  your  next  will  brin^  agfenble 
aocouuU  of  your  convalesoence^  and  retoming 
good   spiriu,    I   remain,    with   sinocrs   lef  ard 


vuurs. 


P.  S.  l^frs.  Hy^lop  I  doubt  not  delivered  t^ 
{old  seal  to  you  in  good  condition. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 
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Now  LXXXVIL 
TIIE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

MT  OIAE  UK, 

I  owcK  mentioned  to  yon  an  air  which  I  have 
long  admired — Htrt^i  a  health  to  thtm  that 9 
aaM^  hinejff  but  I  forget  if  yoo  took  any  notice 
of  it.  I  hare  just  been  trying  to  suit  it  with 
Tenet ;  and  I  beg  leare  to  recommend  the  air 
to  your  attenticm  once  more.  I  have  only  be- 
g«n  it 


(Hert's  a  health  to  ane  Ilo*e  dear,  p,  204.) 


No.  LXXXVIIl. 

THE  SABIB  TO  THE  SAME. 

Tint  will  be  delivered  by  a  Mr.  Lewart,  a 
young  fellow  of  uncommon  merit  At  he  will 
be  3  day  or  two  in  town,  you  will  have  teiaure, 
if  you  chooee,  to  write  me  by  bim  ;  and  if  you 
havr  a  spare  half  hi»ur  to  vpend  with  him,  I 
shjdl  place  your  kindnew  to  my  account.  I 
have  no  copien  of  the  nongs  I  have  sent  yoo, 
and  I  have  taken  a  fancy  to  review  them  all, 
and  poiwibly  may  mend  worae  of  them ;  «o  when 
ynn  have  complete  leisure,  I  will  thank  you  for 
either  the  originals,  or  copies.  *  I  had  rather 
be  the  author  of  five  well-written  songs  than  of 
ten  otherwise.  I  have  great  hopes  that  the  ge> 
nial  influence  of  the  approaching  aummer  will 
set  me  to  rights,  but  as  yet  I  cannot  boast  of 
returning  health.  I  have  now  reason  to  believe 
that  my  complaint  b  a  fljring  gout  t  a  tad  buai- 


Do  let  roe  know  how  Cleghom  it,  and  re- 
member me  to  him. 

This  should  have  been  delivered  to  yon  a 
month  ago.  I  am  still  very  poorly,  bat  should 
like  much  to  hear  from  you. 


No.  LXXXIX. 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SABfE. 

Brow,  on  the  Sdway  pith,  \%th  Julg,  1796. 

ArriE  all  my  boaated  independence,  curst 
neoewity  compete  me  to  implore  you  for  6ve 


•  It  to  needlcM  to  lay,  that  this  rtvlsal  Hunt  dM 
MM  live  to  perform. 


poundt.     A  cmel of  a  haberdasher, 

to  whom  I  owe  an  account  taking  it  into  hit 
head  that  I  am  dying,  has  commnced  a  pro* 
cess,  and  will  in&llably  put  me  into  jaiL  Do^ 
for  God*s  sake,  send  me  that  sum,  and  that  by 
return  of  post  Forgive  me  this  earnest uea% 
but  the  horrors  of  a  jail  have  made  me  half  dio-  * 
tracted.  I  do  not  ask  all  this  gratuitously  ;  for, 
npon  returning  health,  I  hereby  promise  and  en* 
gage  to  fuminh  you  with  five  pounds  worth  of 
the  neatetit  song  genius  you  have  neen.  I  tried  * 
my  hand  on  **  Rothiemuu.ie**  this  morning. 
The  measure  is  so  difficult,  that  it  is  impossible 
to  infuse  much  genius  into  the  lines ;  they  are 
on  the  other  side.     Forgive,  forgive  me  ! 

{Fairest  maid  on  I^evon  Banht,  p.  tOO.) 


No.  xa 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET 

MT  oxAE  iiK,  lUh  Jmfy,  1796. 

EvxK  since  I  reorived  your  melancholy  letter 
by  Mrs.  Hyslop,  I  have  been  mminating  in 
what  manner  I  could  endeavour  to  alleviate 
your  sufleringt.  Again  and  again  I  thought  of 
a  pecuniary  oflvr,  but  the  recollection  of  one  of 
your  lettera  on  this  subject  tnd  the  fear  of  of 
fending  your  independent  spirit  checked  my  re 
solution.  I  thank  you  heartily,  therefore,  for 
the  frankness  of  your  letter  of  the  12th,  and 
with  great  pleasure  enclose  a  draft  for  the  very 
sum  I  proposed  sending.  Would  I  were  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  but  for  <mt  daj, 
for  your  sake. 

iSvy,  my  good  Sir,  it  it  not  poaaiUe  for  yom 
to  muster  a  volume  of  poetry?  If  too  mudi 
trouble  to  you  in  the  present  ttato  of  jrovr 
heakh,  tome  literary  friend  might  be  found 
here,  who  would  select  and  arrange  from  your 
manuscripts,  and  take  upon  him  the  task  of 
Editor.  In  the  meantime  it  could  be  advertia* 
ed  to  be  publithe)  by  tubacription.  Do  not 
shun  this  mode  of  obtaining  the  value  of' your 
labour ;  remember  Pope  published  the  Iliad  by 
subscription.  Think  of  this,  my  dear  Bums, 
and  do  not  reckon  me  intrusive  with  my  ad* 
vice.  You  are  too  well  convinced  of  the  re- 
spect and  friendship  I  bear  you,  to  impute  any 
thing  1  say  to  an  unworthy  motive.  Yonra 
foithfiiUy. 

The  versee  to  **  Rothiemurchie'*  will  anawfr 
finely.  I  am  happy  to  aee  you  can  itiU  tSM 
your  lyre. 


^    ._,. 


w-.« 


GLOSSARY. 


Ths  eh  and  gh  hnve  always  the  guttural  Mund.  The  sound  of  the  Engliith  diphthong  oo^  n 
commonly  spelled  ou.  The  French  if,  a  sound  which  often  occurs  in  the  Scottish  language, 
is  marked  oo,  or  uu  The  a  in  genuine  Scottish  words,  except  when  forming  a  diphthong, 
or  followed  h?  an  r  mute  after  a  nngle  consonant,  sounds  generally  like  the  oroad  Englidi 
m  in  wUL  The  Scottish  diphthong  «,  always,  and  m,  very  often,  sound  like  the  French  $ 
masculine.    Tht  Scottish  diphthong  ey^  sounds  like  the  Latin  eL 


A\An 

Aback,  away,  aloot 

Abeign,  at  a  shy  distance 

A  boon,  above,  up 

A  bread,  abroad,  m  sight 

A  breed,  in  breadth 

Addle,  putrid  water,  Slc 

Ae,  one. 

Atf,  off:  Aff  loof,  unpremeditated 

Afore,  before 

Aft,  oft 

Aften,  often 

Agley,  off  the  right  line;  wrong 

Ablins,  perhaps 

Ain,  own 

Airle-penny,  Airles,  earnest  money 

Airn,  iron 

Aith,  an  oath 

Aits,  oats 

Aiver,  an  old  hone 

Aizle,  a  hot  cinder 

A  lake,  alas 

A  lane,  alone 

A  k  wart,  awkward 

Amaist,  almost 

Aniang,  among 

An*,  and ;  if 

A  nee,  once 

Ane,  one;  and 

Anent,  over  against 

Anither,  another 

Ase,  ashes 

Asklent,  asquint ;  aslant 

A  steer,  abroad;  stirring 

Athaxt,  athwart 

Aught,  posseskion  ;  as.  In  a*  my  aught,  in  aD 

my  povsession 
Auld  lang  syne,  olden  time,  days  of  other 

years 
Auld,  old 
Aiildfarran,  or,  auld  farrant,  sagacioui,  cun- 

ning,  prudent 

(1) 


Ava,atall 

Awa',  awav 

Awfu*,  awrul 

Awn  J  the  beard  of  barley,  oats,  ftc 

Awnie,  bearded 

Ayont,  beyond 


BA*,  ball 

Backets,  ash  boards 

Backlins,  coming ;  coming  back,  returning 

Back,  returning 

Bad,  did  bid 

Baide,  endured,  did  stay 

Ba^^e,  the  belly 

Bainie,  having  large  bonet,  stout 

Bairn,  a  chila 

Bairntime,  a  ikmily  of  children,  a  brood 

Baith,both 

Ban,  to  swear 

Bane,  bone 

Bane,  to  beat ;  to  strive 

Bardie,  diminutive  of  bard 

Barefit,  barefooted 

Barmie,  of,  or  like  bann 

Batch,  a  crew,  a  gang 

Batts,  bou 

Baudrons,  a  cat 

Bauld,  bold 

Bawk,  bank 

Baws*nt,  having  a  white  stripe  down  the  llMi 

Be,  to  let  be  ;  to  give  over ;  to  cease 

Bear,  barley 

Beastie,  diminutive  of  beast 

Beet,  to  add  ftiel  to  fte 

Beld,  bald 

Bely  ve,  by  and  by 

Ben,  into  the  spence  or  parlour ;  a  spence 

Benlomond,  a  noted  mountain  in  Dumbaitoiu 

shire 
Bethankit,  grace  after  meat 
Beuk,abook 
Bicker,  a  kind  of  wooden  dish ;  a  short  net 


GLOSSARY. 


Bie,  or  Bield,  thelter 

Bien,  wealthy,  plentiful 

Big.  to  build 

Biggin,  building ;  a  house 

Biggit,  built 

Biu;  a  bull 

BiUie,  a  brother;  a^oung  fellow 

Bing,  a  heap  of  giam,  potatoes,  Slc 

Birk,  birch 

Birken-shaw,    Birchen.wood.shaw,   a  imall 

wood. 
Birkie,  a  clever  fellow 
Birring,  the  noine  of  partridges,  Ac  when  they 

spring 
Bit,  crisis,  nick  of  time , 
Bizz,  a  bustle,  to  buzz 

Blastie,  a  shrivelled  dwarf;  a  tenn  of  eontempt 
lUastit,  blasted 
Blate,  bashful,  sheepish 
Blather,  bladder 

Bladd,  tt  flat  piece  of  any  thing ;  to  slap 
Blaw,  to  blow,  to  boast 
Bleerit,  bleared,  sore  with  rheum 
Bleerit  and  blin*,  bleared  and  blind 
Bleezing,  blazing 
Blellum,  an  idle  talking  fellow 
Blether,  to  talk  idly ;  nonsense 
Bleth*rin\  talking;  idly 
Blink,  a  little  while ;  a  smiling  look ;  to  look 

kindly  ;  to  shine  by  fits 
Blinker,  a  term  of  c<mtempt 
Blinkin,  smirking 

Bluc-gown,  one  of  those  begsars  who  get  an- 
nually, on  the  ktng*8  birth>day,  a  blue  cloak 

or  gown,  with  a  badge 
Bluid,  blood 

Bluntie,  a  sniveller,  a  stupid  person 
Blype,  a  nhred,  a  large  piece 
Bock,  to  vomit,  to  gush  intermittently 
Bocked,  guMhed,  vomited 
Bodle,  a  small  cold  coin 
Bogles,  spiriw,  Dobgoblins 
Bonnie  or  bonny,  handsome,  beautiftd 
Bonnock,  a  kind  of  thick  cake  of  bread,  a 

small  jannock,  or  loaf  made  of  oat  meal 
Boord,  a  board 
Boortree.  the  shrub  elder ;  planted  much  of 

old  in  hedges  of  bam-yarda,  dec. 
Boost,  behaved,  must  needs 
Bore,  a  hole  in  the  wall 
Botch,  an  angrjr  tumour 
Bousing,  driniting 
Bow  .kail,  cabbage 
Bowt,  bended,  crooked 
Brackens,  fern 
Brae,  a  declivity  ;  a*  pradpiece ;  the  slope  of  a 

hill 
Braid,  broad 

Braindg*t,  reeled  forward 
Braik,  a  kind  of  harrow 
Bmindge,  to  run  rashly  fbrward 
Brak,  broke,  made  insolvent 
Branks,  a  kind  of  wooden  curb  for  hotsM 
Brash,  a  sudden  illness 
Brats,  coarse  clothes,  raga,  ftc. 
Brattle,  a  short  race ;  hurry  ;  fury 
Braw,  tint,  hsTidr^ime 

Brawly,  or  braw4ie,  very  well !  finely ;  heartily 
Brazie,  a  morbid  sheep 
Breustie,  diminutive  of  breast 
Breastit,  did  spring  up  or  forward 
Breckan,  fem 

(S) 


Breef,  an  invulnerable  or  inedatible  spcD 

Breeks,  breeches 

Brent,  smooth 

Brewin*,  brewing 

Brie,  juice,  liquid 

Brig,  a  brid||;e 

Bmnatane,  wimstone 

Brisket,  the  breast,  the  boeom 

Brither,  a  brother 

Brock,  a  badger 

Brogue,  a  hum ;  a  trick 

Broo,  broth ;  a  trick 

Broose,  broth;  a  race  at  coaoCry  wcddiogi, 

who  shall  first  reach  the  bridegrooiiia*s  bouse 

on  returning  from  church 
Browster-wives,  ale-house  wives 
Brush,  a  buigh 
Bruuzie,  a  broiL,  a  eombastkNi 
Brunt,  did<buiii,  burnt 
Brust,  to  burst ;  bunt 
Buchan-bullers,  the  boiliiig  of  the  tea 

the  rocks  of  Buchan 
Buckskin,  an  inhabitant  of  Virginia 
Bught,  a  pen 
Bughtin-time,  the  time  of  collecting  the 

in  the  pens  to  be  milked 
Buirdlv,  stout  made ;  broad  made 
Bum.clock,  a  humming  beetle  thatffici  in  the 

summer  evening 
Bumming,  humming  aa  beet 
Buinmle,  to  blunder 
Bummler,  a  blunderer 
Bunker,  a  window-seat 
Burdies,  diminutive  of  birds 
Bure,  did  bear 
Bum,  water,  a  rivulet 
Buinewin,  i.  e.  bum  the  wind,  • 
Bumie,  diminutive  of  bum 
Ruskie,  bushy 
Buskit,  dressed 
UuMks,  dresses 
liussle,  a  bustle ;  to  bustle 
Buss,  shelter 
But,  hot,  with ;  without 
But  an*  ben,  the  country  kitchen  and 
By  himsel,  lunatic,  distracted 
Byke,  a  bee-hive 
Byre,  a  oow-stoble ;  a  sheep-fMO 


CA  ,  to  call,  to  name ;  to  drift 

Ca*t,  or  ca*d,  odled,  driven ;  ealvwl 

Cad^,  a  carrier 

Cadie.  or  Caddie,  a  penon ;  a  yoiiiic 

Caff,  chaff 

Caird,  a  tinker 

Caim,  a  loo»e  heapof  stonea 

Calf-ward,  a  snu&ll  enclosure  for  cahna 

Callan,  a  boy 

Caller,  fresh ;  sound ;  reiVcahing 

Canie,  or  cannie,  gentle,  mild ; 

Cannilie,  deztcrously ;  gently 

C-antie,  or  canty,  cheerfuU  mci 

Cantrip,  a  charm,  a  spcli 

Cape.sune,  Cfvpe-ntone ;  key 

('•arcerin,  dieerfully 

Carl,  an  old  man 

Carlin,  a  stout  old  woman 

Cartes,  cards 

Caudmn«  a  cauldron 

Cauk  an*  keel,  chalk  and  rod  diif 


mcny 


GLOSSARY. 


Cauld,  cold 

Cftup,  a  wooden  drinking 

Oemes,  taxes 

Chanter,  a  part  of  a  bagpipe 

Chap,  a  panon,  a  feUow  ;  a  blow 

Chaup,  a  Rtroke,  a  blow 

Cheekit,  cheeked 

Cheep,  a  chirp  \  to  diirp 

rhiel,  or  cheel,  a  young  fellow 

Chinila,  or  chimlie,  a  nre-grate,  a  fire-plaoe 

Chimla-lug,  tne  fireside 

Chittering,  shivering,  trembling 

Chockin*,  choking 

Chow,  to  chew ;  Cheek  for  chow,  aide  by  aide 

Chuffie,  fat-faced 

Clachan,  a  snoall  village  about  a  chorcfa;  a 

hamlet 
Claise,  or  daes,  clothes 
Claith,  cloth 
Claithing,  clothing 

Claivers,  nonsense ;  not  speaking  leaae 
Clap,  dapper  of  a  mill 
Clarkit,  wrote 

Clash,  an  idle  tale,  tlie  story  of  the  day 
Clatter,  to  tell  idle  stories ;  an  idle  story 
Claught,  snatched  at,  laid  hold  of 
Claut,  to  dean ;  to  scrape 
Clauted,  scraped 
Clavers,  idle  sttnies. 
Claw,  to  scratch 
Cleed,  to  dothe 
deeds,  dothes 
Cleekit,  having  caueht 
Clinkin,  jerking ;  cUnking 
CUnkumbell,  he  who  rings  the  diuTcb-bell 
Clips,  shears 

Clishmadaver,  idle  conversation 
Clock,  to  hatch  ;  a  beetle 
riockin,  hatching 

Cloot,  the  hoof  ot  a  cow,  sheep,  ftc. 
Clootie,  an  old  name  for  the  lieviL 
Clour,  a  bump  or  swelling  after  a  blow 
Clods,  douds 
Coaxin,  wheedling 
Coble,  a  fiflhing  boat 
Codcemony,  a  lock  of  hair  tied  upon  a  girlV 

head ;  a  cap 
Cofl,  bought 
C^,  a  wwiden  dish 

Coffgie,  diminutive  of  cog  f 

Coua,  from  Kyle,  a  district  of  Ayrshire ;  so 

called,  saith  tradition,  from  Coil,  or  Coilus, 

a  Pictish  monarch 
Collie,  a  general  and  sometimes  a  particular 

name  for  country  cure 
ColIieMhangie,  quarrelling,  an  uproar 
Commaun,  command 
Cood,  the  cud 

C-oof,  a  blockhead ;  a  ninny 
Cookit,  appeared  and  disappeared  by  fita 
Coost,  dia  cast 
Coot,  the  anlde  or  foot 
Coode,  a  wooden  kitchen  dish;    aliO»  thoee 

fowls  whose  1^  are  dad  with  fcawan  are 

said  to  beoootie 
Corbies,  a  spedes  of  the  crow 
Core,  oorpi ;  party ;  dan 
ComH,  fed  with  oati 
Cotter,  the  inhabitant  of  a  cot-honae, 


onthie, 


Conthie,  Undf     Wng 


Cove,  a  cave 

Gowe,  to  terrify ;  to  keep  under,  to  lop;  fright  • 
a  branch  of  rarze,  broom,  dec. 

Cowp^  to  barter:  to  tumble  ofcr ;  a  gang 

Cowpit,  tumbled 

Cowrin%  cowering 

Cowt,  a  colt 

Cozie,  snug 

Cozilv,  snuglv 

Crabbit,  crabbed,  fretful 

Crack,  conversation ;  to  oonvene 

Craclun*,  conversing 

Craft,  or  croft,  a  field  near  a  hoiise  On  old 
husbandry) 

Traiks,  cries  or  calls  incessantly  ;  a  bisi 

Crambo-dink,  or  crambo-jingle,  rhymes,  dQg« 
grd  verses 

Crank,  the  noise  of  an  ungreased  whed 

Crankous,  fretful,  captious 

Cranreudi,  the  hoar  frost 

Crap,  a  crop ;  to  crop 

Craw,  a  crow  of  a  cock ;  a  rook 

Creel,  a  basket ;  to  have  one's  wits  in  a  crefl^ 
to  be  crazed ;  to  be  fascinated 

Creepie-stool,  the  same  as  cutty-stool 

Creeshie,  greasv 

Crood,  or  ciouci,  to  coo  as  a  dove 

Croon,  a  hollow  and  continued  moan ;  to  make 
a  noise  like  the  continued  roar  of  a  bull ;  to 
hum  a  tune 

Crooning,  humming 

Crouchie.  crook-backed 

Croose,  cneerful ;  courageous 

Crousdy,  dieerfull^ ;  courageoudy 

Crowdie,  a  composition  of  oat-mnl  and  boil- 
ed water,  sometimes  from  the  broth  of  hetL 
mutton,  die. 

Crowdie-time,  breakfast  time 

Crowlin*,  crawling 

Crummock,  a  cow  with  crooked  boms 

Crump,  hard  and  brittle ;  spoken  of  bread 

Crunt,  a  bbw  on  the  head  with  a  cudgd 

Cuif,  a  blockhead,  a  ninn^ 

Cummock,  a  short  sufi*  with  a  crooked  head 

Curchie,  a  courtesy 

Curler,  a  player  at  a  game  on  the  ice,  practis- 
ed in  Scotland,  calkd  curling 

Curlie,  curled,  whose  hair  falls  naturally  ia 
ringlets 

Curling,  a  well  known  game  on  the  ice 

Curmurring,  murmuring ;  a  slight  rumbling 
noise 

Curpin,  the  crupper 

Cusnat,  the  dove,  or  wood-pigeon 

>  utty,  short*  a  spoon  broken  in  the  middle 

(  utty-stool,  the  stool  o^bpentance 


DADDIE,  a  fiither 

Daffin,  merriment ;  foolishnees 

Daft,  merry,  giddy ;  fbdish 

Daimen,  rare,  now  and  then  ;  |daimeD-icker, 

an  ear  of  com  now  and  then. 

Dainty,  pleasant,  good  humoured,  agreeable 

Daise,  daes,  to  stupify 

Dslea,  plains,  vallqrs 

Darklins,  darkling 

Daud,  to  thraah,  to  abnia 

Daur,  to  dare 
Danrt,darp<* 


{ 


GLOSSARY. 


Daurg,  or  daurk,  a  day^a  labour 

Davoc,  David 

Dawd,  a  large  piece 

Dawtit.  or  CMwtet,  fondled,  carened 

Dearies,  diminutive  of  dears 

Dearthfu*,  dear 

Deave,  to  deafen 

Deil-nia*care  !  no  matter  !  for  all  that ! 

Deleerit,  delirious 

Descrive,  to  describe 

Dight,  to  wipe ;  to  clean  com  from  diaff 

Dight,  cleaned  from  chaff 

Dinff,  to  worst,  to  jniah 

Dins,  neat,  tidj,  trim 

Dinna,  do  not 

Dirl,  a  sli^t  tremuloiu  itroke  or  pain 

Dizen,  or  aizs*n.  a  dozen 

Doited,  stupified,  hebetated 

Dolt,  stupined,  cnuted 

Donsie,  unludqr 

Dool,  sorrow ;  to  sing  dool,  to  lament,  to 

moum 
Doos,  doves 
Dorty,  saucy,  nice 

Douce,  or  douse,  sober,  wise,  prudent 
Doucsly,  soberly,  prudently 
Dought,  was  or  were  able 
Doup,  backside 

Doup-skelper,  one  that  strikes  the  tail 
Dour  and  din,  sullen  and  shallow 
Doure,  stout,  durable ;  sullen,  ttubboira 
Dow,  am  or  are  able,  can 
Dowff,  pithless,  wantinff  force 
Oowie,  worn  with  grid,  fiidgue,  dec.  half  a- 

sleep 
Downs,  am  or  arc  not  able,  cannot 
Doylt,  stupid 

Dozent,  stupified,  impotent 
Drap,  a  drop ;  to  drop 
Draigle,  to  soil  by  trading,  to  diag|^  tfoaag 

wet,  A.C 
Drapping,  dropping. 

Draunting,  drawling ;  of  a  slow  enimdatioo 
Dreep,  to  ooze,  to  mrop 
Dreigh,  tedious,  long  about  it 
Dribble,  drizzling ;  slaver 
Drifr,  a  drove 
Droddum,  the  breech 
Drone,  part  of  a  bagpipe 
Droop-rumprt,  that  droops  at  the  crupper 
Droukit,  wet 
Drountinff,  drawling 
Drouth,  thirst,  drought 
Drucken,  drunken 
Drumly,  muddy       . 
Dnimmock,  meal  alt  water  mixed  m  a  raw 

state 
Drunt,  pet,  sour  humour 
Dub,  a  small  pond 
Duds,  rags,  clothes 
Dud  die,  ragged 
Dung,  worsted ;  pushed,  driven 
Dunted,  beaten,  boxed 
Dush,  to  push  as  a  ram,  &c 
Dusht,  pushed  by  a  ram,  ox,  &c 


E*E,  the  eye 

E>n,  the  eyes 
K*ening,  evening 


Eerie,  frighted,  dreading  spirits 

Eild,  old  age 

Elbuck,  the  elbow 

Eldritch,  ghastly,  frightful 

Eller,  an  dder,  or  churdi  officer 

En*,  end 

Enbrugh,  Edinburgh. 

Eneu^,  enough 

Especial,  espeaally 

Etue,  to  try,  to  attempt 

Eydent,  diligent 


FA%fiai;k»t;  to  fall 

Fa*s does  fall:  waterbfaOa 

Faddom*t,  fisthomed 

Fae,afoe 

Feam,  foam 

FaikeL  unfaiown 

Fairin*,  a  friring;  a  preKnt 

Fallow,  fellow 

Fand,  did  find 

Farl,  a  cake  of  oaten  bread,  ftc. 

Fash,  trouble,  care ;  to  troubte,  to  ent  i» 

Fasht,  troubled 

Fasteren^*en,  Fasten*s  Even 

Fauld,  a  fold ;  to  fold 

Faulding,  folding 

Faut,  &ult 

Faute,  want,  Uck 

Fawsont,  decent,  seemly 

Feal,  a  fiekl :  smooth 

Feazfii*.  frightful 

Feart,  frighted 

Feat,  neat,  spruce 

Fecht,  to  fight 

Fechtin*,  fighting 

Feck,  many,  plenty 

Fecket,  an  under  waistooat  wHh  ilmiji 

Feckfo',  large,  brawny,  stout 

Feckless,  puny,  weak,  silly 

Feckly,  w^y 

Fejf,  afig 

Fode,  feud,  enmity 

Feirrie,  stout,  vigorous,  healthy 

Fell,  keen,  biting ;  the  flesh  immediately  »• 

der  the  skin ;  a  field  pretty  levd,  on  thcsiii 

or  top  of  a  hill 
Fen,  successful  struggle ;  fight 
Fend,  to  live  comfortably 
Feriie,orferley,towonder;awoodo;  a  tarn 

of  contempt 
Fetch,  to  pull  hj  fits 
Fetch^t,  pulled  mtermittentlj 
Fidge,  to  fidget 
Fiel,  soft,  smooth 
Fient,  fioid,  a  petty  oath 
Fier.  sound,  healthy ;  a  brother  ?  a  friend 
Fissle,  to  make  a  ruatiing  noise ;  to  fidget ;  a 

buaoo 
F1t,afbot 
Flttk4an\  the  nearer  horse  of  the  hindnesi 

pair  in  thepkmgh 
FIzx,  to  make  a  mssing  noise,  like 

tion 
Flainen,  flannel 

Fleech.  to  supplicate  in  a  flatteriM 
Fleedi*d.  oup|dfoated 
Flcechin*,  supplicating 
Fleeah,  a  fleece 


(4) 
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Fleg,  a  kick,  a  random  stroke 

FlemeTj  to  decoy  by  fair  worda 

Flethenn*,  flattering 

fley.  to  scare,  to  frighten 

Flitcner.  to  flatter,  ai  young  nettling!  when 

their  aam  approaches 
Flinders,  shredS)  broken  pieces,  splinteit 
Flingin*.tree,  a  piece  of  timber  hung  by  way 

of  partition  between  two  horses  in  a  twtiU  ; 

aflail 
Flisk,  to  fret  at  the  yoke 
Flisket,  fre(ted 
Flitter,  to  vibrate  like  the  wings  of  mall 

birds 
Flittering,  fluttering,  nbrating 
Flunkie,  a  servant  m  livery 
FoUgel,  sauat  and  plump 
Foonl,  a  lord 
Forbears,  forefathers 
Forbjre,  besides 

Forfuim,  distressed;  worn  out,  jadad 
Forfoughten,  fatigued 
Forgather,  to  meet,  to  CDCOiintcr  with 
For^e,  to  forgive 
For  lesket,  iaded  with  £uigaa 
FotJier,  fodder 
Fou,  full ;  drunk 
Foughten,  troubled,  hsmssad 
Fouui,  plenty,  enough,  or  more  diaa  enough 
Fow,  a  bushel,  &c- ;  also  a  pitch-fork 
Froe,  frwn ;  off 
Framniit,  strange,  estranged  ftom,  at  enmi^ 

with 
Freath,  froth 
Frien*,  friend 
Fn\  fuU 

Fuo.  the  scut,  or  tail  of  the  hare,  oony,  &c. 
Fuff,  to  blow  intermittently 
Fufl*H,  did  blow 
Funnie,  full  of  merriment 
Fur,  a  furrow 
Furm,  a  form,  bench 
Fyke,  trifling  cares ;  to  piddle,  to  be  io  a  luss 

about  trifles 
Fyle,  to  soil,  to  dirty 
Fyl't,  soUed,  dirtied 


OAB,  the  mouth ;  to  speak  boldly,  ar  pertly 

Oaberlunzie,  an  old  man 

Oadsman,  a  plouffhboy ,  the  boy  that  drives  the 

horses  in  the  plough 
Oae,  to  go ;  gaed,  went ;  gaen,  or  gane,  gone; 

gaun,  going 
Oaet,  ornate,  way,  manner;  road 
Oairs,  tnangular  pieces  of  cloth  sewed  on  the 

bottom  of  a  gown.  &c. 
Oang,  to  go,  to  walk 
Gar,  to  make,  to  force  to 
Oar*t,  forced  to 
Garten,  a  garter 

Gash,  wise,  sagacious ;  talkative ;  lo  con^ 
Gashin*,  cou versing 
Gaucy,  jolly,  large 
Gaud,  a  niougli 

Gear,  riches ;  goods  of  any  kind 
Geek,  to  toss  the  head  in  wantonneM  or 
Ged,  a  pike 

Gentles,  ^Tcat  folkh,  gentry 
Gcnty,  cleK*ii^y  farmed,  neat 
Geonlie,  a  guinea 


Get,  a  child,  a  young  one 

Ghust,  a  ghost 

Oie,  to  give ;  gied,  gave  ;  gien,  ghren 

Giftie,  diminutive  of  gift 

Gifflets,  playful  girls 

Gillie,  diminutive  of  gill 

Oilpev,  a  half  grown,  half  informed  boy  m 

jgul,  a  romping  lad,  a  hoiden 
Gimmer,  a  ewe  from  one  to  two  years  old 
Gin,  if;  against 
Gipsey,  a  young  girl 
Gim,  to  grin,  to  twist  the  features  in  rage, 

agony.  Slc 
Girning,  grinning 
Oizz,  a  periwig 
Glaiket,  inattentive,  foolish 
Glaive,  a  sword 

Gawky,  half-witted,  foolish,  romping 
Glaixie,  glittering ;  smooth  like  glass 
Glaum,  to  snatch  greedily 
Glaum  d,  aimed,  snatched 
Gleck,  sharp,  ready 
Glep^,  sharp,  ready 
Gleib,  glebe 

Glen,  a  dale,  a  deep  valley 
Qley,  a  squint ;  to  squint;  a-gley,offataBd% 

wrong 
Glib-gabbet,  smooth  and  ready  in  speedi 
Glint,  to  peep 
Glinted,  peeped 
Glintin*,  peeping 
Gloamin*,  the  twilight 
Glowr,  to  stare,  to  fook ;  a  stare,  a  look 
Glowred,  looked,  stared 
Glunsh,  a  frown,  a  sour  look 
Goavan,  looking  round  with  a  strange,  inqnow 

ing  gaze ;  staring  stupidly 
Gowan,  the  flower  of  the  wild  daisy,  hawk- 
weed,  &c. 
Gowany,  daisied,  abounding  with  daisies 
Gowd.  gold 
Gowff,  the  game  of  golf;  to  strike  aa  the  hit 

does  the  ball  at  golf 
Gowff  M,  struck 

Gowk,  a  cuckoo ;  a  term  of  contempt 
Gowl,  to  howl 

Grane,  or  grain,  a  groan  ;  to  groan 
Grain*dand  grunt^,  groaneUand  grunted 
Graining,  groaninji; 
Grain,  a  pionged  mstrument  used  for  eleaning 

stables 
Graith,  nccoutrenients,  furniture,  dress,  gear 
Grannie,  grandmotlier 
Grape,  to  grope 
Grapit,  groped 
Grat,  wept,  shed  tears 
Great,  intimate,  familiar 
Gree,  to  agree ;   to  bear  the  gree,  to  be  dsdd* 

edly  victor 
Gree  t,  agreed 

Greet,  to  shed  tears,  to  weep 
Greetin*,  ciying,  waeping 
Grippet,  catched,  seizied 
Groat,  togei  thewhiatleofone*ftgnMt,topl^ 

a  losing  game 
Grousome,  loathsomely  grim 
Grozet,  a  gooseberry 
Grumpily  a  grunt ;  to  grunt 
Grumphia,  A  sow 
Grun*,  ground 
Grunstane,  a  grindstone 
OruDlle,  tht  phis  i  a  gnmdng 
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Omnzie,  moath 

OnuhicL  thick ;  of  thtiTing  growth 

Oude,  the  Supreme  Bemg ;  good 

Guid,  good 

Ouid-momin*,  ffood  morrow 

OuidVen,  goocT  evening 

Ouidman  and  guidwife,  the  muter  and  mls- 

tren  of  the  house ;  young  gnidman,  a  man 

newlj  married 
Onid.willie,  liheral ;  cordial 
Quidfather,  guidmother,  fiuher4D-laW9  and 

mother-in-law 
Oullj,  or  gullie,  a  laige  knife 
Ounuie,  muddy 
Gui^y  tasteful 

H 

HAVhall 

Ha*-Bible,  the  great  hible  that  lies  in  tfaa 
haU 

Hae,  tohave 

Haen,  had.  the  participle 

Haet,  fint  naet,  a  petty  oath  of  negation ;  no- 
thing 

Haffet,  the  temple,  the  tide  of  the  head 

Hafflins,  nearly  half^  partly 

Hag,  a  scar,  or  gulf  m  mossel,  and  moors 

Haggis,  a  kind  of  pudding  boiled  in  the  sto- 
mach of  a  cow  or  sheep 

Hain.  to  spare,  to  save 

Hain*d,  spared 

Hairst,  harvest 

Haith,  a  petty  oath 

Haivers,  nonsense,  speaking  without  thoogfat 

Hal*,  or  hald,  an  abiding  puoe 

Hale,  whole,  tight,  healUij 

Haly,  holy 

Hame,  home 

Hallun,  a  particular  partition-wall  in  a  oot- 
tage,  or  more  propmy  a  seat  of  tovf  at  the 
outkide 

HallowDUM,  HaUow-ere,  the  Slit  of  October 

Hamely,  homely,  afiable 

Han',  or  haun',  hand 

Hap,  an  outer  sarment,  mantle,  plaid,  Ac  Co 
wrap,  to  cover ;  to  1m^ 

Happer.  a  hopper 

Happin%  hoppmg 

Hap  step  an*  loup,  hop  skip  and  leap 

Harkit,  hearkened 

Ham,  very  coarse  linen 

Hash,  a  fellow  that  neither  knows  how  to  dnm 
nor  act  with  propriety 

Hastit,  hastened 

Hand,  to  hold 

Hau£^  low  lying,  rich  lands  s  Tallaji 

Haun,  to  dra^;  to  peel 

Haurlin,  peeling 

Haverel,  a  half  witted  perioo  ;  half  witlid 

Havins,  good  manners,  deoonmi*  good  mam 

Hawkie,  a  cow,  properly  one  wilQ  a  wfailt  hm 

Heapit,  heaped 

Healsome,  nealthfiil,  wfaoltfOBM 

Hearse,  hoarse 

Hear*t,  hear  it 
Heather,  heath 
Hech  I  oh  I  strange  1 

Hecht,  promised ;  to  foreteQ  iwnthtM  that  li 
to  be  got  or  given ;  foretold ;  tht  Cb^  ' 
told ;  offerea 
Heckle,  a  boaid,  la  whkfa  an  And  a 


of  ihaip  pma,  used  In  drcHinf  liemp,ilaz, 

Ac 
HeeM,  to  elevate,  to  raise 
Helm,  tht  rudder  or  hehn 
Had,  to  tend  tfocka ;  one  who  tends  flocks 
Herrin,  a  herring 
Herrr,  to  plunder ;  most  propcriy  to  pfamdcr 


Htrrymcnt,  plundering,  devastatioo 

Hersel,  herself;  also  a  herd  of  cattle,  ot  an? 


Hot,  hot 

Heogfa,  a  dag,  a  eoalpit 

HilcE,  a  hobble;  to  halt 

HikUn,  halthic 

Hlinsd,  himaeix 

Hlnry,  honey 

Hing,  to  hang 

Hlrplt,  to  wuk  crazDy,  to  creep 

Hirsd,  so  manv  cattle  as  one  pcaan  ean  attend 

Hastie,  dry;  cnanped;  barren 

Hit^  a  loop,  a  knot 

Hizzie,  a  huny,  a  young  giri 

Hoddin,  the  motion  of  a  sage  coaniiyinaB  rid- 
ing on  a  cart-hone;  humble 

Hog-soore,  a  kind  of  distance-hoe,  in  oaring 
drawn  across  the  rink 

Ho^-shouther,  a  kind  of  horse-play,  by  JM^ 
hng  with  the  shoulder ;  to  jostle 

Hool,  outer  skin  or  case,  a  nut-shcO ;  a  pa»> 
cod 

Hoolie,  slowly,  leisurely 

Hoolie !  take  leuure,  stop 

Hoord,  a  hoard ;  to  hoard 

Hoordit,  hoarded 

Horn,  a  spoon  made  of  horn 

Homie,  one  of  the  many  names  of  tht  dtffl 

Host}  or  hoast,  to  cougn ;  a  cou^ 

Hostm',  coughing 

Hosts,  couglis 

Hotch*d,  tum*d  topsyturvy ;  blcodcd,  nixed 

Houghmagandie,  romication 

Houlct,  an  owl 

Housie,  diminutive  of  hou^te 

Hove,  to  heave,  to  swell 

Hoved,  heaved,  swelled 

Howdie,  a  midwife 

Howe,  hollow ;  a  hollow  or  deQ 

Howebackit,  sunk  in  the  back,  spokn  of  • 
horse,  &c 

Howir,  a  tippling  house ;  a  house  of  i 

Howky  to  dig 

Howkit,  digged 

Howkin,  diiitng 

Howlet,  an  owl 

Hoy.  to  urge 

Hoy*t,  urged 

Uoyse,  to  pull  upwards 

Hoyte,  to  amble  crazil? 

Hngboc,  diminutive  or  HngH 

Hurcheon.  a  hedgehoc 

Hurdlea,  tne  bins :  the  crupper 

Hnahioo,  a  cushion 


of  corn 

dchild 


tured,  malicioiis, 
lagemii^ 
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fnglc,  fire ;  fire-placc 
Ise,  I  ihall  or  will 
Ither,  other ;  one  another 


J  AD,  jade ;  also  a  familiar  term  among  ooun- 

trr  folks  for  a  gidd  v  young  girl 
Jaukj  to  dally,  to  trifle 
Jaukm*,  trifhn^,  dallying 
Jaup,  a  jerk  ofwater  ;  to  jerk  as  agitated  mu 

ter. 
Ja  V,  coarse  raillery ;  to  pour  out ;  to  shut,  to 

jerk  as  water 
Jerkinet,  a  jerkin,  or  short  grown 
Jillet,  a  jilt,  a  giddy  eirl 
Jimp,  to  jump ;  slender  in  the  waist ;  hand- 
some 
Jimps,  easy  stays 
Jink,  to  Qodge,  to  turn  a  comer ;  a  sudden 

turning ;  a  comer 
Jinker,  that  turns  quickly ;  a  gay  iprightly 

girl ;  a  wa^ 
Jinkin*,  dodging 
Jirk,  a  jerk 

Jocteleg,  a  kind  of  knife 
Jouk,  to  stoop,  to  bow  the  head 
Jow,  to  jow,  a  Terb  which  includes  both  the 

swinging  motion  and  pealing  sound  of  a 

large  bell 
Jundie,  to  justle 

K 

KAE,  a  daw 

Knil,  colewort ;  a  kind  of  broth 

Kail-runl,  the  stem  of  a^wort 

Kain,  fowls,  &c.  paid  as  rent  by  a  fiumer 

Kebbuckt  a  cheese 

Keckle,  to  giggle ;  to  titter 

Keek,  a  peep,  to  peep 

KelpicK,  a  sort  of^  mischieTOUS  sinrits,  said  to 

haunt  fords  and  ferries  at  night,  especially 

in  storms 
Ken,  to  know ;  kend  or  kenn*d,  knew 
Kennin,  a  small  matter 
KcMspeckle,  well  known,  easfly  known 
Ket,  matted,  hairy ;  a  fleece  of  wool 
Kilt,  to  truss  up  the  clothes 
Kimmer,  a  younf^  girl,  a  govip 
Kin,  kindred  ;  kin\  kind,  ai(/r 
KingVhood,  a  certain  part  of  the  entrailf  of 

an  ox,  &c 
Kintra,  country 
Kintra  cooser,  country  stallion 
Kim,  the  harvest  suoper ;  a  chum 
Kirsen,  to  christen,  or  baptize 
K  ist.  a  chest ;  a  shop  counter 
Kitcncn,  any  thing  that  eats  with  bmd  s  to 

serve  for  soup,  gravy,  && 
Kith,  kindred 

Kittle,  to  tickle ;  ticklish;  lifely,  apt 
Kittlin,  a  youns  cat 
Kiuttle,  to  cudSlit 
Kiuttlin,  cuddling 

Knaggie,  like  knagt,  or  prints  of  foeki 
Knap,  to  strike  smiartly,  a  smart  blow 
Knapfan-hammer,  a  hammer  qicd  ibr  biMk* 

ing  stones 
Knows,  a  small  zound  hillock 
Knurl,  a  dwazf 
Ky9|  oovB 


CO 


Kyle,  a  district  in  Ayrshire 

Kyte,  the  belly 

Kythe,  to  discover ;  to  show  one*s  self 


LADDIE,  diminutive  of  lad 

liaggen,  tne  ansle  between  the  side  and  jot- 

tom  of  a  wooden  dish 
Laij^h,  low 
Lainng,  wading,  and  sinking  in  snow,  mod* 

&c 
Laith,  loath 

Laithfu*,  bashful,  sheepish 
Lallans,  the  Scottish  dialect  of  the  Engliih 

Unsafe 
Lambie,  diminutive  of  lamb 
Lampit,  a  kind  of  shell-fish,  a  limpit 
Lan*,  land ;  estate 
Lane,  lone ;   my  lane,  thy  lane,  &e.  myself 

alone,  &c. 
Lanely,  lonely 

Lang,  long ;  to  think  lang,  to  long,  to  woaiy 
Lap,  did  leap 

Lave,  the  rest,  the  remainder,  the  otbcn 
Laverock,  the  lark 
Lawin,  shot,  reckoning,  bill 
Lawlan',  lowland 
Lea^e,  to  leave 
Leal,  byal,  true,  faithfiil 
Lea-rig,  graiuty  ridge 
Lear,  (pronounced  lare),  learning 
Lee-lang,  live-long 
Leesome,  pk-asant 

Leezc-uie,  a  ^:hrase  of  congratulatoiy  endear- 
ment; I  am  happy  in  thee,  or  prood  of 

thee 
Leister,  a  three-prong*d  dart  ton  striking  fish 
Leuffh,  did  laugn 
LeuK,  a  look  ;  to  look 
Libbet,  gelded 
Lift,  the  sky 

Liffhtly,  sneeringly ;  to  sneer  at 
Lut,  a  ballad ;  a  tune;  to  sing 
Limmer,  a  kept  mistress,  a  strumpet 
Limp*t,  limped,  hobbled 
Link,  to  trip  along 
Linkin*,  tripping 
Linn,  a  waterfafl ;  a  predplece 
Lint,  flax 

Lint  i*  the  bell,  flax  in  flower 
Lintwhite,  a  linnet 
Loan,  or  loanin*,  the  place  of  miUdi^ 
Loof,  the  palm  of  the  band 
Loot,  did  let 
Looves,  plural  of  loof 
Loun,  a  fellow,  a  ragamuflin ;  a  woman  of 

easy  virtue 
Loup,  jump,  leap 
Lowe,  a  flame 
Lowin*,  flaming 

Lowrie,  abbrevutlon  of  Lawrence 
Lowse.  to  loose 
LowsM,  loosed 
Log,  the  ear ;  a  handle 
iMgget,  having  a  handle 
Luggie.  a  smsil  wooden  dish  with  abandle 
Lum.  the  chimney 

Lonoi,  a  large  piece  of  cheese,  fleshy  && 
lAmt|  a  column  of  smoke;  to  imoka 
Lnntin*,  smoking 
L(yart|  of  a  mlxea  colonji  gov 
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M 

MA  Elmore 
Mair,  more 
Bf  aist.  most,  almost 
Maistly,  moatly 
Mak.  to  make 
Iklakin*,  making 
Mailen,  m  farm 
MaUie,  MoUy 

Mang,  among  u       u      •  • 

Manse,  the  puwmage  hoosef  where  the  mmis- 

ter  lives 
Afantede,  a  mantle 
Mark,  marks*    (This  and  sereral  other  nouns 

which  in  English  require  an  s  to  form  the 

Slural,  are  in  Scotch,  like  the  words  sheep, 
eer,  Uie  same  in  hoth  numbers.) 
Marlol,  variegated ;  spotted 
Mar*s  year,  the  year  1/16 
Mashlum,  meslin,  mixed  com 
Maskj  to  mash,  as  malt,  &c 
Alaskm-pat,  a  tea-fwt 

Maud  J  maad,  a  plaid  worn  by  sbepheids,  &c- 
Maukm,  a  hare 
Maun,  must 
Mavis,  the  thrush 
Maw^  to  mow 
Mawm%  mowing 
Meere,  a  mare 
Aieikle.  meickle,  mucli 
Melancnolious,  mournful 
Melder,  com,  or  grain  of  any  kind,  sent  to 

the  null  to  be  ground 
MeU,  to  meddle.  Also  a  mallet  for  pounding 

barley  in  a  stone  trou^ 
Mel  vie,  to  soil  with  meal 
Men*,  to  mend 

Mense.  good  manners,  decorum 
AlenseietM,  ill-bred,  rode,  impudent 
Messin,  a  small  dog 
Midden,  a  dunghill 
Midden-hole,  a  gutter  at  the  bottom  of  a  dung- 

hiU 
Mim,  prim,  affectedly  meek 
Alin*.  mind ;  resemblance 
Minuet,  mind  it;  resolved,  intending 
Minnie,  mother,  dam 
Mirk,  mirktrst,  dark,  darkest 
Misca*,  to  abuse,  to  call  names 
Misca'd,  abused 

Mislear'd,  mischievous,  unmannerly 
Misteuk,  mistook 
Mither,  a  mother 
Mixtie-maxtie,  confusedly  mixed 
Moistify,  to  moisten 
Monv,  or  monie,  many 
MooiB,  du&t,  earth,  the  earth  of  the  grave ;  to 

nke  i*  tlie  mools  ;  to  lay  in  the  dust 
Moop,  to  nibble  as  a  bheep 
Moorlan*,  of  or  belonging  to  DKxns 
Mora,  the  next  day,  to-morrow 
Mou,  the  mouth 
Moudiwort,  a  mole 
Mousie,  diminutive  of  mouse 
Muckle,  or  mickle,  great,  big,  much 
Musie,  diminutive  of  muse 
Muslin-kail,  broth,  composed  simply  of  water, 

Nhelled  barley,  and  greens 
Mutchkin,  an  English  pint 
Mysd,  myself 


^8) 


N 

NA,  no,  not,  nor 

Nae,  no,  not  any 

Naething,  or  naithing,  nothing 

Naig,  a  norse 

Nane,  none 

Nappy,  ale ;  to  be  tipsy 

Negleckit,  neglected 

Neuk,  a  nook 

Niest,  next 

Nieve,  the  fist 

Nievefu*,  handful 

Niffer,  an  exchange ;  to  exchange,  to  buttr 

Niger,  a  negro 

Nine-tailM-cat,  a  hangman*s  whip 

Nit,  a  nut 

Norland,  of  or  belonging  to  the  north 

Notic*t,  noticed 

Nowte,  black  cattle 


()\  of 

(khils,  name  of  a  range  of  reoantains  in  Clicfc* 

mannon  and  Kinross-shiret 
(>  hoith,  O  faith !  an  oatn 
Ony,  or  onie,  any 
Or,  is  often  used  for  ere,  before 
Ora,  or  urra,   supernumerary,   that  can  be 

S]NlT0d 

0*t,  ofit 

Curie,  shivering ;  drooping 
OurseP,  or  oursels,  ourselves 
Outlcrs,  cattle  not  housed 
Owre,  over ;  too 

Owre-hip,  a  way  of  fetching  a  blow  widi  dM 
hammer  over  the  arm 


PACK,  btimate,  familiar;  twelve  stone  of 
wool 

Painch,  paunch 

Paitrick,  a  partridge 

Pang,  to  cram 

Parle,  speech 

Parritch,  an  oatmeal  pudding,  a  well-kBovs 
Scotch  dish 

Pat,  did  put ;  a  pot 

Pattle,  or  pettlc,  a  plough-staff 

Paughty,  proud,  haughty 

Pauky,  or  pawkie,  cunmng,  aly 

Pay*t,  paid  ;  beat 

Pi  ch,  to  fetch  the  breath  short,  aa  in  an  asth- 
ma 

Pechan,  the  crop,  the  stomach 

Peelin*,  peeling,  the  rind  of  fruit 

Pet,  a  domesticated  sheep,  &c. 

Pettle,  to  cherish ;  a  plough-suff 

PhiUbegs,  short  petticoats  worn  by  the  High- 
landnien 

Phraise,  fair  speehes,  flattery  ;  to  flatter 

Phraisin*,  flattery 

Pibroch,  Highland  war  music  adapted  to  tite 
bacpipe 

Piclue,  a  small  quantity 

Pine,  pain,  uneasineas 

Pit,  to  out 

Placard,  public  pioclanutiaii 
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riack,  an  old  Scotch  coin,  the  third  part  of  a 
Scotch  penny,  twelve  of  which  nuke  an 
English  penny 

PLicklcwi,  pennjlcM,  without  money 

IMatie,  diminutivt  of  plate 

Plew,  or  pleugh,  a  plough 

Pliskie,  a  trick 

Poind,  to  Bci^e  cattle  or  goods  for  rent,  aa  the 
laws  of  Scotland  allow 

Poortith,  poverty 

Pou,  to  pull 

Pouk,  to  pluck 

Poussie,  a  hare,  or  cat 

Pout,  a  poult,  a  chick 

Pou*t,  did  pull 

Powthery,  like  powder 

Pow,  the  head,  the  nkull 

Pownic,  a  little  honie 

Powther,  or  pouthcr,  powder 

Preen,  a  pin 

Prcnt,  to  print ;  print 

Prie,  to  taste 

PricM,  tasted 

Pritf,  proof 

Prig,  to  r.hca|)cn  ;  to  dispute 

Ihiggin,  chcHpLning 

PriniNie.  dciimri-,  prei'ixe 

Propone,  to  Liv  d<»wi,  to  propme 

ProvoNCs,  provo>ts 

Puddock-«(t(Hil,  a  iniishenvtui,  fungus 

Pund,  pound ;  pounds 

Pyle,— a  pyle  o  coft*,  a  »ingle  grain  of  chaff 


^UAT,  to  quit 
fuak,  to  quake 
[uey,  a  cow  from  one  to  two  yean  old 


RAGWEED,  the  herb  ragwort 

Raible,  to  rattle  nonsense 

Hair,  to  roar 

Raize,  to  madden,  to  inflame 

Ram-feezlM,  fatigued ;  overspread 

Ram.sum,  thouutitless,  forward 

Raploch,  properly  a  coarse  cloth ;  but  used  aa 

an  adnoun  for  coarse 
Rarely,  excellently,  very  well 
Rash,  a  rush ;  rash-buss,  a  bush  of  rushct 
Ratton,  a  rat 

Raucle,  rush  :  stout ;  fearless 
Raught,  reached 
Raw,  a  row 
Rax,  to  stretch 
Ream,  cream  ;  to  cream^ 
Reaming,  brimful,  ftothing 
Reave,  rove 
Reck,  to  heed 
Rcdr,  counsel ;  to  counsel 
Rod.  wat-shod,  walking  in  blood  over  the  shoe* 

topn 
Red-wu.l,  stark  noad 
Ree.  half  drunk,  fuddled 
Reck,  smuke 
Reekin',  smoking 
Reekit,  smoked ;  smoky 
Rcniead,  renv.xiy 
Requite,  requited 
Rest,  to  stand  reMive 
RestiL  stood  vestive;  ftoncedf  widMnd 


Restricked,  restricted 

Rew,  to  repent,  to  compassioiuite 

Rief,  reef,  plenty 

Rief  randies,  sturdy  beggars 

Rig,  a  ridge 

Kigwiddie,  rigwoodie.  the  rope  or  chain  that 
cromes  the  saddle  of  a  horse  to  support  the 
spokes  of  a  cart ;  spare,  withered,  sapleta 

Rin,  to  run,  to  melt 

Rinnin*,  running 

Rink,  the  course  of  the  stones ;  a  term  in  cub- 
ing on  ice 

Rip,  a  handful  of  unthrayhcd  com 

Riskit,  made  a  noise  like  the  tcarin^p  of  roota 

Rockin*,  spinning  on  the  rock,  or  distaff 

Rood,  stands  likewise  for  the  plural  roods 

Roon,  a  shred,  a  border  or  selvage 

Roose,  to  praise,  to  commend 

Roostv,  rukty 

Roun  ,  round,  in  the  circle  of  neighbourhood 

Roupet,  hoarse,  as  with  a  cold 

Routhie,  plentiful 

Row,  to  roll,  to  wrap 

Row*t,  rolled,  wrapped 

Rowte,  to  low,  to  bellow 

Routh,  or  routh,  plenty 

Rowtin*,  lowing 

Roiet,  rosin 

Rung,  a  cudgel 

Runkled,  wrinkled 

Runt,  the  stem  of  colcwort  or  cabbage 

Ruth,  a  woman  *s  name ;  the  book  so  called  i 
sorrow 

Ryke,  to  reach 


SAE,80 

8aft,8oft 

Sair,  to  serve :  a  sore 

Sairly,  or  sairlie,  sorely 

8aiT*i,  served 

Sark,  a  shirt ;  a  shift 

Sarkit,  provided  in  shiru 

Saugh,  the  willow 

Saul,  soul 

Saumont,  salmon 

Saunt,  a  saint 

Saut,  salt,  adj,  salt 

Saw,  to  sow 

Sawin*,  sowing 

Sax,  six 

Scaith,  to  damage,  to  injure ;  injury 

£car,  a  cliff 

Scaud,  to  scald 

Scauld,  to  scold 

Scaur,  apt  to  be  scared 

Scawl,  a  scold ;  a  teniiagant 

Scon,  a  cuke  of  bread 

Sconner,  u  loatliiiig  ;  to  loathe 
:  Scraich,  to  ycrcam  as  a  hen«  partridge^  &c* 
I  Screed,  to  teal ;  a  rent 
■  Scrieve,  to  glide  swiftly  along 

Scrievin,  glechomely ;  swildy 

Scrimp,  to  ncani 

Scriini>ei,  did  bcant ;  scanty 

See^d,  did  see 
I  Seizin*,  seizing 

I  Sel,  ^If ;  a  body*s  scl,  one*s  idf  alone 
'  Seirt,  did  sell 

Sen*,  to  send 

^cnt*,  I,  die  sent,  or  did  eead  k|  Mod  It 
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Servan*,  tcrvan) 

Settlin*,  sealing;  to  get  a  scttlin*,  tobefiigbu 
ed  into  quietness 

Sets,  sets  off,  goes  airav 

Shachled,  distorted ;  snapeless 

8haird,  a  shxed.  a  shard 

fihangan,  a  stick  deft  at  one  end  for  putting 
the  tail  of  a  dog,  dtc  into,  by  way  of  mis- 
chief, or  to  frignten  him  away 

Shaver,  a  humorous  wag ;  a  barber 

Shaw,  to  show ;  a  small  wood  in  a  hollow 

Sheen,  bright,  shining 

Sheep-shank ;  to  think  one*8  self  nae  sheep- 
shank, to  be  conceited 

Sherra-moor,  sheriff-moor,  the  famous  battle 
fouffht  in  the  rebellion,  A.D.  1716 

Sheam,  a  ditch,  a  trench,  a  sluice 

Shie^  a  ditch,  a  trench,  a  sluiee 

Shiel,  a  shed 

Shill,  shrill 

Shog,  a  shock ;  a  push  off  at  one  side 

Shool,  a  shovel 

Shoon,  shoes 

Shore,  to  offer,  to  threaten 

Shor  a,  offered 

Shouther,  die  shoulder 

Shure,  did  shear,  shore 

Sic.  such 

Sicker,  sure,  steady 

Sidelins,  sidelong,  slanting 

Siller,  silver ;  money 

Simmer,  summer 

Sin,  a  son 

8in\  since 

Skaith,  see  scaith 

Skellum,  a  worthless  fellow 

Skdp,  to  strike,  to  siap ;  to  walk  witn  a  smart 
tripping  step ;  a  smart  stroke 

Skelpic-hmmer,  a  reproachful  term  in  female 
scolding 

Skelpin*,  stepping,  walking 

Skieffh,  or  skeigh,  proud,  nice,  highmettled 

Skinklin,  a  small  portion 

hkirl,  to  shriek,  to  cry  shrilly 

{Skirling,  shrieldng,  crying 

SkirPt,  Khrieked 

Sklent,  slant ;  to  run  aslant,  to  deviate  from 
truth 

Sklented,  ran,  or  hit,  in  an  oblique  direction 

Skouth,  freedom  to  converse  without  rettnunt ; 
ranffe,  scope 

Skriegn,  a  scream ;  to  scream 

Skyrin\  shining ;  making  a  groat  show 

Skyte,  force,  very  forcible  motion 

Slae,  a  sloe 

Slade,  did  slide 

Slap,  a  gate ;  a  breach  in  a  finct 

Slaver,  saliva ;  to  emit  saliva 

Slaw,  slow 

Slee,  sly ;  sleest,  sliest 

Sleekit,  sleek ;  sly 

Sliddry,  slippery 

Slype,  to  fall  over,  as  a  wet  furrow  from  the 
plough 

Slype^  fell 

8ma%  small 

Siueddum,  dust,  powder;  mettle,  seme 

Smiddy,  a  smithy 

Smoor.  to  smother 

Smoor*d,  smothered 


Snapper,  to  atumblc,  a  stumUe 
Snash,  abuse,  Billingsgate 
Snaw,  snow ;  to  snow 
Snaw-broo,  melted  snow 
Snawie,inowy 

Sneck,  snick,  the  latch  of  a  door 
Sned,  to  lop,  to  cut  off 
Sneeshin,  snuff 
Sneeshin-min,  a  souff-boz 
Snell,  bitter,  bitinjg 

Snick-drawing,  tnck-coDtriving,  crafty 
Snirtle,  to  laugh  restrainedly 
Snood,  a  ribbon  for  binding  the  hair 
j  Snool,  one  whose  spirit  is  broken  with  opnres- 

sive  slavery ;  to  submit  tamely,  to  sneak 
Snoove,  to  go  ''smoothly  and  oonitantly ;  w 

sneak 
Snowk,  to  scent  or  snuff,  as  a  dog,  &c. 
Snowkit,  scented,  snufied 
Sonsie,  having  sweet,  engaging  looks ;  lucky 

jolly 
Soom,  toswmi 
Sooth,  truth,  a  petty  oath 
Sough,  a  hesvy  sign,  a  sound  dying  on  the 


Smoube,  smutty,  obMent,  ngly 
fimym.  a  nimMNni  qaUecnon 


nCnwlliBdi- 


MiiAb 


Souple,  flexible ;  swift 

Souter,  a  shoemaker 

Sowens,  a  dish  made  of  oatmeal ;  the  seeds  o 

oatmeal  soured,  &c.  flummery 
Sewp,  a  spoonful,  a  small  quantity  of  an 

thmg  liquid 
Sowth,  to  try  over  a  tune  with  a  low  whutk 
Sowther,  solder ;  to  solder,  to  cement 
Spae,  to  proplteny,  to  divine 
Spaui,  A  lirao 

Spoirge,  to  dash,  to  soil,  as  with  mire 
Spavict,  having  the  spavin 
Spean,  spane,  to  wean 
Speat,  or  spate,  a  sweeping  torrent,  after  rsii 

or  thaw 
Speei,  to  climb 
Spence,  the  country  parlour 
Spier,  to  ask,  to  inquire 
Spier  t,  inquir«l 
Splatter,  a  splutter,  to  splutter 
Spleughan,  a  tobacco-pouch 
Splore,  a  frolic ;  a  noise,  riot 
Sprackle,  spraehle,  to  damber 
Sprattle,  to  scramble 
Spreckled,  spotted,  speckled 
Spring,  a  quick  air  in  music ;  a  Scottish  reel 
Sprit,  a  tough-rooted  plant,  somnhing  like 
-rusnes 

Sprittie,  full  of  spirits 
Spunky  flre,  mettle ;  wit 
Spunkie,  mettlesome,  fiery ;  wiU.o*wisp,  or  ij;- 

nis  fatuus 
Spurtle,  a  stick,  used  in  making  oatmeal  pui^ 

ding  or  porriage 
Squad,  a  crew,  a  puty 
Squatter,  to  flutter  in  water  as  a  wild  duck 
Squattle,  to  sprawl 

SqueeL,  a  scream,  a  screech ;  to  scream 
Stacher,  to  stofwer 
Stack,  a  rick  oTcorn,  hay.  &c. 
Stanie,  the  diminutive  or  stag 
Stalwart,  strong,  »tout 
Stan*,  to  itond ;  stan*t,  did  atand 
Stane,  a  stone 
Stang,  an  acute  pain ;  a  twingt  i  to  mug 

Stank,  did  Hink ;  apoolofftandB^ 

Stop,  slop 


V\o^ 
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Startle,  to  run  as  cattle  Btung:  by  the  gad-fly 

Staiimrel.  a  blockhead ;  half-witted 

StQw,  did  steal ;  to  surfeit 

Stech,  to  cram  the  belly 

Srechin,  Cramming 

Steck,  10  shut ;  a  siitch 

Steer,  to  molest ;  to  stir 

Steevc,  firm,  compacted 

Stell,  still 

Sfen,  to  rear  as  a  horse 

Sten't,  reared 

Stents,  tribute;  dues  of  any  kind 

Stuy,  steep;  Hteycst,  steepest 

Stibble,  stubble;  stibblc-rig,  the  reaper  in 

hnrvfiit  who  takes  the  lead 
Stick  an'  stow,  totally,  altogether 
Stile,  a  crutch;  to  halt,  to  limp 
Stimpart,  the  eighth  part  of  a  Winchester 

bubhtfl 

Stirk,  a  cow  or  bullock  a  year  old 

Stock,  a  plant  or  root  of  colewort,  cabbage, 

Stockin,  a  stocking;  Throwing  the  stockin, 
when  the  bride  and  bridegroom  are  put  into 
bed,  and  the  candle  out,  the  former  throws  a 
stocking  at  random  among  the  company, 
and  the  person  whom  it  strikes  is  the  next 
that  will  be  married 

Stoitcr,  to  stsffger,  to  stammer 

S  looked,  made  up  in  shocks  as  corn 

Stoor,  sounding  hollow,  strongs  and  hoarse 

Stot,  an  ox 

Stoup,  or  stowp,  tt  kind  of  jug  or  dish  with  a 
handle 

Stour,  dust,  more  particularly  dust  in  motion 

Stowlins,  by  stealth 

8  town,  stolen 

Stoytc,  to  stumble 

Strnck,  did  strike 

Sirue,  straw ;  to  die  a  fSur  strae  heath,  to  die 
in  bed 

Straik,  did  strike 

Stiaikit,  stroked 

Strapp;n\  tall  and  handsome 

StrauL'ht,  straight,  to  straighten 

Streek,  stretched  tight ;  to  stretch 

Strddie,  to  straddle 

Stroan,  to  spout,  to  piss 

Sti:d(lie,  an  anvil 

Stuiiipie,  (liininutive  of  stump 

Striiiit.  ftpiriiuous  liouor  uf  any  kind;  to  walk 
sturdily;  huflj  sullenncss 

Slut],  corn  or  pulse  of  any  kind 

Sturr,  triMible;  to  molest 

StiirtiM.  friijhted 

Sucker,  Fui^ar 

Su.i,  should 

Suiirh,  the  continued  rushing  noise  of  wind  or 
water 

Soutciron,  southern;  an  old  name  for  the  Eng* 
Ii8h  nation 

Swaird,  sward 

Swall'd,  swelled 

Swank,  stately,  jolly 

Swankie,  or  s  wanker,  a  tight  strapping  young 
fellow  or  girl 

Swap,  an  exchange ;  to  barter 

Swar^  to  swoon ;  a  swoon 

Swat,  did  sweat 

Swatch,  a  sample 

Swats,  dnnk ;  good  ale 

00 


Sweaten,  sweating 

Sweer,  ksy,  aveiae ;  dead-iweer,  extremely  a« 

Terse 
Swoor,  swore,  did  swear 
Swinge,  to  bMt ;  to  whip 
Swirl,  a  curve  ;  an  eddyug  blast,  or  pool  |  a 

knot  in  wood 
Swjrlie,  knaggie,  full  of  knots 
S with,  get  awa^ 
Swither,  to  hesiute  in  choke;  anlrxeaolute 

wavering  in  choice 
Syne,  since,  ago ;  then 


TACKETS,  a  kind  of  nails  for  driving  into 

the  heals  of  shoes 
Tae,  a  toe ;    three  tae*d,  having  three  prongi 
Tairge,  a  target 
Tak,  to  Uke ;  ukin,  taking 
Tamtallan,  the  name  of  a  mountain 
Tangle,  a  sea-weed 
Tap,  the  top 

Tapetlesi,  heedless,  foolish 
Tarrow,  to  murmur  at  one*s  allowaaoe 
Tarrow*t,  murmured 
STarry-brceks.  a  sailor 
Tauld,  or  tald,  told 

Taupie,  a  foolish,  thoughtless  young  person 
Tanted,  or  tautie,  matted  together ;   spoken 

of  hair  or  wool 
Tawie,  that  allows  itself  peaceably  to  be  hand- 
led ;  spoken  of  a  hone,  cow,  Ac. 
Teat,  a  small  ouanti  y 
Teen,  to  provoke ;  j  dvocation 
Tedding,  spreading  i  ftcr  the  mower 
Ten.hours  bite,  a  s:ij;ht  feed  to  tlie  horiwa 

while  in  the  yoke,  in  the  forenoon 
Tent,  a  Beld-pulpit ;  heed,  cauiion ;  to  take 

heed ;  to  tend  or  herd  cattle 
Tentie,  heedful,  cautious 
Tentless,  heedless 
Teugh,  tough 
Thack,  thatch ;  thack  an*  rape,  clothing  ne- 

cesMries 
Thae,  these 

Tliairms,  xmall  guts :  fiddle-atrinn 
Thankit,  thanked  ^ 

Theckit,  thatched 
I'hegither,  together 
'J'hemsel,  thcniHclves 
Thick,  intimate,  familiar 
ThieveksH,  cold,  dry,  spited ;   spokan  of  a 

perKon*s  dci^.ieunour 
Thir,  thc«c 
Thirl,  thrill 

Thirl,  d,  thrilled,  vibrated 
Thole,  to  suftet,  to  endure 
Thowe,  a  thaw ;  to  thaw 
Thowletw,  idack,  lazy 
Thrang,  throng ;  a  crowd 
Tbrapple,  throat,  windpipe 
Thrave,  twenty-four  sheaves  or  two  shocks  of 

com ;  a  considerable  number 
Thraw^  to  sprain,  to  twist ;  to  contradict 
T  bra  win,  twistinv,  &c« 
Thrawn,  »praineu,  twintrd  ;  contradicted 
Threap,  to  maintain  by  dint  of  asaertion 
Thresnin,  thrashing 
Threteen,  thirteen 
Thrisde,  thistle 
Through,  to  go  on  with ;  to  roakff  out 
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Thnmther,  peU-melL  oonfiiacdly 

Thud,  to  nimke  a  load  intcnnittent  noiit 

Thumpit.  thumped 

Thysel,  thjrself 

Tiii\  to  it 

Timnier,  timber 

Tine,  to  lose ;  tint,  lost 

Tinkler,  a  tinker 

Tii<t  the  gate,  lost  the  way 

Tipf  a  ram 

Tippence,  twopence 

lirl,  to  make  at  light  noise ;  to  UDOorer 

Tirlin,  uncovcritig 

Tither,  the  other 

Tittle,  to  whisper 

Tittlin,  whiitpcriiig 

Tocher,  marriage  purtion 

Tod,  a  fox 

Toddle,  to  totter,  like  the  walk  of  a  child 

Toddlin,  tottering 

Tooii),  empty,  to  empty 

Toop,  a  ram 

Toun,  a  hamlet ;  a  tarm-houie 

Tout,  the  blast  of  a  horn  or  trumpet;  to  blow 

a  horn,  &c. 
Tow,  a  rope 

Towmond,  a  twelvemonth 
Towzie,  rough,  sha^^gy 
Toy,  a  very  old  fashion  of  female  head-drcH 
Tojrte,  to  totter  like  old  age 
Transniugrified,  transmigrated,  niffamflfphoa* 

ed 
Trashtrie,  trash 
Trews,  trowiwrs 
Trickle,  full  of  tncki 
Trig,  Kpruce,  neat 
Trimly,  excellently 
Trow,  to  lieUeve 
Trowth.  truth,  a  petty  oath 
Trybtt,  an  apfmintment ;  a  ha 
Trysted,  appointed ;   To  tryste,  to  make  an 

appointment 
Try't,  tried 
Tug,  raw  hide,  of  which  in  old  thnei  phragh- 

traces  were  rreqaently  made 
Tulzie,  a  quarrel ;  to  quarrel,  o  ^gi' 
Twa,  two 
Twa-three,  a  few 
*Twad,  it  would 
Twal,  twelve;   twal-pennie  worth,  a  tmall 

Quantity,  a  penny-worth 
N.B  One  penny  Lnglish  is  12d  Sootdi 
Twin,  to  part 
Tyke,  a  dog 

U 

UNCO,  strange,  uncouth  |  Jtty,  rtarj  great, 

prodigious 
Uncos,  news 
UnkennM,  unknown 
Uniticker,  unnure,  unsteady 
UnskaithM,  undamaged,  unhnrt 
Unwceiing,  unwittingly,  unknowini^ 
Upo\  upon 
Urchin,  a  hedgehog 


VAPUMN,  vapouring 
Vera,  very 

Virl,  a  ring  round  a  colamn,  Ac 
V'ittle,  com  of  all  kinda,  food 


W 

WA%  wall;  wa*s,  walla 

Wabster,  a  weaver 

Wad,  would  I  to  bet;  abet,  a  pledgt 

Wadna,  would  not 

Wae,  wo ;  sorroiKul 

Waefti*,  wofiil,  sorrowful,  wailing 

Waesucks  I  or  waes  me  !  alas !  O  the  pity 

Waft,  the  cross  thread  that  goes  from  the  smu- 
tle  through  the  web ;  woof 

M^air,  to  lay  out,  to  expend 

Wale,  choice ;  to  choose 

Waled,  chose,  chosen 

Walie,  ample,  large,  jolly ;  abo  an  intcrjce* 
tion  of  distress 

Wame,  the  beUy 

Wamefu%  a  bellv-full 

Wanchande,  imiucky 

Wanrestfu\  restless 

Wark,  work 

Wark-lume,  a  tool  to  work  with 

War],  or  warld,  world 

Warlock,  a  wizard 

Warly,  worldly,  eager  on  amassing  wealth 

M'arran,  a  warrant ;  to  warrant 

Warst,  wor^t 

WantlM  or  warsPd,  wrestled 

Wastrie,  prodigality 

M^at,  wet ;  I  wat,  1  wot,  I  know 

Water-brose,  brose  made  of  meal  and  wstei 
simply,  without  the  addition  of  milk,  bat- 
ter, oc* 

Watde,  a  twig,  a  wand 

Wauble,  to  swing,  to  red 

Wauffht,  a  draught 

Waukit,  thickened  as  fuUert  do  ckMh 

Waukrife,  not  apt  to  sleep 

Waur,  worse ;  to  wont 

Waur*t,  wonted 

Wean,  or  weanie,  a  child 

Wearie,  or  weary ;  many  a  weary  body,  many 
a  different  perMm 

Weesor .  wtasand 

WSiAvir  ^'  the  stocking.    See  Stocking 

^V.>e,  .iti»e:  Wee  things,  little  ooca;  Wee 
bit,  a  imall  matter 

Wed,  well ;  Wcdfare,  welfare 

Weet.  rain,  wetness 

Weird,  fate 

We^ke,  we  shall 

Wha,  who 

Whaide,  to  wheeze 

Whalpit,  whelped 

Whang,  a  leainem  string ;  a  piece  of  cheese, 
bread,  &g.  ,  to  give  the  strappado 

Whare,  whuc ;  Whare*er,  wherever 

Wheeu,  to  fly  nimbly,  jerk  ;  penny-whccp. 
sniail  beer 

AVhwM.',  whose 

Whatreck,  nevertheless 

M'hid,  the  inution  of  a  hare,  runnmg  but  doc 
frighird ;  a  lie 

Whiddiii .  runnuiff  as  a  hare  or  cony 

M'hignielceries,  whims,  fandea,  crotdieCi 

Whingin',  crying,  complaining,  freuin^ 

M'hirhgigi'vas,  ilsdess  omamenta,  triflmg  ap- 
pendages 

Mliiule,  a  whistle ;  to  whistle 

Whist,  si'cnce;  to  hold  ooeV  whisht,  lobs 

dlCDt 
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Wbisk.  to  iweep,  to  ladi 

Whiakit,  iMhed 

Whitter,  a  hearty  dranght  of  liquor 

M^un-stane,  a  whin-ttone 

Whyles,  whUei.  sometimei 

Wi\  with 

Wictit,  wight,  powerfiil,  strong;  inTentiTe; 
of  a  superior  geniui 

Wick,  to  strike  a  stone  in  an  oblique  diree- 
tion  ;  a  terra  in  curling 

Wicker,  willow  (the  imauer  fort) 

Wiel,  a  small  whirlpool 

Wifie,  a  diminutive  or  endearing  term  for 
wife 

Wiljart,  bashful  and  reserved;  avoidinff so- 
ciety or  appearing  awkward  in  it,  wik^  ti- 
mid, strange 

Wimple,  to  meander 

Wimprt,  meandered 

Wimplin\  waving,  meandering 

Win,  to  win,  to  winnow 

Win*t,  winded  as  a  bottom  of  yam 

Win*,  wind;   Win^s,  winds 

Winna,  will  not 

Winnock,  a  window 

Winsome,  hearty^  vaunted,  gay 

Wintle,  a  staggenng  motion ;  to  stagger,  to 
reel    ' 

Winze,  an  oath 

Wisfl,  to  wish 

Withouten,  without 

Wizen*d,  hide-bound,  dried,  shrunk 

Wonner,  a  wonder ;  a  contemptuous  appella- 
tion 

Wons,  dwells 

Woo*,  wool 

Woo,  to  court,  to  make  love  to 

Woodie,  a  rope,  more  properly  one  made  of 
withes  or  willows 

Woor-bab,  the  garter  knotted  bdow  tho  kntt 
with  a  couple  of  loops 

(18) 


Wordy,  worthy 

Wonet,  worsted 

Wow,  an  exclamation  of  pleasoie  or 

der 

Wrack,  to  tnze,  to  vex 
Wraith,  a  spirit,  or  gixMt ;  an  apparitioii  es« 

actly  like  a  living  person,  whose  appearanet 

is  said  to  forbode  the  person*s  approaching 

death 
Wrang,  wrong ;  to  wrong 
Wreetn,  a  dnned  heap  m  snow 
Wud,  mad,  distracted 
Wumble,  a  wimble 
Wyle,  to  beguile 
Wyliecot,  a  flannel  vest 
Wyte,  blame ;  to  blame 

Y 

Y  AD,  an  old  mare ;  a  worn  out  horse 

Ye ;  this  pronoun  is  frequently  used  for  thou 

Yearns,  longs  much 

Yearlings,  bom  in  the  same  year,  coevals 

Year  is  usied  both  for  singular  ana  plural  yMT 

Yearn,  earn,  an  eagle,  an  oupnj 

Yell,  barren,  that  gives  no  inilk 

Yerk.  to  lash,  to  jerk 

Yerkit,  jerked,  Ushed 

Yestreen,  yestfrnight 

Yett,  a  gate,  such  as  is  usually  at  the  en 

into  a  farm-yard  or  field 
Yill,  ale 
Yird,  earth 

Yokin*,  yoking ;  a  boat 
Yont,  beyond 
Yoursel*  yoursdf 
Yowe,  a  ewe 

Yowte,  dirolnuttfc  of  yowt 
Yuk,  Christmas 


